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- Whﬂt‘ much of America worries about foreclosure, John Paulson,
-~ who made $3.7 billion shorting subprime mortgages, has plunked i
$41 3 million for & Southampton estate. Another just went (to Tiger Woods?)
~for $60 million. And Blackstone’s Stephen Schwarzman is building a
; , - B . - vast compound in Water Mill. But, amid whispers about which Wall Street
v e | o N e e casualties will lose their summer spreads, the market for properties
' - e 3 e ‘ helow $10 million is grim. MICHAEL SHNAYERSON ¢hecks the
real-estate lemperature of the country’s most celebrated
summer retreat to see il its mere mega-millionaires
are about to take a cold dip

a g s R LY ﬁ'ﬂ'ﬂ-u}'ﬁ- 1008 FH'E'I'Q_GRAHM BY CF\M-FHGN DAVIDSGH wewworuniiyluicienm | UASHEL ¢ EAc TR 1A

.Y 'y






3 " . Y
-« =T

U kel -

TRl L e ST e *
W e 2 0 . "
" S i gy E%__';_!!‘f“ M»";a-‘

Zogf Ml !
SR

- } ﬁ‘ : .
W
FIT FOR A BARON
Ron Baron's East Hampton home,
formerly the de Menil estate,
which holds the record for a Hamptons
sale, at $103 million, -
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homeowner, who received a notice from
the bank this spring after his financial
business faltered and he fell behind on
mortgage payments. Initially he put his
house on the market at nearly $3 million,
“Now I'm taking it down to closer to $2
million,” he says of his capacious home.
“If I can get out from under it at $1.7 mil-
lion I'd be thrilled—just to unload it before
the bank grabs it.” Yet even with the price
reduction, he says, “the only people who
come by are the brokers. They don’t come
in with any clients at all. The house mar-
ket over $10 million is fAlying, and anything
under $1 million, everyone wants to get in.
But anything between $1 million and $10
million, you sit and churn. It’s dead.”

White-Elephant Blues

he elite sector—actually
quite a bit higher than
$10 million, more like $20
million and up—seems
the only happy slice of
the market these days. At
about the time Old Trees
sold, rumors swirled that a mansion on
Southampton’s oceanfront Gin Lane that
had once belonged to producer Marty Rich-
ards, of Chicago fame, had sold to pro golfer
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Tiger Woods after sitting on the market for
merely a month at $65 million. A media
scrum descended, with helicopters over-
head, until Woods denied the story and the
rumor changed. Now the buyer was said
to be hedge-funder David “Tiger” Wil-
liams. But that story was shot down, too.
The buyer is, as usual for trophy Hamp-
tons properties. a cryptic limited-liability
company (L.L.C.)—South Lane Proper-
ties. Determining who ended up paying
$60 million for the mansion has become
Southampton’s parlor game for the sum-
mer. “Actually, I've heard it’s Tiger Woods
after all,” says developer Kim Pape, who
with her husband, Phil, builds some of the
best of the grand new houses in Southamp-
ton’s estate section. “The seller told some-
one who told me.” (Neither Tiger Woods’s
representatives nor South Lane Properties
responded to queries.)

Even at the elite end, though, many
Southampton properties are sitting—and
sitting. At those prices, the slightest de-
terrent can be fatal. Canadian publishing
magnate Louise McBain had no luck sell-
ing her oceanfront Stanford White house
on Gin Lane for $70 million. (The prop-
erty does have a history of beach erosion.)
Former Warnaco C.E.O. Linda Wachner

ILLUSTRATION BY RYAN HESHKA

has had her Meadow Lane property on
the market in the $60 million range for
two years. (“It’s overpriced, and Linda’s
hard to deal with,” says one broker.) And
the 15.4-acre Howard Gittis estate, on
Southampton’s Ox Pasture Road, which
went on the market after the right-hand
man to Revlon’s Ronald Perelman died in
his sleep last year, remains orphaned at
$59 million, Perhaps the estate’s lack of a
water view is to blame. “If there was water,
it would be more salable,” says one broker.
“When you're up in those numbers people
like water.”

John Paulson has put his three-acre
Southampton estate on the market for
$19.5 million—an “aggressive” price, as
brokers put it—just two years after he ac-
quired it for $12,75 million from former Es-
prit head of operations Jurgen Friedrich,
who buys and sells big Hamptons houses
as a hobby. So far, no takers. A buyer will
have to like the somewhat cheesy indoor
swimming pool with child-friendly slide,
and the semicircular master bedroom
that feels like the prow of a ship, not to
mention a claustrophobic guest bedroom
whose window faces a shingled outbuild-
ing only inches away.

