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THIS article was initially written to 

fulfil the same purpose as lorem 
ipsum and by the end some may 
wish it had contained the latter. As 

typing time went on, the content evolved, 
in part inspired by a trip to Waitrose in 
Canary Wharf, a supermarket that on 
the outside bears some resemblance to 
Groucho Marx, or at least to the classic 
disguise known as Groucho Glasses. 

If, while you are reading this article, you feel 
that you have taken a trip down a rabbit hole, 
then I can sit back in my Eames lounge chair 
and take out my victory cigar. If  we were 
living in the 1950s I may well have smoked it, 
but how times and tastes change: some things 
that were perfectly acceptable back then are 
frowned upon today, and some things that 
were not acceptable then, are now – the 
radical designs of  buildings, for example.

Walking down the pickle aisle in the Canary 
Wharf  supermarket and catching a glimpse 
of  the jars of  cucumbers and cornichons, 
an image of  the morphologically similar 

structure at 30 St Mary Axe in the City of  
London came into my mind. Nicknamed The 
Gherkin, I wondered whether there was a bar 
in the building called The Pickled Cucumber 
(it turns out, no, it’s called The Sterling). 

Leaving the supermarket, I glanced back to 
appreciate its comic façade before heading 
home over on the other side of  the London. 

Back home there followed an internet 
search to match up street addresses of  
London buildings, mostly skyscrapers in 
the Square Mile, to the wry nicknames that 
have been invented – mainly by newspaper 
journalists – to describe the innovative 
designs that are transforming the London 
skyline. As for the supermarket (supermarxet) 
that kicked off  the pareidolia this time, 
it seems that no-one else on the internet 
is owning up to seeing what I see. Still, I 
do enjoy a spot of  pattern finding – for 
example, the shape of  my own home, 
or rather the block in which I own an 
apartment. Built on the banks of  the River 
Thames in a modern, angular, zigzagging 

  Looking skyward on the corner 
of Lime Street and Leadenhall 
Street in the City of London. 
Anti-clockwise from top right: 
The Scalpel (38 storeys), the 
Willis building (26 storeys), and 
the Lloyd’s building (14 storeys). 
Image: Margaret Murphy/vissiniti.

From visionary architecture to visceral analogies, 
Margaret Murphy takes a light-hearted look at a 
micro-movement in design, pareidolia in the Square 
Mile, and some science fiction classics.

INSIDE



INSIDE OUTVISSINITI.COM

10 February 2019 February 2019 11

design which is accentuated by prominent 
corner balconies, its geometric form is 
not seen only in elevation, but also in its 
footprint – because when spied from the 
air on a flight into Heathrow, its outline 
is reminiscent of  a Stealth Bomber.

Back into my internet search, I came across 
an article about the Gherkin that appeared in 
The Guardian in 1999, which read, “There is 
little prospect of  Norman Foster’s exciting 
new tower in the City of  London ever getting 
built with its current nickname.” Twenty 
years on, the irony is that the building’s 
marketing site and restaurant are less precious 
about exploiting the nickname than are 
contributors to the building’s Wikipedia page.

THE MISSING MONIKER

What also turned up during my search is that the 
Lloyd’s building at the corner of  Lime Street and 
Leadenhall Street – arguably the most unique 
building in the City of  London – has never been 
saddled with a nickname that is actually used; a 

curious anomaly given that when constructed 
its design was (and still is) profoundly different 
to any building in its vicinity. Ask the doorman, 
or as I did, the concierge of  the nickname-
less Willis building opposite (the stepped one 
designed with a toppled “W” crown – which I 
hereby nickname B-Dub) and he will probably 
say that the Lloyd’s building is known as The 
Inside-Out Building. And although that is indeed 
its style, most people, including the journalists 
whose mischievous minds mostly make up the 
monikers, refer to it just as the Lloyd’s building.
The Lloyd’s building is, in my opinion, a work 
of  art not to be labelled with a silly name. 
Although I do think it does bear more than 
a slight resemblance to a shiny oil refinery.

Stand on the corner of  Lime Street and 
Leadenhall Street and look up. Although 
now dwarfed by daredevil designs up 
to twice as high, the Lloyd’s building is 
unmistakeable. Even the Cheesegrater and 
Scalpel are hard to tell apart at that angle. 

