That evening the Cowan’s had reserved a table at the Copa
Cabana where Peggy Lee was the headliner. Peggy Lee had
appeared in the Café Cristal over many years, always to a full
house. As usual Peggy Lee put on a great show. We went backstage to congratulate her, as the Cowan’s and Miss Lee were the
best of friends.
As I said in the start of this story, ‘From the East Side walkup
to the Plaza Hotel only took twenty years’ but they were some of
“The Great Years.”
My five days in Anchorage Alaska
This story goes back to the days when I was the Treasurer of
the Classic Diplomat Hotel in Hollywood, Florida. One of my duties was to represent the hotel in court cases after working with
the attorneys. The lady, (Personnel Director) came into my office
with a paper, just served on the new girl in her office by the deputy
sheriff. She said, “I do not want to go to Alaska!” My reply was “I’ll
go”.
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A couple of phone calls later (Anchorage attorney and the
local circuit court) my name had been substituted and a week
later with a round trip ticket paid for by the State of Alaska, I was
headed for Anchorage. It was a very long long trip. Limo to MIA
(Miami International Airport), flight to Dallas, change for Seattle
and the last leg to Anchorage. Four time zones and hours later, I
met a fellow passenger, someone I had been trying to find, as his
name was also on the subpoena. He turned out to be the food
concession manager of the Hollywood Dog Track and a very nice
gentleman.
At the Airport we took a cab together to our hotel. It was
springtime and the beginning of long almost no darkness time in
the far north. The sun went down for an hour or so around four
AM. After checking in, we met in the coffee shop for breakfast, but
for us it was dinner. Later, we met our attorney at his office and
found out that we would be in court tomorrow as “surprise witnesses for the defense.” Due to jet lag, we both went to bed to
catch up on our sleep.
Meeting again for breakfast, we had the hotel transportation
drive us around to the courthouse in downtown Anchorage. We
had to stay outside of the courtroom and still did not know what
this case was all about. A court watcher soon brought us up to
speed. “This is all about kiddy porn.” The defendant after working
on the Alaska pipeline ended up in Anchorage with an apartment.
Soon, he was helping young runaways and with a concealed camera was making porn movies.
The next time we saw our attorney, we told him, we did not
want to help this bad man get off! He said, “don’t worry, instead of
110 years, he will only get a hundred.” Somehow, the State’s
Attorney had missed the fact that for a period of a few months, the
defendant had been working as a bartender in Florida. He can’t
be doing bad things in Alaska and be working at the Diplomat on
banquets and the dog track at the same time.
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We did not get to testify at all on the first day – Thursday. My
friend and I had a nice dinner at the hotel together and still feeling
the effects of jet lag, agreed again to meet for breakfast in the
morning.
Friday, started out the same, waiting outside the courtroom in
the large lobby area. By now we were reading the local newspaper which carried more of the court case story to bring us up to
date. Around 3:30 in the afternoon, my friend was able to get on
the stand and identify the payroll records that his subpoena had
required. The government attorneys were floored. Had they blown
their case? To buy time, the State’s Attorneys went over every line
and time punch on the records and before long the clock was
running out, just as my friend finished. The judge suspended the
trial for the day, saying, “we will start again on Monday AM.”
This gave me the whole weekend to visit Anchorage. The
manager of the Hollywood Dog track was booked on the mid-night
flight on Saturday night for Miami. By now, we had the lay-of-theland. An inquiry as to the best restaurant in town, suggested the
501 Building. Being Friday evening, I knew you would require
reservations, so I called. “If you come before six, we can have a
nice table for you.” We walked over a few blocks. This was a
modern new building built on the side of the city facing the ocean.
The view was spectacular from our table.
We ordered Alaska King Crab, after a couple of scotches.
We had a long talk with the young waitress (everyone in Alaska
has a story to tell and is very friendly). The dinner was great. I
picked up the tab, over $180, (the Diplomat paid for it) and it was
well worth it. Walking back to our hotel, we said we would meet
for breakfast and I suggested a sightseeing trip for tomorrow.
Saturday was a beautiful spring day. The weather for the
whole trip had been fine. Alaska is quite comfortable, except in
the winter, when it gets way below zero. All of downtown is connected with covered walkways, so, you do not have to go outside
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and face the cold. Large buildings, hotels, etc. have electric heater
connections at each parking place, so, you can plug your car in, to
keep it from freezing in the winter.

Alaska King Crab
I had an introduction to the Grey Line sightseeing tour people,
so, we walked over to their office and found out we could get a
free pass on their all day bus trip which was starting soon to Whittier,
Alaska.
Whittier is a port town built during WWII about 50 miles north
of Anchorage. Much of the heavy freight still comes in there and
is connected by the rail line to Anchorage and up north to Fairbanks.
The highway follows the tracks. The scenery was excellent. Tall
mountains rising next to the coast with the road and then train
tracks below, hundreds of feet above the water.
On the way, the sightseeing bus stopped at a ski resort village (no skiing at this time, approaching summer). We had a little
lunch in a small restaurant-gift store. Again, everyone is so friendly,
time passes fast with so much talking. We saw Alaska caribou
grazing by the side of the road.
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Alaska Caribou
The next stop was a glacier. We got out and walked upon the
ice. You could see the glacier coming down the valley with mountains on each side.

Alaska Glacier
At the foot of the glacier, the ice was breaking-off and the
water underneath running into the ocean. Quite an experience!
Back on the bus for the return trip, we saw another very large
caribou grazing nearby. The scenery was still breathtaking.
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For dinner, we agreed to visit the fancy restaurant at our hotel. It was Saturday night and half the men were all dressed in
tuxedos and the ladies in evening gowns. It must have been their
big night out in Anchorage. We ordered drinks, then sirloin steaks
and had another fine dinner. After dinner, we adjourned to the
penthouse bar on the top story of our hotel. Earlier, I had met the
tour director, who, when she found out I was in the hotel business
had given me a couple of free drink tickets.
Just like the restaurant the day before the view of Anchorage
harbor with the ships at anchor was spectacular from this roof top
bar, still daylight even though it was near midnight. So far, the trip
to Alaska had been quite an experience.

