Profligate princesses and fed-up
fiancées, movie moguls
“between films" and timid
wives with bent fenders

. . . they can all get a quick
cash “fix"” from this

neighborly moneylender!

By Mark Hunter

‘\{’% 7 ou might think that Beverly Hills
i\i\;s / is not the place to look for a pawn-
§( shop, but you would be wrong. Even
1| residents of this poshest of commu-
nities require brokers who will turn pos-
sessions into cash immediately—and dis-
creetly. Foremost among these money
sources is the Beverly Loan Company,
one of the world’s most unusual lending
institutions. In this shop, loans are grant-
ed only on precious metals or jewels, and
a single transaction may involve many
thousands of dollars.

“‘Most Americans think of a pawnshop
as a place for skid-row customers,” says
Harry Zimmelman, thirty-four, whose
father and uncle—Jules and Louis—

21 he biooest
2 | attle Pawn-
& shop n

3 Beverly Hills

-n.eﬂ\&f }5;)

Harry Zimmelman and his uncle Louis make
short-term loans—with gems and heirlooms as
collateral—to a Wha's Whe of temporarily
strapped Hollywoodites.

founded Beverly Loan in 1942. “‘We get
people with fabulous addresses. Right
off the bat, I could name you ten clients
who drive Rolls-Royces.”

The Zimmelmans’ offices are located a
few blocks from Beverly Hills’ commer-
cial center in a modern bank building on
Wilshire Boulevard. Proximity to a bank
is deliberate; the company stores its
clients’ valuables in the vault down-
stairs. The Zimmelmans are very security
conscious.

‘B Y ntering the thickly carpeted re-
| ception area, I find myself facing
é"ﬁ an inch-and-a-half-thick wall of

@é bulletproof glass patterned with
aldrm wires that connect to the nearby

Beverly Hills police station. Across from

two leather armchairs stands a display
case filled with silver and porcelain heir-
looms. No other merchandise is visible
except on the walls, which are adorned
with works by Picasso, Renoir, Raphael

Sover, and other major artists. On the

other side of the glass are two large

desks, each equipped with a gem micro-
scope, gold and diamond scales, a cres-
cent-shaped diamond weight estimator,
and a refractometer, which gauges the

light passing through a gemstone. A
teak-and-ivory elephant raises its tusks
over a bookcase containing back issues
of Connoisseur magazine and volumes
on antiques.

Even early in the morning the Zimmel-
mans have customers. While I wait, two
men in gold-buttoned blazers join me.
“I've been coming here for ten years,
and it’s never been like this,”’ one says to
the other with annoyance. ‘‘Used to be,
there’d be ten people here in a whole
day. Now they're lined up in the street.”
With a glance at me, they leave.

A few minutes later I'm ushered in by
Jules, seventy-five, a stocky man with an
amiable but watchful air, and Harry, who
smiles warmly at me; later I speak with
Louis, expansive, jovial, seventy-seven.

They confirm what the man in the foyer
said. *‘Nearly every day is a new record
for loans,” says Jules. “‘Yesterday we
wrote up fifty. On the average, I would
say our clientele has doubled in the last
year to thirty-five or forty customers a
day.” This increase, 1 am to learn,
reflects not only turns in individual for-
tunes and the local economy but shifts in
the world’s political climate.

Qur conversation has bardly begun
when a woman in dark glasses and a head
scarf appears. After Jules greets her cor-
dially and seats her, she asks for a $500
loan on a diamond ring—her ‘‘collater-
al,” in the parlance of the trade. *‘Let’s
make it four-fifty,”” says Jules. “‘The
market’s really depressed right now.”
She agrees, and he asks to see her iden-
tification; every transaction here is re-
ported to local and state authorities to
ensure that no stolen goods are involved.
A moment later, Jules hands her the
money and she exits.

**As fast as it takes to write up the loan

and count it out, they’re gone,”
Harry, snapping his fingers.

says

“E n order to reclaim her ring, that

I woman will have to pay back her
E loan, plus interest,

"_ months,
mined under California law by a compli-

within seven
Interest rates are deter-

cated formula that inexplicably discour-

ages
$10,000. On the first $225 loaned, the
state allows 2.5 percent monthly interest;
on the next $400, the pawnbroker can
charge only 2 percent, and so on, down
to 0.83 percent for the largest loans, up te
$10,000. *“On a two-thousand-dollar

loan, the state allows us only 2032 per-
“‘and you

cent per annum,”’ says Jules,
can’t count on going to a bank and bor-

loans of between $2,000 and

rowing money for that today. Naturally,
nobody makes loans-at those rates of
interest. But on ten thousand dollars or

more, the rates are negotiable. We like
those loans.”” Moreover, the Zimmel-
mans have that segment of the business
almost to themselves. According to De-
nis Hooker, president of the California
Collateral Loan Association, *‘There are
only a few pawnbroi:>rs who make loans