Designed by Richard Rogers in the 
1970s, the Lloyd’s building is an example 

The Lloyd’s 
bulding is 
an example 
of a radical 
architectural 
style 
known as 
Bowellism.

of  a radical architectural style known as 
Bowellism, designed with all of  its functional 
structural elements on the outside of  the 
building. It comprises three 14-storey towers 
of  undisguised concrete with exposed 
metal pipes, ducts and conduits snaking 
up the façade, incorporated along with 
stairs, lifts and, yes, lavatory blocks, into the 
exterior design of  the building. The idea 
is that with these elements moved to the 
outside, the building’s insides are open and 
flexible, to some degree future-proofing 
the changing needs of  the company.

Construction of  the inside-out structure 
took eight years, from 1978 to 1986. Just as the 
building was being completed, I was doing a 
daily commute from Brighton to London for 
my first job, as a secretary for an architectural 
design practice in London. The building 
was utterly unlike anything being designed 
by our firm and there was great excitement 
around the office when the building opened 
at the end of  1986. I was almost knocked 
off  my feet by the stampede for the door 
– by those eager to view the radical design 

and by those in search of  greater design 
challenges than were on offer in our firm.

JUST COFFEE, NO JUICE

This was the time when a new wave of  
sleek designer kitchenware started emerging 
from the drawing boards of  architects and 
designers such as Aldo Rossi, Richard Sapper, 
Michael Graves, and Philippe Starck, most 
notably in collaborations with the Italian 
homeware firm Alessi. In the same vein as a 
cool 1957 cocktail shaker and ice bucket by 
the likes of  Luigi Massoni and Carlo Mazzeri, 
or a glamorous 1960’s foot-long silver Tiffany 
cigarette holder befitting Holly Golightly, hot 
now were polished stainless steel kettles and 
coffee pots, as well as cutlery, salt cellars, and 
cheesegraters. In particular, I recall Rossi’s 
sleek, stainless steel ‘La Conica’ coffee pot 
being a popular choice of  leaving gift for 
those moving on from our firm to other 
positions, myself  included. After owning it 
for a while though, it did begin to remind 
me of  the Tin Man from the Wizard of  Oz. 

 The Lloyd’s building (centre) 
between the Willis building (left) 
and the Cheesegrater (right). 
Image: Lloyd’s.

 LEFT: Sketch by Aldo Rossi of his 
iconic ‘La Conica’ coffee maker, 1984.

 BELOW TOP: Stainless steel coffee 
makers by Aldo Rossi for Alessi (left: 
teflon-coated ‘La Cupola’, 1988 and right: 
‘La Conica’, 1980-83).
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In 1990, Richard Starck launched his 
now iconic metallic Juicy Salif  lemon 
squeezer, apparently inspired by a calamari 
lunch. To me, Juicy Salif  is more War of  
the Worlds three-legged fighting machine 
than long-keeled squid, although the design 
of  H G Wells’ tripod machine is clearly 
motivated by some form of  tentacled 
creature (or at least the original illustrations 
by Henrique Alvim Corrêa were). Celebrated 
as a design classic, some say Starck’s squeezer 
is an example of  form over function, 
leaving you fighting to overcome a sticky 
lagoon of  juice from engulfing the worktop. 
Starck himself  is reported as having said 
it is meant to start conversations, rather 
than squeeze lemons. A damp squib then.

Around the same time, Aldo Rossi 
was designing a new building for the 
Bonnefanten Museum in Maastricht. 
Completed in 1995, the exterior was 
evidently influenced in part by an inside-
out building (having with a colossal white 
drainpipe running up the side of  the 
building) and in part by Rossi’s own 1988 
‘La Cupola’ coffee pot’s domed top.

A.K.A

Ironically, the idea of  the designer kitchen 
utensil is today reflected in some of  the 
nicknames that newspaper journalists 
(mostly) have ascribed to the skyscrapers that 
are transforming the skyline of  London’s 
vertically rising metropolis: the Cheesegrater, 
the Scalpel, and (south of  the river) the tallest 
skyscraper in the UK, once dubbed by Prince 
Charles as the Salt Cellar, aka The Shard.

“Watch for it. See it. Try to describe 
it,” said the strapline on posters for Fritz 
Lang’s 1927 film Metropolis. On his first 
visit to New York, Lang likened the 
skyscrapers to “a vertical sail…suspended 
in the dark sky to dazzle, distract and 
hypnotize.” Today, although not as poetic, 
the nicknamers of  London do very well…

The much-loved, but soon to be obscured, 
Gherkin is now enjoyed with the nearby Can 
of  Ham. You can cycle off  the calories on a 
Boris Bike to Stratford and snap the nation’s 
favourite crisp, in the form of  the less lofty 
Pringle (Olympic velopark). If  cycling is not 
to your taste, cross over the Wobbly Bridge 

 A 2026 view of the future 
City of London from City Hall 
looking north – and not a 
Gherkin in sight. Front left: the 
bulging Walkie-Talkie. 
The three tallest buildings in the 
back row from left to right:  
22 Bishopsgate, Tellis, and 
Cheesegrater 2 (Diamond). 
Prominent in the middle 
row from left to right are: 
1 Leadenhall, Jenga, 
Cheesegrater, Willis building, 
Scalpel, and another  
stepped one. Image: GMJ and 
City of London Corporation.