For most high rollers, such as private-
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rollers crash dramatically—but without any
sound. Thanks to steel-reinforced walls and
double-glazed windows, the silence inside is
absolute.

So is the security. Video monitors offer
easeless scrutiny of every outside view, one
after another. If an interloper manages to
evade the cameras and uon‘.ehnw get inside
he will face other high-tec
Grant is forbidden to say who the security-
CONsCIo! ler is, but a memo left on a
desk in the master suite suggests he’s a top
venture capitalist at J. P. Morgan Partners.
You've never heard of him. He’s just another
of those quiet Hamptons plutocrats who live
in homes like these. Except that he doesn’t.
“That’s why they're selling it.” Grant says
of the mystery sellers. “They never use it.”

Supersize Me
ompared with the old Peter-
son place, the McMansions
that litter Bridgehampton
are mere cottages, often
built not terribly well on
spec by small-time build-
ers hoping to double their
money. North of the highway, especially,
most of the newest McMansions sit unsold
in former potato fields, their builders unwill-
ing as yet to lop $3 million off their inflated
$9 million price tags.

The king of the big-house builders,
though, is riding the downturn with ease—
or so he Joe Farrell, 45, still works out
of a little office overlooking Bridgehamp-
ton’s Main Street. Only his houses
huge: anywhere up to 17,000 squar .
former trader on the New York Mercantile
Exchange, Farrell realized 13 years ago that
his Wall Street peers didn’t have the time or
patience to personalize their houses, They
wanted big, they wanted it fast, and they
wanted to walk in to find everything done.
Farrell saw that in building big, bigger was
better. “II my competitor had a 9-foot ceil-
ing, | had a 10-foot ceiling, If my competitor
had a two-car garage, 1 had a three-car ga-
rage. | was the first guy to finish basements,
unbelievably. Then we went to elevators and
steam rooms and wine cellars.”

Now Farrell has partnered with the Car-
lyle Group, giving him access to as much
as $100 million in funds to construct more
new houses. It's as if the Hamptons have
been not just exploited but securitized. Still,
Farrell admits he’s cut way back. Of the 24
mansions he’s building, only 5 are going up
on spec. “1 used to have 10 spec, 12 spec.
And we're going to keep it around 5. Only
when we sell one will we buy land for an-
other. In the old days if it was a good deal, Famed architect Stanford White’s
we'd buy without reloading.” Seven Sisters houses, in Montauk, are

To scrape by, many builders for the first now occupicd by, among others,
artist Julian Schnabel
| VANITY FAIR | www.vanilyfoircam and photographer Bruce Weber.
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time in memory listed their new houses for
summer rental. They asked six figures, and
found a lot of takers, for when house sales
are down in the Hamptons, the demand for
rentals is up. Even Farrell has joined the
trend: Tast fall, when confronted by the first-
ever of his spec houses that failed to sell, he
rented it-—for $600,000.

“You can gel a nice house in Bridge-
hampton with tennis court for $250,000,”
says Corcoran’s Susan Breitenbach of the
2008 summer-rental market. “But north of
the highway. To get the same house south of
the highway, you need to spend $350,000
10 $400,000.” In Sag Harbor, a young Wall
Street banker paid $395,000 for a waterfront
rental this summer-—about $250,000 more
than anyone’s paid in Sag Harbor before,
On East Hampton’s elegant Middle Lane,
one house rented for $450,000. On the same
street, even the house of murdered investment
banker Ted Ammon rented for $275,000,
The 2001 tragedy, followed by the 2003
death from cancer of his widow, Generosa—
who had married Danny Pelosi, eventually
convicted of Ammon’s murder—left the two
Ammon children, now teenagers, as fitled
owners of the house. Their onctime English
nanny, who has the right of lifetime tenancy,
is said to be cut in on the rent. “Everybody’s
suing everybody,” says one person close to
the situation, “and it really is & mess.”

