
Sybaritic City
by
Eyes Right 
Beverly Hills, CA – I had lunch here recently at the Beverly Wilshire Hotel with a lawyer-friend from the East Coast.  My friend, who is a lobbyist in Washington, D.C. was staying at the Wilshire while conducting business for an oil firm.  Fortunately he, or rather the oil company, picked up the tab for lunch which came to over $30 for each of us.
Everything at the Wilshire seemed designed to offend ordinary mortals.  Rates for a room with a single double bed are $135 per night.  The staff certainly appears to be uniformly surly while continuously on the lookout for a tip.  All the food and service charges are uniformly outrageous.  Overall it appeared that the management was doing everything possible to simulate the worst features of a stay in Paris.

The clientele were certainly international.  There were enough Arabs to fill a small mosque.  An Italian wedding was taking place in one of the ballrooms, and most of the resident shops had customers speaking in languages other than English.  But then, other than those like my friend who are the beneficiary of corporate expense accounts, which Americans can afford such exorbitant masochism?

Most of Beverly Hills, in fact, seemed similarly divorced from Americana.  Boutiques are in superabundance here, and they all seem to count on window advertising which emphasizes from which European cities they originate, along with a who’s who of significant cities world-wide in which they are located.  Even parking is a premium; private garages in the downtown area charge several dollars per hour.

The display of such ostentatious wealth and snobbery offends most of us toiling in the bowels of the American economy which labors to support this type of human veneer.  I can think of no more fitting epicenter for the next Los Angeles earthquake than here in downtown Beverly Hills. 
I thought you might like to know.
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