Alaska Mountains
My friend left Saturday night for Miami. I was all alone and it
was Sunday. The day was beautiful, warm and the sun was shinning (23 hours a day). After breakfast in the coffee shop, I took a
long walk around town. The Hilton Hotel was on the other side of
the city, so that was my destination. They had a coffee shop in the
lobby, so, I spent some time over another cup of java. I ended up
talking to the waitress who had quite a tale to tell. She had come
from the mid-west, divorced; she decided to move to Alaska. Her
trip up here was the long way around. She had taken the train
across Canada to the Yukon, then a bus overland to Anchorage.
The interesting story about her travels killed quite a lot of time.
I left the Hilton and walked next door to the Captain Cook
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Hotel run by Japanese Airways. This hotel was 5 Star and you
could see the expensive things in their shops, minks and diamonds,
just like Bal Harbour on Miami Beach. My next stop in my walking
tour was the railway station. No trains leaving today as there is
only one per week to Fairbanks and back three days later. This
railway is still owned by the U.S. Government, built during WWII
to supply our troops stationed in Alaska. Continuing my walk around
town, I came across a small store. In the window was a gold
colored “gold rush pan”. Later, after purchasing the souvenir
(anodized aluminum made in Japan), I was invited to sit with the
owner lady and have another cup of coffee. Her little daughter
showed me a frozen Alaska King Crab, thinking I had never seen
one before. Shortly, a very interesting man came by, a friend of
the shop owner. I soon had heard his life story. He was a lawyer
from New York, burned out and I think an alcoholic too. He had
given up everything and moved to Anchorage a few years back.
He was well read and had lots of stories to tell.
By this time, I was so full of coffee, I had to say thanks and
move on. Since it was lunch time, I went to the Visitors Center
and inquired about a vegetarian restaurant. There were only two
or three in town and I was directed to one where I was told the
food was very good. It was an Interesting little place, very well
decorated with plants. A dozen tables. They seated me at a small
table and presented the menu. I ordered something which today
I do not remember. What I do remember, were the luncheon guests.
They were all young girls and young women. I was almost the
only man in the place. Then it dawned on me – this was a lesbian
restaurant. Anyway the salad I ordered and the juice drink, both
were fine, but I was kind of glad to get out of there. The women
made me nervous.
Still walking around town, I found a museum which had a
great Native American (Indian and Eskimo) exhibit. I spent quite a
lot of time looking at all the artifacts. I found out that later there
was to be a free travel movie, so, I waited around and sat down in
the front row of the rather small seating area, about 50 chairs had
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been set up. As the movie started – a 1924 Shell Oil Aviation
movie of the aeroplanes of the day flying around the world, the
last empty seat in the room, next to me, was now occupied. An
Eskimo had taken the seat. I soon realized he had not taken a
bath in a year. His body odor was almost overpowering. It was
dark in the room, the movie was on and there were no more seats.
I had two choices, leave or stick it out. By breathing off to the
other side, I somehow got through it. What a day so far!
As dinner time approached, I went back to the Visitors Center
and asked for the name of the best Chinese restaurant in town. I
was directed to one of those covered walkways and yes, inside
was a Chinese restaurant. It turned out to live up to its reputation.
Great food and nice people and staff. Several other business
people were eating alone. After supper, I walked back to my hotel
as my weekend was almost over.
On Monday, I got the ride to the courthouse. I was on the
stand for ten minutes and soon the lawyer said, “call my secretary
and she will book you on the midnight flight to Miami.” But to
make this long story come to a quick conclusion, I asked her to
book me only to Atlanta on a flight soon to leave Anchorage for
Seattle and change for this direct flight which would arrive at 6 AM
the next morning.
I knew that when I got to Atlanta, I could get a plane every
hour on the hour to Ft. Lauderdale, so, I got in way before 8 AM.
Marilyn met me at the Airport and I was home again, after my five
days in Anchorage, Alaska.
The Diplomat Fires
The Diplomat Hotel experienced a series of fires. At first they
were small, a box of matches in a maid’s closet. The next one was
a box of computer paper stored with other computer supplies in a
basement area.
The convention hall fire burned for hours before it was detected. This was a million dollar fire. Insurance paid to renovate
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the convention hall with new blue curtains, red carpet and all.Then
we had the big one. The million dollars of warehouse supplies;
linens, paper and cleaning supplies caught on fire. Smoke damage forced the hotel to close for repairs, then reopen to handle a
few conventions in March and close again for four months of complete renovation. Our insurance covered this fire for a total of twenty
million dollars.
Then the last one. A dozen banquet tables caught on fire in
the room known as the TV-Theater storage room. Quickly put out,
the damage was only a few hundred dollars. And, we caught the
man. He was a housekeeping porter, a pyromaniac!
He never confessed to any of the fires, except the TV-Theater, where he was caught red-handed. He was locked up for a
while, until his trial came up. The sentence was “make restitution
for the $500 damage to the tables and the time served.” Then the
judge got him a job. He is working in a crematorium!
Fifteen Minutes of Fame
Roger deWardt Lane, yes that’s my name. Like Andy Warhol
said, “every one is entitled to their 15 minutes of fame.” Well,
as we say in Florida, I’ve had my fifteen minutes in the Sunshine, not once, twice, but three times.
Events date them; the first was a little after I had been Managing Director of the Diplomat Resort, not the new Western $800
Million Diplomat but kind of like original Coca-Cola called their first
success, the Classic Diplomat Resort in 1972.
The invitation said join us for the Ezra Cornell Week-end at
Cornell University, upstate New York at Ithaca. My fifteen minutes or more like an hour was addressing the students of this famous Hotel College on the subject of “Cost justification of an online computer for a resort.” Being a self-educated hotel executive
(no college) who had just installed the first successful computer of
this kind in Florida was the first Pinnacle of my life.
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Ten years later, in Broward County Circuit Court with infamous attorney Ellis Rubin, questioning me on the stand, should
be classified as my second fifteen minutes.

Attoney Ellis Rubin
This time with the TV cameras rolling, I related the events
leading up to the incarceration of Sheik Mohammad, for defrauding an innkeeper. As Treasurer, I had let him run up a hotel bill of
$1,500,000 while he and his entourage spent Seven Million Dollars at the Classic Diplomat Resort in the prior ten months. The
judge found in our favor, paraphrasing Omar Khayyam, “They
thought he would quietly fold his tent and sneak away into
the night.” A week later, Saudi Prince Turki, brother of the King,
who paid his bills, transferred funds in full from Credit Swiss. The
owner said thanks and gave me a big bonus.
Although I had worked in the hospitality industry for nearly
sixty years, at age 75, it was time to take it easy. During the first
few months of my leisure, I received a call from an old friend,
Richard Brooks, still active with HFTP, who invited me with all expenses paid to attend HITEC in Chicago 2002.