How long ago it seems that rock musician
Sting, in 1996, set a record for Hamptons
summer rentals by paying $100,000 for a
mansion on East Hampton’s Further Lane!
This year the record appears to have been
set in Sagaponack, where a builder-broker
named Andrew Saunders coyly asked $1
million for the summer for his McMansion
on 4.1 acres on Parsonage Lane, ensuring
enough buzz that it went for $§700,000. At
the same time, he set a purchase price of
$19.9 million. Because the house is well

he got an offer close to his asking price from
a European buyer. The renters were upset
to learn the house had been sold out from
under them. Sotheby’s Beate Moore admits
they said, “If we had been in the house, it's
very likely we would have bought it.”
Europeans are circling, that much is for
sure. A sign in the window of the Loaves
& Fishes Cookshop catering business on
Bridgehampton’s Main Street says it all: WE
ACCEPT EUROS. (At Loaves & Fishes’ wildly
extravagant food shop in Sagaponack, the
price of lobster salad, always the annual
benchmark for Hamptons excess, is thus
either $100 or 63 euros per pound this sea-
son.) Prudential’s Jane Gill, a former Ralph
Lauren model, reports “a lot of Germans,
a lot of Brits” for high-end rentals. “A hun-
dred thousand dollars is nothing to them.”
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n Sagaponack a generation ago,

writers gathered on the front porch

of novelist James Jones’s Victorian

farmhouse, on the town’s wide and

graceful thoroughfare to the beach,

Sagg Main: Truman Capote, Wil-

liam Gaddis, Willie Morris, John
Knowles, Irwin Shaw, and others. Now all are
dead, and so is Jones’s famously feisty widow,
Gloria, whose memorial service at the house
two summers ago brought an era o an end.
A frail Kurt Vonnegut spoke then; now he’s
gone, too. The original 1860 house seemed
to join theny, but when the construction dust
cleared last spring, a complete restoration ap-
peared instead on the hilltop, like a vision of
hope, green-designed from roof peak to cel-
lar by owner/builder Peter Sabbeth and his
conveniently named wife, Meclissa Green,
of Modern Green Home. A late July open-
ing gala to benefit the Peconic Land Trust is
scheduled; soon after, Sabbeth hopes to sell
the house for $12 to $14 million to a green-
minded hedge-fund manager with too much
green to worry about the downturn. (Jones
would be astonished.) Perhaps no era ever
ends exactly: Peter Matthiessen still lives at
the ocean end of Sagg Main, vigorous at 81,
having just published his 900-page master-
piece, Shadow Country. But hardly any writ-
ers under 60 can afford Sagaponack—or any-
where else in the Hamptons—anymore. One
of the few is Jay McInerney, 53, who, unlike
Stephen Schwarzman, is married to a true
Hearst—Anne-—and lives with her in Water
Mill on a property called Ashgrove Farm with
an emu, a wallaby, a parrot, and various dogs.

With its farm-field views and country-store
cuteness, Sagaponack appeals to a broad
range, from screenwriter William Goldman
to singer Billy Joel, and offers the priciest
real estate, acre for acre, in the Hamptons.
Because of that, the standofl between sell-
ers and buyers here is most intense, and
most properties—those, that is, between 33
miltion and $10 million—are, as a result, go-
ing unsold. The prices are so high that even
when they're lowered, buyers hold back. One
longtime resident of Sagg Main Street put
his three-and-a-half-acre property up for sale
not long ago at $6.9 million—a not unreason-
able price, considering it has a tennis court
and an artist’s studio, and Sagaponack land
south of the highway usually goes for at least
$2 million an acre. When no bids came in,
he lowered the price to $5.7 million. Still no
bids. Now it’s ofl the market. Around him,
like the last twitchings of a slain giant, four
new houses are going up, three on spec.

The pressure on Sagaponack’s last farm
fields may be less intense than it was three
years ago, but not by much. The Whites, a
prominent farming family, recently protect-
ed 34 more acres of their oceanfront land

just to the east of Sagg Main {46 acres of
White land were aiready protected) by sell-
ing the development rights to the town of
Southampton, which had to pay $19 million
for those rights. Throughout the Hamptons,
communities have used proceeds from ihe
infamous 2 percent properly-transfer fax to
buy and preserve open land. But those cof-
fers are almost bare, al least for now, and the
campaign, while very successful, has had the
perverse effect of driving up land prices.