 Main image: Juicy Salif lemon 
squeezer by Philippe Starck for 
Alessi, 1990).

 Left stack: (top and centre) 
illustrations dated 1906 by Henrique 
Alvim Corrêa depicting a Martian 
flighting machine in H G Wells’ novel 
The War of the Worlds, and (bottom) 
a 2015 invasion of the Juicy Salifs 
on the lemon squeezer’s 25th 
anniversary.

and feast your eyes on the portly form that is 
the Vase at One Blackfriars, more amusingly 
dubbed the Tummy. March back over to the 
Stealth Bomber at One New Change, so 
named because its design had to be under 
the radar to the nearby St Paul’s (although 
my block under the flightpath in Putney 
took that moniker first). But arguably 
the most derided building of  them all is 
the Walkie-Talkie at 20 Fenchurch Street. 
Sticking out like a bulging sore thumb, 
when viewed from certain angles its façade 
(or should I say, bodyform) has astutely 
been compared to that of  a panty liner.

In the near future we could be seeing  a 
game of  Jenga around the corner from 
the Lloyd’s building, and another wedge 
to rival the Cheesegrater – Cheesegrater 
2.0 if  you like (but actually called The 
Diamond). And there may be a Tulip. 

We almost had the Helter-Skelter (The 
Pinnacle) at 22 Bishopsgate behind the 
Cheesegrater, the first seven storeys of  which 
sat around for a while as The Stump, but which 
is now well on its way to becoming the second 
largest skyscraper in London, looking like…well, 
just an office block really…only neck-achingly 
high; the kind of  high that only astronomers 
are comfortable gazing up at for long. 

Pareidolia is not just confined to buildings, 
or clouds, or faces in toast. Or, for that matter, 

to the man in the Moon or the face on Mars. 
For millennia, astronomers have been looking 
up at the night sky and naming constellations 
and asterisms after things they encountered 
in everyday life: Sagitta (the arrow), Auriga 
(the charioteer), Ursa Major (the great bear), 
Musca (the fly) – and a name adopted in the 
18th century, Telescopium, a minor constellation 
whose namesake allowed astronomers to 
see celestial objects in even more detail and 
name forms such as The Sombrero Galaxy, 
The Cigar Galaxy, The Horsehead Nebula, 
and The Finger of  God. 

The difference between astronomical analogies 
and the nicknames being given to office blocks 
is that the former are taken very seriously 
indeed and the latter are intended to poke fun 
and are accepted as that by developers. So 
beware, should you find yourself  mingling with 
a group of  astronomers. For whilst analogies 
and metaphors are accepted in astronomical 
names, such as 30 Doradus in the Large 
Magellanic Cloud also being called the Tarantula 
Nebula, astronomers can react unpredictably to 
anthropomorphic type descriptions. For example, 
it is ill-advised to refer to R136a1 – the largest 
star in the Tarantula Nebula and also the most 
massive and most luminous star yet observed in 
the universe – as a monster star. A Wolf-Rayet 
is fine. In other cases giant, supergiant, and 
even hypergiant is good. But never monster.

It is meant 
to start 
conversations, 
rather than 
squeeze 
lemons.
Philippe Starck

 Planetary nebula NGC 5189 
that resembles a bee, located in 
the constellation of Musca (the 
fly), itself previously known as 
Apis (the bee). Image: NASA/
ESA/Hubble Heritage Team 
(STScI/AURA).
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A HORROR STORY

In its younger days, the Lloyd’s building was 
derided for its crude ugliness, a fate that also 
befell some earlier futuristic designs that clearly 
influenced its own. But no name has ever really 
stuck on the Lloyd’s building, not even the 
Inside-Out Building, because it doesn’t resemble 
a thing. But it does resemble something: a 
notorious 1950’s design for the headquarters 
of  a furniture manufacturers’ association…

The idea of  an inside-out building emerged 
in the mid-20th century, achieving notoriety 
at the end of  the 1950s. This was the time 
of  the classic sci-fi horror movie – The Blob, 
The Thing, Invasion of  the Body Snatchers, The 
Crawling Eye, The Quatermass Xperiment, The Fly.