Roger Receiving First HFTP Award
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There, I was the first recipient of their new honor - Technology Award of Merit. Thus, my third fifteen minutes in the Sunshine, as I call it, was addressing 500 of my peers at the opening
session.
At first, I thanked my lovely wife for all the nights and weekends I worked to fix computers at the Diplomat Resort. I thanked
NCR for making me cancel all the IBM computers I had ordered
for the Diplomat Hotel over the years. In addition, I thanked Dave
Burkus for hands-on programming on the mini, CLS had just installed as our second on-line computer system at the Diplomat.
Now I thanked the many industry people I had met and worked
with during my almost 50 years with the International Association of Hotel Accountants (the original name), now Hospitality
Financial Technology Professionals.
The hundred-dollar story.
It has been fifteen years since I left the Diplomat Hotel. If it
were not for notes, once used for a speech, I probably would not
remember the subjects of these funny stories. But, once reminded
of the incidents, vivid memories come back.
When I opened the new nightclub in 1960, I promoted an
Italian lady to be the head checker. She was close to 6 feet and a
big boned woman. Just what we needed, to keep the waiters in
line. She did a fantastic job. We promoted another lady as her
assistant and between them and a staff of twenty or so cashiers,
they did a top-notch job.
I do not remember why she left but since the nightclub closed
at the end of the season, this might have been the reason. We
needed to find a new supervisor, when the nightclub reopened.
This is one of the difficult skills in a big hotel but it seems few
people are qualified to handle it and be able to work nights, weekends and holidays. So, when the nightclub reopened, I needed a
Head Checker. My assistant knew of a hotel auditor who was out
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of work, so I hired the gentleman. His first assignment was to staff
the dozen or so new cashiers and checkers.
He was lucky and started with a full staff of experienced people.
Two of them were experienced cashiers who had worked at
McDonalds. Opening night was a full house. There were over a
thousand people, for each of two shows. Remember, this was before credit cards. We only took cash, many thousands of dollars.
When I came back in at 9 AM the following day, John was still
there. He told me he had just let the cashiers go home, an hour
before. “Why”, I asked. “When we tried to balance the tickets
against the receipts, we were six hundred dollars short.” He had
made them recheck every ticket and count the money more than
once.
About an hour ago they had found the mistake! “Where”, I
asked. “The hundred dollar bills were under the cash register trays.
Just like McDonalds did with big bills.”
In the next story -The Bird-room
Jay Rosen, the General Manager deserves the credit. It seems
that the Parrot Jungle had arranged to lend the hotel several parrots, provided, we would house them and feed them. A small unused room in the back of the hotel was set up as a Bird-room. The
engineers built a perch for the parrots, so, each day they could be
put out on the pool deck, where the guests could see them and
talk to them.
The story continues...A guest was checking in at the front
desk, so, Mr. Rosen was called. When he came to the desk, he
could see that the lady had a large cockatoo on her shoulder. His
remarks: “Welcome to the Diplomat. Would you like us to board
your bird in our Bird Boarding Room? We will be happy to board
your bird for $5 a day.” (I think he was joking). “Why yes”, was the
reply, so, Rosen had to go along with the gag. The guest stayed a
week. Her bird was put out with the others each day and the guest
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was so happy. When time came for them to check out, again Rosen
was called.
She thanked him profusely. So, his reply was that her bird
had been such a nice guest, that the hotel is not going to charge
her anything. Everyone was happy and the lady said she would
never forget the hotel for the great service.
Another parrot story
An engineer was outside where the parrots sat on their perch.
He was watering the plants with a green hose. One of the parrots
flew down and attacked the hose, thinking it was a green snake.
We also had a bird that swore in Spanish but only some Guests
knew.
Another bird story
A little old Jewish man came to the front desk. “I vant to make
a complaint.” “Yes, how can we help you?”, the clerk said. “I was
valking along the beach, just north of the hotel, vhen a seagull
dropped a bagel on my head!” The seagull had scavenged it from
the dumpster at the loading dock but it had slipped from its grasp.
Another dumpster story
In the Kitchen stewards department, there was a special employee classification of yardman (actually he was the garbage man).
His job was to take the large galvanized garbage cans down to the
loading dock and dump the contents into the dumpster. This was
the days before plastic bags that are so common today.
On this particular day, the Executive Chef happened to be
observing the activity at the loading dock. The Chef was Swiss
with a noticeable German accent.
Just then, he looked up, as the garbage man lost his balance
and tumbled into the dumpster, breaking his fall in the contents.
He got up, dusted himself off and seeing the Chef, saluted, “Heil
Hitler”, standing in a pile of garbage.
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The hurricane sleep schedule
Every eighteen months to two years, the Diplomat Hotel had
a new Managing Director. It was the hurricane season, when a
new one arrived. Since we old hands had been through many
hurricanes and false alarms over the years, the thought of a new
storm meant getting out the Hurricane Manual.
A paramilitary organization would be established with Mr.
Cowan at the top. Rosen and myself were the adjutants, floor captains and assistants were desigenated for each section of the
hotel where guests would be housed. Other executives were to
man the communication links (which had changed over the years
from telephones to walkie-talkies).
Employees, particularly those in trailer park housing would
be invited to move in. We would feed and house them and their
families but ask if needed, that they assist in any way required.
One year we had had a foot of water in the warehouse and I had
asked for twenty-five volunteers to create a fire brigade type line,
so that the paper goods could be moved to higher ground. It took
only ten minutes to round up more than enough help.
This year the storm was projected due east of the hotel and
moving at 12 miles an hour directly at us. About 10 o’clock in the
evening, I remember meeting with Mr. Cowan, Rosen and others
outside the lobby on the pool deck, as engineers took down a
canopy at the pool entrance, which had blown loose.
My station was as usual at Room Service, where there was a
whole bank of phones. Rosen had the security department radios
for his command. We were all listening to the storm reports on the
radio. At the time none of us paid any attention to the new Managing Director, who seemed not to comprehend our procedures.
About 1: AM the radio reports said the storm, a hundred miles
off the coast was making a 90-degree turn and heading North up
the Alantic Coast. Soon, it was off Palm Beach County and still
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going north. At this point, we all decided that we had been lucky
and the storm would miss us. So, we all agreed to go to bed upstairs for the night.
Unbeknownst to us, the new Managing Director had himself
turned in at 10 PM and set his alarm for 3: AM. When he got up, he
could not find anyone around, except a clerk on the front desk.
“The whole hotel was asleep!”
Next morning, a new directive came out. For future hurricanes,
there would be a sleep schedule!
We need a fuse!
The MOD (Manager on Duty) gets many strange requests
and since I usually worked Saturday nights, I’ve had a few. One I
remember, involved the Muscular Dystrophy Foundation, who with
their sponsors, were having an end of campaign dance in the convention hall. I received a call from one of the attendees, who described her predicament as follows: “I was dancing in my wheel
chair when I blew a fuse on my chair. Can you help?”
For a moment, I was stumped. But, quickly said I would come
over and see what we could do. Arriving at the scene of the dance,
I talked to the handicapped young lady, who showed me the blown
fuse. Looking around, I realized that on the stage was a Rock and
Roll Band and they all had amplified guitars.
I went up to the Band Leader, showed him her damaged fuse
and said, “do you have any of these?” He said, “let me look.” Sure
enough, they had an exact copy and offered it to the girl. Soon she
was dancing in her wheel chair again and very happy. Her escort
was leaning over and they were both doing the twist.
Send the plumber!
The next Manager on Duty call, was a little strange too. Two
young ladies, sharing a hotel room across the street at the Diplomat West, had a problem. One of them called me, saying, “My girl
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friend has a real problem – She has her foot stuck in the toilet!”
When I tell this story, I usually get a question – “What did you do?”
My reply is – “I sent over a hotel engineer!” As Roger has always
said, “there was never a dull moment at the Diplomat.”
Another Diplomat Story - Ish Nicht Verstehen
At one time we had several foreign students as hotel trainees. This time it was a German Student helping out on the front
desk to gain experience in a large American Resort hotel.
The incident involved a guest who telephoned the front desk
with a problem. The German student answered the phone and
was told the guest in Room 522 needed some help. “How can we
help you?” asked the German. The guest responded “My shower
is all clogged up.” “Yes, we will send up an engineer, right away.”
Calling the Engineering Department – “The guest in room 522 says
his shower is constipated!” He had looked up “clogged-up” in his
German-English dictionary.
Not thinking ahead
The Purchasing Agent (a relative of the owner), who once
said “If anyone is going to get kickbacks for buying for the company, it is going to be a mishpoocheh, so we can keep it in the
family.” Elsie Porter was very capable and efficient in keeping the
hotel supplied with everything from spoons to bedspreads. When
she was offered a free automobile every year by a vendor, she
told Mr. Friedland, who must have said o.k.
One time she was offered a “bargain price on garbage cans.”
Thinking she would take advantage of the offer, she ordered 100
new very large restaurant galvanized cans. When they were delivered no one knew where to put them as they would have taken
over half of the basement storage room. So a large section of the
garage, enough for many dozen of autos, was then piled high to
the ceiling with garbage cans. Just about this time, plastic garbage bags became common, so it took several years to work off
the stock pile.
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Nat Safris The Million Dollar Man
Nat Safris was Roger’s friend for many years. He lived next
door to the Diplomat Hotel, at the Sea Air Apartments owned by
Irving Cowan, the hotel’s President. Nat had retired early and had
plenty of money and time on his hands.