One of Sagaponack’s most beautiful fields,
on the road to Gibson Beach, is now up for
grabs as a resull. A new owner has indicated
he’s open to selling the land for preservation
instead of development. “But this is a tough
piece of property to get the public to want to
protect,” explains John Haisey, of the Peconic
Land Trust. “It’s so extremely valuable, and
you're not dealing with a farm family, There’s
clearly a finile amount of public money avail-
able.... It’s hard to justify a big purchase
here.” The likeliest scenario by next year: six
new houses on that gorgeous 17-acre field.

A quarter-mile away along the ocean, in-
dustrialist Ira Rennert has settled into his lav-
ishly landscaped 63-acre fiefdom. The trees
don’t quite obscure one of America’s largest
private dwellings—more than 100,000 square
feet, including various outbuildings—but local
fears that Rennert would use his compound
as a Zionist synagogue have proved ground-
less. Rennert’s once ghastly environmental
record has improved--both his lead operation
in Missouri and his magnesium plant in Utah
have reduced their pollutants—and a whop-
ping suit by the E.P.A. has been turned back
for now. True, Rennert’s metal mining op-
eration in Peru remaing one of the world’s 10
worst polluted places, according to the Black-
smith Institute, and 99 percent of the children
in its vicinity have significantly high levels of
lead in their blood. But that’s out of sight and
mind in Sagaponack, where the 74-year-old
Rennert is viewed now as a benign presence,
and certainly a shrewd land speculator: the
reported $11 million he paid in the mid-90s
for those 63 acres is chicken feed today.

The Great Wall of Sagaponack

oubtless to Rennest’s re-
lief, the new bad boy of
Sagaponack is a neigh-
bor to the cast: William
Macklowe, the 40-year-
old son of hard-hit rcal-
estate magnate Harry
Macklowe. Last year, the father-and-son
team took on nearly $7 billion of debt to buy
seven office towers just as the subprime crisis
was about Lo freeze the credit markets. Their
precipitous fzll into near insolvency ended in
late May with the sale of their crown jewel,
the General Motors Building, on Fifth Av-
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given the old-money look by society decora-
tor Bunny Williams; it is said 1o have a full-
size basketball court in the high-ceilinged
basement, perhaps a fantasy come true for
the New Jersey—born Baron.

Baron’s purchase price for the de Menil
estate may have seemed insane, but Paul
Brennan, the sage of Hamptons brokers, still
thinks Baron gol a bargain. “When you look
at what he got for his money, it wasn’t that
expensive. An acre south of the highway with
a little teardown would be at least $2 miltion.
An acre on the ocean? At least $5 million.”

Both buyer and seller faced a curious di-
lemma. De Menil Carpenter—whose grand-
father Conrad Schiumberger built, with his
brother, one of Houston's largest oil fortunes,
and whose late mother, Dominigue, founded
the city’s Menil Collection museum--had
saved 14 far-flung historic houses and put
them on her Further Lane estate. She didn’t
want to sell them, too. Fortunately, Baron
didn’t want to keep them. But what then (o do
with them? One day last year, East Hampton
locals gawked as six of the houses rolied down
Montauk Highway to be placed around the
town’s tiny municipal building. De Menil Car-
penter had agreed to pay for their transport
and endow their re-siting as new town offices.
{Another five have since found other town
homesteads nearby.) Only in the Hamptons
would a buyer be happier to buy fand with-
out a dozen historic houses than with them.

Now it scems that Baron has a spin-off
plan like the one that Rodney Propp
tried o carry out with Old Trees. The cast-
ernmost 10 or so acres of the property are
being hedged off and Jandscaped to be sold.
One broker says the price of the oceanfront
plot will be $85 million. If Baron can pet
anyihing close to that, he'll not only recoup
most of his cost but boost the value of his re-
maining acres by tens of millions of dollars.
That may be a tall order. Scarce as ocean-
front is, one of the few available parcels near
Baron is sitting unsold at $24.5 million. It’s
a house that used to belong to Washington
lobbyist Liz Robbins and former newscaster
Doug lohnson. They sold it in February
2007, after listing it for $15.5 million, to a
Texan who thought he could flip it for a fast
profit. Now i’s languishing. “In a good mar-
ket it would be gone,” says Prudential’s Ray
Smith, who has the listing. “Still, if you want
to buy in East Hampton there’s no inventory
on the ocean! The next stop is $40 million.
At $24.5 million, this is a deall”

One rumor has Baron selling the $85 mil-
lion spin-ofl' to Steven Cohen, the Greenwich,
Connecticut, hedge-fund mega-billionaire.
Cohen did buy an $18 million Further Lane
heouse (built by Joe Farrell} last year. But a
spokesperson says any tatk of Cohen’s ex-
tending his domain js just wish{u] thinking.

Certainly Cohen is indicative of the buyers
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who are still shopping, unperturbed by the
downturn. All up and down Further Lane,
new money is supplanting old. Reed Krakoff,
exceulive creative director of Coach, has spent
18 months renovating Lasata, the onetime
summer home of Jacqueline Kennedy Onas-
sis’s paternal grandparents, and more recent-
ly the home of New York socialite Miriam
Fitzsimmons Mechan. About the same time
Baron bought the de Menil place, the old Ty-
son estate, just cast of it, went o adman and
TV talk-show host Donny Deutsch, for $29
million. On nearby Lily Pond, however, old
money isn't letting itsell be pushed around.

The pond and its gently sloping meadow
are a precious glimpse into the East Hamp-
ton of old-one of the village’s last sylvan set-
tings. Neighbors assumed the meadow was
preserved in perpetuity--after all, wasn’t it
staked with Peconic Land Trust signs? But
the late industrialist and conservative philan-
thropist John M. Olin, it turns out, only put
this portion of his land into a 30-year “scenic
enjoyment easement,” Last fall, when that
casement ended, five of his grown grandchil-
dren moved to subdivide the land. The plan
they've proposed would carve the 20-acre
meadow into five 4-acre lots. Most directly
affected would be the neighbors, who include
director Steven Spiclberg, writers Nick Pi-
lepgi and Nora Ephron, and Vornado Realty
Trust’s Steven Roth. But the grandchildren
seem adamant. “It’s their land,” says their
mother, Evelyn Williams, “They have the
right to do with it as they wish.”

ast Hampton has the cachet—and four

Ralph Lauren stores to go with it. {(As a
family, the Laurens actually have five stores,
all on Main Street: 34-year-old daughter
Dylan opened one of her candy stores last
year,) Amagansett, four miles east, is still
much quieter, though that’s made it, in a
low-key way, the new hottest Hampton. Paul
McCartney sightings are common. Gwyneth
Paltrow is a recent arrival; so are aclors Sarah
Jessica Parker and Matthew Broderick, as
well as author James Frey. (Actress Kathleen
Turner has lived here long enough to be a lo-
cal. And so, of course, has actor and activist
Alec Baldwin.) The once humble “lancs” that
lead from Main Street toward the ocean are
now a whole neighborhood in mid-leardown,
with 1950s ranch houses tucked between new,
baronial shingled homes—many, however,
still awaiting buyers.

One reason new arrivals love Amagansett is
its greater distance from Manhattan: that cx-
tra hour on the highway on an August Friday
night inching out from Southampton keeps a
lot of weekenders away. And what fun to fly
over them all, alighting at the newly expanded
East Hampton Airport for the seven-minute
drive home. So it is with Montauk--“The End,”

commodates prop planes and helicopters. The

difference is that Montauk still has wide-open
spaces, and compared with Ron Baron’s Fur-
ther Lane purchase, they're cheap.
Seclusion-loving artists have long constitut-
ed a colony of sorts in Montauk--among them
songwriter Paul Simon, artist-filmmaker Ju-
lian Schnabel, photographers Peter Beard and
Bruce Weber, and art critic (and Vaniry Fair
contributing editor) Ingrid Sischy. Ralph Lau-
ren is there, too. Last year, J. Crew chicf Mil-
lard “Mickey” Drexler startled the lot of them
by paying $27 million for Eothen, the 5.6-acre
estate with panoramic views long owned by
Warhol collaborator Paul Morrissey. Polo
player and media entrepreneur Adam Linde-
mann lollowed with a six-acre beachlront buy
for $21.5 miltion. “It’s the new fronticr—you
get a lot more for your money,” says Pruden-
tial’s John Golden. “The coastline is extremely
dramatic, and it’s coming into its own be-
cause everything else has been so saturated.”
Surfers have always flocked to Montauk’s
Ditch Plains beach, but now, along with
nationally known surfing veterans like Joel
Tudor and Herbie Fletcher, voure likely to
see Schnabel, Lindemann, or activist hedge-
funder Danicl 8. Locb, who paid $45 million
for a penthouse apartment at newly built 15
Central Park West carlier this year. Some of
the hottest real estate is in the beachfront trail-
er park. Singer immy Buflett reportedly of-
fered $430,000 for a trailer not long ago; Paul
Morrissey has decamped here from Eothen.
“The status symbol is to have a double-wide
and a double lot,” Golden explains. “It’s where
the elite meel.” Even trailer rentals are climb-
ing: $35,000 for the scason is about average.
The downturn has slowed sales in Mon-
tauk -but not sellers’ fond new expectations.
Peter Beard is trying to get $26 million for
his five-plus-acre compound of cottages with
ocean views and access. And former TV talk-
show host Dick Cavett has put 77 acres of
oceaniront land next to his home on sale for
$30 million. Conservation groups want te buy
but haven’t been able to move quickly. “My
personal wish would be that someone build
an eighth sister and place a conservation ease-
ment on the rest of it,” says Corcoran’s Krae
van Sickle, referring to the adjacent enclave of
seven houses designed by architect Stanford
White. (Cavelt lives in one, rebuilt exactly as
it had been before a 1997 fire; Weber, Sischy,
and Schnabel are all Seven Sisters neighbors.)
But that’s for the markel to say, and van Sickle,
the listing agent, will ficld all offers. Chances
arc that, when the market hits bottom and
starts bouncing back, some builder will subdi-
vide the fand-~and start putting up houses.