Roger with Etta and Nat Safris
As a young man during the depression, he had work at Metropolitan Life Insurance in New York. He was very successful in
selling big insurance policies to Doctors, who were some of the
few people at the time who still made money. Since life insurance
was not taxed upon death, it was a way of passing on your estate
to your family and avoiding high estate taxes. Nat took advantage
of this opportunity to sell insurance policies and in 1935 became
the Met Life’s first Million-Dollar Man.
Roger met Nat when he fell down one time at the Sea Air and
Mr. Cowan sent him to see Roger to get his medical bills paid. I
handled all the risk management for all our hotels, two shopping
centers and the Friedland and Cowan apartments. Over time we
became great friends. Nat had no children and his wife Etta once
told Marilyn, she thought Nat felt like Roger was the son he never
had. Nat & Etta took Marilyn and I out to restaurants from time to
time.
The picture above is when Marilyn cooked a great Thanksgiving dinner and entertained them at our home in Hollywood. Nat
took Andria out once, to a health food restaurant also. Mr. Cowan
didn’t seem to mind the time I spent with Nat, as he had connecThe Great Years - Page 178

tions to assist the hotel in booking some of the Met Life Conventions. Nat Safris was on the Board of Directors of that corporation. Over the many years, Nat would come over to the Diplomat
in the morning at about 9 o’clock and he and Roger would go to
the Demi Tasse Coffee Shop for coffee and danish. Roger signed
for the repast and Nat left the tip and took the extra rolls home.
Sometimes, on a Saturday, he would join Roger for lunch at the
hotel or stop by at 6:30 for a drink in the Tack Room Lounge.
Nat & Roger were very good friends for over fifteen years,
until Roger left the Diplomat Hotel, two years before it closed and
the hotel later demolished. Roger met him a few times after that to
go to Wolfie’s for lunch but later learned their nephew’s family had
moved them into an assisted living facility.
The 19th Hole
Ten years after the Diplomat Country Club had been open,
golf was very popular. As a result, there was more demand for golf
starting times, than could be accommodated on the one eighteenhole course. The owners decided to purchase some available land
and build another golf course to be named the Presidential Country Club.
The closest property was five miles away on what today is I95 in North Miami Beach. The large triangular vacant acreage
looked just like Florida of a hundred years ago, small rolling hills
covered with palmettos and scrub grass. When the tractors moved
in to clear the land, guess what they found? - way in the back, a
fully working bootleg still! We already had our 19th hole.
Talking about whiskey - The Distillery
A few years later, the owners of the Diplomat Hotel decided to
redecorate a very popular small lounge right off the night club in
the main lobby known then as the La Petite Chose, French for the
small thing. The new theme was to be an old fashioned distillery
with booths, the long bar and a new food menu. The designers
had a large brass and metal distiller tank fabricated, the kind you
sometimes see now in the mini breweries.
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When it opened, an inspector from the Florida State Beverage Department came by and issued an injunction to prevent the
lounge from opening, until large holes were drilled in the bottom of
the tank, So it could not be used to make whiskey!
My new auto
Every six months, the auto rental agency would give me a
new automobile. At first it was a Pontiac, then later, they started
giving me a Buick and the last ten years, it was a Lincoln TownCar.
One night, when I was working the nightclub, someone sent for
me to go to the front entrance.
There, the head doorman Eddie said, "You do not want to see
your car!" "Why”, I asked. “It's totaled", he said. Two of the runners, using it to pick up other runners, who had parked guest cars
in the lot, had just tried to make a turn in the parking lot too fast
and the vehicle had flipped! Well, they found another rental for me
to drive home that night and the next day I received a brand new
car.
Parked on the ramp
My company automobile was always left parked on the front
ramp, the first car at the foot. The head doorman had a company
car too. His Pontiac was parked next to mine. If a hotel executive
needed a vehicle to go to the Country Club, usually with clients,
they would use my car. In the evening when it was time to go
home, the doorman would back my car up and have it ready for
me, just as I walked out the front door. Great service!
On this particular evening, a guest was going out for dinner
and his rental car was evidently the same make and color as mine.
And, as I stopped to talk for a brief moment with the head doorman, the guest saw my car with the engine running at the front
door - he got in and drove it away. A moment later his real auto
arrived and the door people realized the mix-up. I waited three
hours, for the guest to bring back my vehicle. A long night at the
Diplomat!
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It is hard to date this story
During the thirty years, I was an executive at the Classic Diplomat, I occupied three offices. The first one; at the Diplomat country Club while the main hotel was under construction. I hired a
secretary, with excellent skills, an attractive blond, named Gloria.
After the first year, we moved to the lobby area of the Diplomat-East, an area was designated on the floor plans as the Accounting office. I had to design the partitions and layout of this
proposed office. I started with the dimensions of the new desks
and file cabinets we planned to purchase. I selected the best we
could buy Allsteel metal desks, tan colored with file cabinets to
match. The top of a long counter covering a row of three drawer
file cabinets was brown Formica. They were set up as a barrier to
people first entering the office area. At the end of this counter was
a swing half door (metal matching the cabinets). At one side was
a cashier’s section – a teller’s window, two cash drawers built in
with some storage area below, glass panels left & right of the window, which had bars covering the access window.
We planned ahead and had all the desks separately keyed,
but with one master key for me. We also did the same with the
locked file cabinets where my master key would open any of them.
In one corner, I partitioned off a private office with a very large
glass “picture window” between my office and the general accounting office. Most of the staff did not know it, but some-how the
glass picture window acted as a sound amplifier. In my office I
could hear everything being said in the outer office. Sometime I
would hear two people saying “I can’t find why I’m out of balance”.
When I heard this, I could step into the outer office and casually
say to this person, “Can I help you with anything? They never
knew how I new that they needed assistance. I think they just
thought I was a mind reader!
When we moved into this new office two months before the
hotel opened, I needed to find a new secretary as Gloria was going to stay as Country Club Secretary with Norman Coffman, the
Club Manager.
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Standing: Fanny Bumpass, Jack White, Bill Watkins, Hillary
Goldstein (Secretary No.2), June, Arlene Neilson, Roger and
Marge. In Front; Elsie Porter, Ray Witkowski & two young ladies.
I interviewed an excellent candidate for the position who had
worked up north for Prudential Insurance as a statical secretary.
But, as I had started the interviewed process quite early, I just
would say “We will call you when it is time.” She was very persistent, so, I finally broke down and told Hillary Goldstein she had the
job. My decision was the correct one as Hillary was with me two
or three years, before she and her husband needed to move back
the New Jersey to take over a family hotel.
The next young lady, I recall, was a recent high school graduate, very attractive, and always dressed in conservative black attire. Shortly after she started she came to me, asking if I would
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replace the IBM Decimal Typewriter with an IBM Executive Typewriter. I cautioned her, “You will not like it, as the Decimal machine was specially made to type reports.” I, as the saying goes,
“anything to keep every one happy”, I made the switch. About
two months later she brought up the subject again, saying,” Mr.
Lane, can you please get my old typewriter back? You were right.”
At which point I said Suzie, please tell me why you had to have an
executive typewriter? “Oh. I always wanted to be an Executive
Secretary.”