W lhen will the market hit bottom? Sothe-
by’s Ed Petrie is asked that question all
the time by his customers. “These are Wall
Street guys. And I say, You should be telling
me! I'm just the guy out here selling houses.”

“II'we're not at bottom, we're close,” sug-
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gests Corcoran's Tara NMewman, “I0s pll
about collective consciousness, and now that
we hive a two-person presidential race, peo-
ple are stimulated, looking wward the future,
In fact, as soon as Hillary quit, we got a little
Obuma bump"” Corcoran C.EO. Lichinan is
more cautions, “We have 1o gel through the
election and some more layolfs, and then find
our stable ground. T hope next spring things
will be active again.™

Perhaps they will. Though Sotheby's Frank

Beijing Architecture

[ i1l EI'.“ U () Mow!

CONTINUED FooM raar 122 Lo the brght,
ghimmering World of Tomorrow in 15 min-
utes Mot And it's a perfeet illustration of the
speed with which istory and architecture are
maoving in China, since the “old™ terminal
opened only in 1999,

Muast other large airports are, for vari-
ous reasons, hurd to use or to like, They
have made themselves into shopping malls
with long, banal corridors to and from the
gates. They have expunded without any big
ilea or vision, kludgily, over time, making
themselves more and more inclegant and
incoherent, They are designed and man-
apged by peaple with no real interest in de-
lighting travelers.

lerminal 3 is different, As an arriving
or departing passenger, you quickly enter
mugnificent commaon spaces—which de-
spite their size don’t mystily or paralyze,
There's directional signage, of course, but
the manifest clarity of the architeciure itsell
ilso orchestrates circulation, nudping and
pulling people in the directions they need Lo
o, While airport avchitecture oflen defaults
to a disorienting and clavstrophobic casing
made, the inmates of Terminal 3 cun ulways
and everywhere gaze outside, taking in vis-
tas that both re-establish bearings and lift
the spirits. Walking from the parking garage
to the main terminal, ane passes through a
vast, serend, underpopulated, and altopeth-
er heavenly hall with a sloped glass ceiling,
(Cue the Brian Eno soundurack.) Glaneing
down from the enclosed pedestrian bridpe
that passes over the long, long crescent of
roadway hugging the airport, a sight that
ok has seen a thousand times—lines of taxis
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Mewbold, one of the Hamptons' most experi-
enced brokers, recalls a cautionary tle. Back
in 1941, Gierald and Sara Murphy, the Jazz
Age golden couple who grew so close to Ham-
mgway, Fitzgerakt, Picasso, and others, ficed o
conundrunt, The Great Depression, and their
own clegant lifestyle, had kit them with a vast
East Hampton sproad they conld ne longer af
ford. They'd already sokl much of their and—
some of it becoming par of the poll course for
the Maidstone Club. But no one wanted the

Dunes, the oceanlionl mandion thal was Fas
Hampton's larpest residence at the tine, It was
Just oo big 1o heal in hard-pinched limes,
and no one wanied o maintain i 1 was, 08
the Murphys' doughier, Honorks, put i, “a big
while elephunt.” Rather than keep piying the
H1.200 in annoal saxes on it the Murphys sim-
Py ordered ot burned Lo he ground.

The lesson s that the bottom never reully
drops out of the Hamptons real-cstate mar-
ket—until il does. 11

und buses picking up and dropping off - is
weirdly beatilul,

It like the best of the grand old-fashioned
tratin stathons, the coherence and communl
liveliness all the more remarkable given the
size of the place. Think about being inside
Cirand Central in New York or Union Station
in Washington. A big part of the reassuring
pleasure of those stations is the transparency
of their structures: you practically experience
them in cross section—{rom the central halls,
you can dee how they conneet up W the mez-
zanines and down 1o the train platforms—so
you gel an aulomatic working sense of how
the pieces it together (rom side o side and
Lop 1o boltom.

That's the way Bedjing’s Terminal 3 works.
Within the main hall there are three levels
stacked wedding-cake-style, and each level
is visible from the other two, Instend of the
usual opague airport labyrinth of isolated
corridors, more than a dozen open pedestri-
an bridges span the space, one of many wiys
in which the architecture becomes a kind of
map o itsell. And, again, the views to the out-
doors aren’t accidental or stingy, but beauli-
Tully staged, as i by an aurenr who considers
the raison d'étre of an tirporl—aviation—as u
glorious subject: the view out o the tarmac
and jets through the giant canted Moor-to-
ceiling windows is like lnmax.

“Cost engineering” is the werm of art for
the budget cutting that eliminntes the ines-
sential design leatures of building schemes
belore they're bullt, Beyond its big-picture
brilliance, Terminul 3 s exceptional for the
waalth of details that weren’ cost-engineered
oul. The result is visual pleasure of & refined,
intcgrated, perfectly modern kind, the oppo-
site of the ostentatious starkness thal gave so
much cutting-cdpe architecture 1 had name
in the kst century,

Avchitectural modernism, which since
the 1960s in the United States has often
seemed like wishiul retro nostalgia or mere
excroises in glam style, has in today’s Chi-
na an authentic resonance, Indeed, us the
istm founded by Le Corbusier and Mies van
der Rohe approaches its 100th birthday,
Beijing’s Terminal 3 is among the handful
of masterpieces that justily the century of
hoopla

Mr. Sanglroid

P he architectural ambitions of all these new

buildings posed enginecring challenjes,
some of them unprecedented. On the Linked
Hybril structire, the steel bridges—the links
hieel Lo be fabricated on the ground exactly
below where they were needed, then lifted
stradght up into place. It was a lilthe seary to
build the Holl towers” cantilevered protuber
ances several stories of steel julling straight
oul 30 feet wway from the supporting struc-
ture, with no concrete cofe und no scaffolding
Trom which workers could webd the steel,

And the CCTY buikling required everyone
o go deep into engineéring lerm incogmta.
Breathless visonary architect versus nay-saying
pragmatist engineer is the stereolype, but since
1958 Koolhans has worked closely with the
celebred structural engineer Cecll Balmond,
deputy chairman of Ove Arup and Pariners,
the big London-based global engineering firm.
(I Befiing, Arup also worked on the National
Stadium und Termmal 1) For CCTY, Bal-
maond and his Arup colleagues were involved
in the design process “from the first moment.”
Koothais sy, “They were always arcungd "

Koolhaas summarizes his approach 1o
design and engineering in a way thai sounds
gnomic and Zen: “We try 1o articulate the
problem instead of focusing on solving the
problem.” But when he and Scheeren ex-
plain how CCTV came to be, the aphorism
makes perfect sense,

First they settled on their basic, mad no-
tion of the form: opsy-turvy Ls (or twisted
M's ar fokded Z%5) in which the tops of each of
the two uprights would make their Si-degree
turns, extend hundreds of feet horizomally,
and then meet in midair,

So how do vou build that? "It was impos-
sibile o solve the structure in the conventional
way of plugging together parts,” Scheeren
recalls, They kept thinking, “What il’ we
thewght of this as something continuous—as
i tube, [with] an exoskeleton?” As Koolhaas
siys, "IUs weird [oru building but not for other
domams—like bridges”

Then the enginecrs began genérating the
drawings that graphically display the load-
carrying stresses on a proposed structure,
which in this bizarre building varied enor-
mously from place to place -and became
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