Marie Terry and Roger
From now on, my memory is a little faded. During the total
thirty years I had fifteen secretaries, but please don’t get me wrong,
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it was not me, as Marie Terry worked for me a total of fifteen years
in two periods of seven or eight years each.
Secretaries - Numbered 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9…14 etc., I just don’t
remember their names. One stayed only a week, as I found out
she was getting to work on a bicycle. All of them were good and
left for various reasons, some of which were strange, but mostly
to just move on.
In each pictures of the annual Christmas Party, I have a new
secretary.

Pictured is my Great Staff - Classic Diplomat 1964
This Christmas party picture is an early one. The key people
from the opening first staff; Ray Witkowski - my assistant, in front
third from the left, Bill Watkins, hired fresh out of college, center
back, my secretary sitting on someone’s lap next to Fannie Loveless Bumpass (my super gal Friday), back of Fannie, Arlene Neilson
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- accounts receivable, next to Fannie, Jack White - paymaster
and back of Jack, Jerry McQuaid - General Cashier. I’m standing
far right.
I don’t remember when I first heard, that the office people
where assigning numbers to my Secretares. I remember Jean
Fish, my Head Front Office Cashier, who was with me from the
beginning until the end, telling me about a little encounter at a
department store. Jean was out shopping with my current Secretary, when they ran into one of the former girls. Jean made the
introductions and the former one, replied “What number were you?”

Another Holiday Party, Another secretary left of Jean Fish
Marie Terry became my Executive Secretary, when she moved
down from New York. Marie’s family was Italian. She had the
greatest personality and office skills. We were together during
union negotiations, where I would come out of a multi-hour meeting and sit down with her to dictate for an hour all that had taken
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place with the lawyers and union officials. After she had transcribed it, it came out letter perfect. A fantastic super secretary.
When I became Managing Director, I had an interesting way of
handling guest problems.
I would get to the hotel quite early, but go directly to the Demi
Tasse Coffee Shop. I would take a center table near the front
entrance. Various Department Heads, would stop by for a quick
cup of coffee and present me with today’s problems and usually
get direction on what to do.
All this time from 9:AM, Marie Terry would be in my office,
taking telephone calls and talking to guests who wanted to see
me, (usually with some complaint or problem). She would patiently
listen to their story. Quite often she could handle the subject, but
if she couldn’t, tell them to come back in an hour or two.
Thus, when the guest came back to see me, they had told
their story in full once, so the second time the problem did not
seem so urgent. Of course if Marie had handled it all ready, they
never came back. We worked this way as a great team.
After Bill Boonisar, became Managing Director, I moved to a
new Office in the lower lobby next to the Computer Room. The
area had been the dark room for the house photographer. Bill
Forest helped in the decoration. I told him I wanted it to look ultra
modern – like a moon shot. He put up multi-colored wall paper
and a coin decoration in the outer office, but paneled my private
office. We installed an escape hatch door to the corridor by the
side. I only used it once to duck a Convention Executive who was
not paying their bill as demanded. So, I skipped out and left him
cooling his heals for two hours, thinking he was waiting for my
return. We eventually got all the money.
Personal lives get involved sometime and Marie left the Diplomat only to become the Executive Secretary to the Owner of
Calder Race Track for the next half-a dozen years.
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The next segment happened this way. Calder closed up for
one summer, so, Marie found herself without a job. Looking around,
she called me, to say she was seeking a new assignment. I said
“Marie, right at the moment, I’m all set. My secretary has been
with me for a year and is doing fine. But, just in case I hear of
something, please give me your phone number. I noted it on a
piece of paper and put it in my center desk drawer.
Lo and behold, the next morning, my secretary came in and
resigned, telling me, her husband had just been transferred up
north. I found Marie’s number and said “Can you start Monday?”
Marie was still my Executive Secretary when I left the hotel in
1988 and she stayed on with the successor company.

Holiday Office Party
This picture is later than the others, 1972. I recognize all of
the key people and the computer Manager and Operators.
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Standing left; Sal Spano - Controller, seated, Maryann - payroll, standing, Phyllis - accounts-payable, and seated in front of
her, Charlotte - accounts receivables. At the end of the table;
Marge - machine operator, holding a glass, Marie Terry, my secretary, only showing her head in front of me, is Anna, our office
manager. I’m next, then Milton Cohen, Irving Cowan’s Uncle Milt.
The blond to the far right, is Gloria my first secretary and next, our
computer manager. I’ve had to leave unidentified, many of the
young ladies and the computer operators I recognize, but can not
now name.

Kathleen, Roger and Anna
One of the lessons I learned early on as a supervisor, was
that you are only as good as the people with which you surround
yourself. Most of my key staff I knew through the Hotel Accounts
Association of South Florida. Ray Witkowski, my first Assistant
and Bill Watkins joined me right out of hotel school. Bill had called
me, from up North and said he would be graduating soon, from
University. “Would I have a job for him?” I told him when you get
to Florida, stop by the under construction Diplomat Hotel to see
me. He pulled up with his new bride in his new Chevrolet one day.
I told him I could use him. He said, “What will I be doing?” My
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reply, “You are going to receive for the next three months, all the
new furniture for this five hundred room hotel and see that it gets
to the correct room or location. As the years continued, Bill was
assigned to many positions in the office. When we installed our
second NCR Computer, he became our first computer Manager.
When Ray Witkowski left, I hired Sal Spano as my Assistant.
Sal and I use to play “good guy, bad guy”. When office people
needed discipline, I would get Sal to sit down with them, and nicely
read the riot act. Some time, as a result, these people got their
feelings hurt, and would come to see me. I would quiet them
down, build up their spirits and all was now ok. Sal was with the
Diplomat as Comptroller a long time, going on to the Boca Raton
Club as Comptroller and eventually hotel management. Today
Sal is head of Management at the Palm Beach Polo Club.
Sal had hired a fine young man, Doug McFarland, as his assistant. So, I promoted Doug to Comptroller. He had passed his
CPA exams, but only worked in hotel accounting. We worked
great as a team. Doug eventually went on to some great resorts
in Puerto Rico and California. Today he is a CPA in Seattle.
Just at the end of my thirty years at the Classic Diplomat,
Doug moved on, so I needed another Controller. Kathleen had
been hired as Paymaster, but I saw great potentials in her skills.
We promoted her to Controller with Anna Felsher as her Assistant. Anna had been with me for twenty years, working at virtually
every desk in the office. She was our Office Manager.
A little gossip!
The Diplomat Resort, when the Tower building was added,
had a great Super Penthouse. It was two stories high on the 46th
and 47th floor (really the 15th and 16th as the numbers started
with 31st and there was no 43rd, as hotels always skip the 13th
floor). The second story of the penthouse, had two grand bedrooms overlooking the double height living room with bar and grand
piano and wonderful view of the ocean.
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One week, we had special visitors - Dinah Shore and Bert
Reynolds assigned to the Super Penthouse. The maid reported
that one night they would use one of the bedrooms and on the
next night change over to the other one, and keep up this rotation
the whole stay. Just gossip!
Diplomat’s Answer To Tourist Boredom - The Great Years1
A few weeks ago the resort’s Managing Director, Roger Lane
and Operation’s Manager, Bill Forest put their heads together and
utilizing an under used lounge area of the Diplomat West, came
up with the Great Years Lounge. The theme of the spot was to
offer a place for the guests where they could come casually
dressed. A place where a patron could completely relax without
the formality of a tuxedoed maitre’d or reservations and seat themselves at huge tables with comfortable seats. The second feature
was the entertainment theme to go along with the name.
Lane and Forest had to find a person capable of presenting
music from all eras with an appeal to all age groups. They were
fortunate in landing Hal DeCicco as their entertainment attraction.
DeCicco is a musical wonder. For hours he sits behind the keyboard playing requests from the guests. The songs range from
melodies from the rock musical “Hair” to Gershwin tunes and folksy
songs that prompted mature patrons to join in singing. In addition,
the hotel’s resident songbird, Nancy Donovan, who sings like an
angel has to prompt a bashful baritone; but once on the mic they
are reluctant to leave.
But, more than that, the place has become a spot for area
performers, who after a date at another resort stop by for a nightcap. Invariably, their show has afforded them enough time to warm
their own tonsils. So, it isn’t unusual to find them singing along
with Hal DeCicco. Without sounding syrupy, this DeCicco fellow is
some kind of trouper, incidentally he’s blind.
The success of the Great Years Lounge, prompted Lane to
add another pianist, Charlie Carroll, who’s real name was Hymie
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Schwartz. Charlie is a honky tonk player from the vaudeville days.
Hal and Charlie would spell each other, so there was always continuous music and entertainment.
The lounge became so popular, that it started making real
money, much to the embarassment of the owners, who booked
expensive acts in the large lounge, the Tack Room in the main
hotel. This was one of Roger’s success stories as Managing Director 1970-1972.
1 Most

of this story came from a 1972 newspaper column in the Hollywood SUNTATLER by Larry Primack, Amusement Editor.

Night Club Stars
The Diplomat Resort was world famous for its nightclub. Over
the years, almost all of the Hollywood and the nightclub circuit
stars played the Diplomat New Year’s Gala or the Cafe Cristal
Night Club. The sell out New Years Eve Gala with Joan Rivers
was a hit.

Joan Rivers
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Liza is Judy Garland’s daughter. I first met Liza before she
was an entertainer herself. She was married to Peter Alan who
was booked one winter in the Tack Room Lounge. Liza would
quietly sit in the back of the room and watch Peter and his brother
perform. Little did we know then, what a super star she herself
would become!
Liza Minnelli with Sammy Davis, Jr., were together as
headliners for both Cafe Cristal Night Club and The New Year’s
Gala in the Regency Room. Roger talked with Sammy many times
as he was very friendly with everyone.

Mike Morgan, Roger and Sammy Davis,Jr.
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I remember Judy Garland. She played the Diplomat near the
end of her career. She had a new husband, quite a young man.
They were not getting along. Two things stand out in my memory.
The safety deposit incident. Judy’s new husband came down
to the cashier with the safety deposit key for her box, wishing to
have it opened for him. The cashier correctly said his signature
was not on record for the box and he was not authorized to have
access to the box. He threw a fit, called the manager, I was consulted and we all agreed that he could not get into the box. End of
the story!
Judy Garland preformed each night. We were always hoping
she would go on, as each night before her act, she consumed a
whole bottle of vodka and a gallon of apple juice. But, anyway she
was a great entertainer and did not miss a performance.
Musical chairs with Managers
Over the thirty years I spent at the Classic Diplomat, we had
quite a few General Managers and Managing Directors. Yes, I
was one of them too.
George Fox - General Manager, Walter Jacobs – President,
Jean Suits - General Manager, Irving Tillis - General Manager,
Roger deWardt Lane - Managing Director, William Boonisar Managing Director and Bernard Resnick - Vice President.
The next few I can’t seem to remember, except for the last
two; Dr. Gotchie and Richard Cook.
Each one had a different background and personality.
Bill Boonisar succeeded me as Managing Director in 1972.
He came to us from the Chicago Sheraton. Earlier he had started
in the hotel business as a Maitre d’.
I often remarked in private that once a Maitre d’ always a
Maitre d’, as he would love to clear away the dishes from our
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table, after we and our Sales Executives had had lunch across the
street at the Dingy Restaurant. I enjoyed working with him.

Roger and Bill Boonisar
When Dr. Gotchie joined us, he got together with Hal Chandler , Director of Sales and had an “Executives Night Out” at
Joe Sonkens’ Gold Coast Restaurant.
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In front; Julie Sackstein, Steve Kosick, Hal Chandler, Dr.
Anton Gotchie, Sal Spano and Warren Schatzle
Standing in center; Mike Zambalis, Jay Rosen and Roger
Richard Cook came to us with Hyatt experience. He brought
several new morale raising ideas. Monthly Executive and Department Head elaborate Luncheons and naming the Executive of the
Month. He also started the Employee Picnic, which was held at TY Park on a sunny summer day.

Jay Rosen, General Manager, Roger and
Eddie Massa, Head Doorman
The Arab invasion of the Diplomat
It was the Christmas Season of 1980, when Jay Rosen, the
General Manager received a telex reservation for a Prince of Saudi
Arabia, Prince Turki, brother of the King of Saudi Arabia and fourth
in line to become King. Accompanying him was a large entourage
of Tunisian concierges, an Egyptian financial minister, named Guda
and about 20 odd young men from Bangladesh as servants.
They booked the whole 16-suite penthouse in the main hotel
for an indefinite period, which eventually lasted three months. They
were several days late in arriving, showing up one night at about 8
PM a few days before December 31st, missing Christmas.
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I was working as usual in my Tuxedo supervising the nightclub. Jay Rosen in his Tux was on duty too, when they arrived.
The entourage arrived first. Jay, as Manager, gave then the VIP
treatment, with a personal introduction to their accommodations
in the Penthouse. The next thing I remember, the lights went out in
the lobby. There must have been a thousand guests and nightclub
people milling around, when this happened. There were some
Holiday lights over a cloth canopy at the Celebrity Room entrance.
There was an electrical short and the canopy caught on fire. Of
course, it was put out immediately with a fire extinguisher. But the
short-circuit had blown the circuit breaker, causing the lights to go
out in the entire hotel. A few emergency lights came on at once.
The whole event lasted ten or fifteen minutes.
The next thing I remember was seeing Rosen, coming out of
an inside stairwell, all out of breath. “What happened to you?” was
my question. “I just walked down 8 flights of stairs from the Penthouse”, was his reply. “Why did you do that?”, I asked. “How would
you like to be a Jew up there with the lights out and 30 Arabs with
their guns in their briefcases?”, he said. I’m not sure they had any
guns but it was quite a welcome to South Florida for Jay Rosen.
Prince Turki, arrived a few days later. He never spoke in English and was always surrounded with part of his entourage.

Prince Turki
We all remember a funny incident. On this first trip, Prince
Turki and his people, relied very much on their Tunisian concierges.
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They spoke Arabic, French and English, so, they were the interpreters when ordering food through Room Service. We learned
they slept all day, got up at 5 PM for their evening prayers facing
Mecca and dined some time after mid-night for their evening meal.
They had their own cooks who would take over our French
Kitchen after the Celebrity Room closed at eleven. Our chefs stayed
with them to provide food and supplies, etc. The food was served
on big trays. After the Royal Family people ate, the rest was served
to the entourage.
On this particular night about 6 PM, some one speaking English called down to the Room Service order taker. They asked to
order a dozen “fried prunes”. The young lady, repeated twice
“Are you sure you want a dozen fried prunes?” ‘Yes”, was the
answer. So, not understanding our new guests, we obliged. Twelve
nice plump prunes were deep fried and placed in a large silver
bowl on a silver tray to be delivered to the Penthouse. When the
waiter got to the door, with this order, there was a very loud
outburst. “Are you people crazy? We ordered PRAWNS!”
Another time, they ordered a piece of chocolate cake. So, the
Room Service people obliged. “No, No, we wish the whole cake!”
Little by little we got accustomed to them. My job was to deliver a
daily bill to the Bangladesh accountants, whose job it was to recalculate the whole bill. After a week, I would ask for money and
at some point they would give me a draft drawn on Credit Swiss
Bank, usually for $100,000 at a time.
One time, Sheikh Mohammad, asked Jay Rosen to ship him
ten gallons of blood, via FedEx to the Bahamas, to the Hotel at
which he and his entourage were staying for a vacation from the
Diplomat. Without asking why? Mr. Rosen found a chicken farm
and arranged for the purchase of blood and the shipment to the
Bahamas. Much later we found that Sheikh Mohammad, was going
fishing and wished to catch a shark. So, he thought dumping all
this blood in the ocean would attract the sharks. Strange bait.
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Draft on Credit Swiss - $100,000
They would also ask for cash. For this, they would give me
another draft for the same amount. The hotel would advance the
funds to them and eventually collect the funds by mailing the drafts
to Credit Swiss, who would then wire the money to our bank account here in the States. This kept me busy seven days a week.
We all were very glad to see them leave in the early spring.
The second coming of the Arabs was a year later. This time,
the reservation was for 60 rooms. We had by now, learned not to
give them the Penthouses, as we needed to save them for our
important convention guests. They ended up occupying two comThe Great Years - Page 198

plete floors in the Tower Building, the 42nd floor and the 44th floor.
Hotels usually skip the 13th floor number, so, we had no 43rd
floor. They really were on the 12th and 13th floors, since the building started numbering the floors from the 31st floor.

Jay Rosen - with eyes closed
The head of the entourage was a Moroccan, known as Sheikh
Mohammad Al-Fassi. His claim to fame was the fact that his sister
was married to Prince Turki. He traveled with two wives, the second one staying in accommodations in the main hotel while he
occupied suites in the Tower. He was supposed to be in charge of
finances. His Father Dr. Sheikh was part of the party. Dr. Sheikh
had with him, his Six Million Dollar, 210-foot yacht, which we had
docked in the inter-coastal waterway behind the Diplomat West.
The boat was so big, it could only float at high tide. This yacht was
the location for many grand and very expensive parties while it
was docked at the Diplomat.
I remember one of these great parties vividly; Jay Rosen and
I were always invited to the events, along with Mr. and Mrs. Cowan.
This particular party, with Prince Turki and his wife as guests of
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honor, was very lavish. The dinner, served on the rear deck, which
was partially covered, started with appetizers of three-pound Maine
lobsters, washed down with Taittinger champagne. I was seated
next to the new Finance Minister, another Egyptian named Michael.
We each had two orders of lobster, so, when the main course was
ready to be served, the usual lamb, we declined.
Later, the entertainment was Belly Dancers with recorded
Arabic music. Prince Turki was seated next to his wife on a little
elevated platform. Mr. & Mrs. Cowan were next to them. Prince
Turki looked around the deck and realized he knew everyone there
except me. I was standing with Michael in the rear, near the aft of
the yacht. Prince Turki using his wife as an interpreter asked Mrs.
Cowan who I was. She tried to explain what I did but Mrs. Turki did
not understand and had difficulty passing on the information to her
husband. At this point Mrs. Cowan, remembering the Finance Minister Prince Turki had before Michael, said, “He is my Guda!”
Prince Turki nodded in understanding. This little party cost the
Arabs $100,000 as by this time, the hotel knew, money meant
nothing to them.
One day they decided with no notice to have a cocktail party
and dinner for local politicians. It was a Monday and our Celebrity
Room was usually closed on that day. The room was reopened for
them. The Cocktail Party was held in the main lobby of the Diplomat, in what was known as the well. This was a recessed circular
section in the center under a gigantic chandelier. Food Stations
and Bars were set up. The invited guests arrived after 7:PM. I
remember seeing John, a Palestinian man, who was also their
photographer and bagman, eating an hors d’oeuvre - “a full slice
of toasted bread completely, covered with caviar.” Rosen said
to me, “He is eating a $1000 hors d’oeuvre there.” John is the
one who kept handing out $100 bills as tips to the staff.
One time, they decided on twenty-four hours notice to have a
birthday party for Sheikh Mohammad’s four-year-old son. The only
space the hotel had available was the Diplomat Country Club.
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Lamb was cooked. Guests were invited, mostly local politicians,
mayors, etc. To have children present, they invited the Hollywood
Police, who worked for them as security, to bring all their young
kids and their Mothers too. We called it, “rent a kid!” The Mothers all got a $100 box of Gouda Chocolates as a present. They
had a Ferris Wheel set up on the lawn for the kids too.
Arabs are prohibited from drinking alcohol, nevertheless, we
always had a small room with a full bar for their guests.
Another time, a party was set up in the big convention hall for
them, again with only 24 hours notice. This time, the centerpiece
was a full size merry-go-around. Rosen loved to ride it but he could
not get me to try it. He must have had too much to drink, I think.
The theme was a circus. We had a popcorn machine, cotton candy
and an ice cream station, in addition to hot-dogs for the guests.
Arabs generally only eat lamb. The guests were the usual politicians and the rent a kids. Like the others, we charged $100,000
for the total package.
Later, a member of the Royal Family, who was attending the
University of Miami and at the same time rebuilding two homes in
Bal Harbour, decided to throw a “Bris” for a newborn son. I do not
know what the Arabs call it, but it is an important event. Sheikh
Mohammad gave the party and had the Diplomat run it. We had
our Kosher Caterers do the food and staff the event. Our engineers built a cover for the pool as a dance floor. Every florist in
town provided roses. A walkway with a rose canopy was constructed around one of the houses. You entered on one side and
came out in the rear. The flowers cost $25,000.
A theater group from Miami put on a show. All the invited
male guests were sent in advance to their local haberdasher to be
fitted with white suits with the bill sent to Sheikh Mohammad. They
figured that most women had a white party dress. Of course, Sheikh
Mohammad had to be different, so, he showed up completely in
black. The bar was in a special tent. The party cost probably
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$200,000. Rosen and I were there in our tuxedos but as guests.
During the whole eleven months, Sheikh Mohammad and his
entourage occupied the 60 hotel rooms; I worked seven days a
week. Each day we would take the bills rung up during the previous 24 hours, keypunch them as line items and run them through
special computer program to audit the bills. Then, we would print
out a master bill for the day and attach Xerox copies of each item
for their bookkeepers to check. The daily bill would amount to about
$60,000 per day. I delivered it between 5 and 6 o’clock, just before
their evening prayers.
Each week, they would ask for cash in the amount of $100,000.
I had fifty thousand dollars ready in my safety deposit box and
would promise to give them the rest a day later, all in hundred
dollar bills in a brown paper lunch bag. Over time the bills and the
cash advances would build up faster than they would give me
drafts. The balance got up to over $900,000 when the hotel had to
do something to get their attention, so, they would pay on a timelier basis. Mr. Cowan decided, after he personally had met with
Sheikh Mohammad, to cut off their Room Service and make all of
them pay cash and use only the coffee shop, which closed at 2
A.M. each night.
Unbeknownst to us, the day we cut off their food, was the
beginning of Ramadan, the season of fasting all day. Fortunately
for the Diplomat Hotel, the Royal Family in Saudi Arabia, arranged
for funds to be transferred immediately. They did not have a problem with the hotel, rather Sheikh Mohammad, who they felt was a
bad apple. Anyway all was back to normal in a few days.
Activities and parties continued as before. The last big party I
remember was when Dr. Sheikh had his yacht moved to Port Everglades. Sheikh Mohammad decided to have a party on the boat
again. Food and beverages, wine and decorations were arranged.
Everything, had to be trucked up to Port Everglades in Ft. Lauderdale. Jay Rosen and I drove up there to see how everything was
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going. When we arrived, something had upset Sheikh Mohammad
and he refused to attend. In effect he canceled the party. His instructions were for the hotel to give the food to the ship’s crew
(Koreans) and take the beverages back to the hotel. So, Jay Rosen
and I sat down to a $50,000 per person banquet on the yacht as
the only guests. As usual, they paid the bill.
When it all ended, The Diplomat Hotel and I had extended
credit to Sheikh Mohammad in excess of a million and a half dollars. This time, we really had to take action. There is a well-known
hotel law, called defrauding an innkeeper. All the Diplomat had
to do was present the bill and demand payment. If it was not paid
immediately, then, the police could be called and the guest would
be arrested. In our case, of course lawyers and the Chief of Police of Hollywood were consulted. So, on the eventful evening, Mr.
Rosen and I went up to Sheikh Mohammad’s suite. There, I presented the bill and demanded payment. Sheikh Mohammad and
his wife tried to give Rosen their jewels but we had the Assistant
Chief of Police right near us, who made the arrest.
Sheikh Mohammad was driven to the Hollywood Police Station. After about an hour, he was booked and one of his entourage
came up with a $100 bill for a bondsman and he was released on
bond. Putting a coat over his head, he went out the back door,
while another Slave (this was what we called his people) put another coat over their head and left via the front door with all the
press following him. We never let any of them back into the Diplomat, so, they all moved to the Everglades Hotel in Miami for the
rest of their stay.
The Royal Family was notified but did nothing about the bill.
All during this stay, Sheikh Mohammad had been purchasing furniture and things for the two houses he was remodeling at the
same time on Star Island, Miami Beach. He had arranged to store
these items in one of our large ballrooms. We were charging him
hundreds of dollars a day for storage too.
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So, to collect our bill, our lawyers filed a chattel lien on the
goods in our custody. An emergency hearing in Broward Circuit
Court was quickly arranged, by our attoneys, so that we could
have a sheriff’s sale and if we liked, sell the items for ten cents on
the dollar, as payment on account. The Royal Family retained an
attorney, the infamous Ellis Rubin, to defend them.
I was the star witness. Attorney Ellis Rubin did not know the
real circumstances of the case, so, he put me on the stand, the TV
cameras rolling and let me tell my story. It was a long one, an hour
and a half. When I finished, he asked my one question “Was
Sheikh Mohammad a transient guest or a permanent guest?”
I did not know the answer. My answer was, “That requires a legal opinion. I’m not an attorney.” He shot back, “As an experienced hotelman, was Sheikh Mohammad a transient guest or
a permanent guest?” I still did not have the answer. My reply
was, “I do not know.” This was almost the end of the hearing. I
did it right, for if I had said permanent, we would have lost the
case.
The judge, being a wise man, found in the Diplomat’s favor,
paraphrasing Omar Khayyam, “They thought he would quietly
fold his tent, and sneak away into the night.” A week later,
Saudi Prince Turki, who paid the bills, transferred funds in full from
Credit Swiss. The owner said thanks and gave me a big bonus.
One final point of interest. When Prince Turki was packing
up, Jay Rosen overhead him say “Make sure all the bags are
locked.” This was the first time anyone of us had known that he
spoke fluent English. It can be noted that until recently, HRH Prince
Turki was the Saudi Arabian Ambassador to The United Kingdom
and lived in London. They spent millions as guests and cashed
Two and a Half Million Dollars in drafts for spending money.
The final curtain
I saved the story of the Arabs for the last of this chapter. The
hotel made a lot of money during those two years. But, from a
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business stand point - being a large South Florida hotel catering
during the season to predominately a Jewish clientele and during
the off season to large conventions, the catering to the Saudi’s did
not improve our image. At first all the Penthouse space was assigned to them, thus, leaving the conventions with lesser desirable accommodations. The Saudis with their little Bangeladish
entourage, sixty of them, which we called the slaves, as they worked
around the clock, were always at their master’s beck and call.
They were always dressed alike in blue surge suits, right off the
discount rack.
In the years following, the large conventions willing to book
the Diplomat Resort were looking for reduced rate accommodations now and this led to financial difficulties. When Sam Friedland
gave the property in his will to his four children; Jack, Harold and
Leonard Friedland & Margarie Friedland Cowan, I think the value
of the hotel was around $60 million.

The Classic Diplomat Hotel
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Diplomat East - Pool View
When the unions took over, the hotel was sold for the debt,
rather than go through bankruptcy. The Country Club division,
being lots of land, did much better. The apartment houses and the
malls were still owned by the family, when I left the company. The
unions however have left a great legacy for the Friedlands and
Cowans, by continuing with an outstanding reputation, the famous
name - Diplomat Resort & Country Club.

Diplomat Country Club
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