In 1958, a group of  architecture students 
at London’s Regent Street Polytechnic had 
been tasked with coming up with designs 
for a new headquarters building for the 
Furniture Manufacturers’ Association in 
High Wycombe, a town some 50 km from 
London. One student, Michael Webb, 
designed a futuristic building consisting 
of  a bare precast concrete exterior with 
prominent tubular passageways and lifts 
stacked into a frame around the outside. 
Sound familiar? The structure was inspired 
by the works of  innovators such as engineer 
and ferro cimento pioneer Pier Luigi Nervi and 
architect Frederick Kiesler. In 1959, Webb’s 

design was showcased in both the Architects’ 
Journal and the Architectural Review, and 
shortly thereafter selected by the New York 
Museum of  Modern Art (MOMA) to be 
included in its Visionary Architects exhibition 
of  1960, which showcased designs that 
were too revolutionary to build. The designs 
remain there to this day. Unfortunately, 
without paying a hefty fee, I am unable 
to show the designs in this article, but 
the two elevations can be viewed at:
www.moma.org/collection/works/940 
www.moma.org/collection/works/941.

In 1961, the well-known architectural 
historian Nikolaus Pevsner, then a strong 
supporter of  Modernism, singled out Webb’s 
design during a lecture at the RIBA which 
was broadcast by the BBC. Pevsner liked his 
buildings to be square and his description of  
the trends of  the time sounded like a scene 
from a horror movie. Webb’s recollection is 
of  Pevsner saying that “within the schools 
there are some disturbing trends; I saw the 
other day a design for a building that looked 
like a series of  stomachs sitting on a plate. 
Or bowels, connected by bits of  gristle.” 

To me, this description seems to be 
less about Webb’s design, and more 
about the designs that influenced it, 
such as Frederick Kiesler’s biomophic 
conceptual piece, Endless House (www.
moma.org/calendar/exhibitions/1529), 

also showcased at the MOMA exhibition 
in 1960. Still, what followed was a micro-
movement known as Bowellism, a term 
credited to Webb and a fellow student. 

According to one of  Webb’s future 
Archigram colleagues, the RIBA and BBC 
transcripts of  the Pevsner lecture do not 
actually show the alleged pooh-poohing 
passage (see The Disreputable Projects of  David 
Greene, Architectural Association, 2008). 
What they do show is no less disparaging 
though, including that one of  the High 
Wycombe designs was an “abstract sculpture 
of  a doughy, rooty, bony or gristly kind”. 
Again, I cannot see that in Webb’s design 
either, but you decide. Pevsner also said 
that it was an example of  how “fatally 
relaxed” the controls of  function have 
become to produce a design that was “not 
acceptable in terms of  townscape.” 

But Pevsner didn’t mean unacceptable 
just for the town of  High Wycombe, nor 
was it just the apparently gruesome trend he 
saw that was unacceptable to him. Pevsner 
died in 1983 and in a BBC documentary in 
2001, the writer and broadcaster, Jonathan 
Meades, said “there is a profound irony about 
Pevsner’s attitude towards the architecture 
of  the last 25 years of  his lifetime – the great 
modernist came to dislike Modernism.”

Today, High Wycombe still manages 
to provoke pareidolia, in the form of  

The Gateway Building – an award-
winning block built onto the front of  
Buckinghamshire New University’s campus 
building – that resembles a giant 1980’s 
Amstrad PC1640 computer monitor.

OH LÀ LÀ…

Even though Webb’s bowellistic design for High 
Wycombe was too revolutionary to be realised, the 
Centre Pompidou in Paris, designed by Richard 
Rogers and Renzo Piano, has been described as 
a vast exercise in Bowellism. It was completed 
in 1977 and, oh là là, its enormous, outlandish, 
colour-coded pipes, ducts and vents led Le Figaro 
to announce that “Paris has its own monster.”

A new species indeed. Piano himself  is 
reported as saying it was meant to be “not 
a building, but a town”. How fitting that 
I Never Promised You a Rose Garden was playing 
in cinemas at the time. In the intervening 
years, The New York Times has declared that 
the inside-out design “turned the architecture 
world upside down.” To me, the Centre 
Pompidou’s palette of  mostly primary colours 
is reversely reminiscent of  the modern facelifts 
that are being applied to the brutalist grey 
Communist era Paneláks of  Czechoslovakia.

Whilst Rogers and Piano were composing 
inside out designs to turn their industry upside 
down, 1977 also saw Richard Dreyfuss bring 
the outside in and build his own megalith 

  The Centre Pompidou, Paris, 
where you can view 19080’s originals 
of ‘La Conica’ and ‘Juicy Salif’. 
Image: www.designingbuildings.co.uk

Paris  
has its 
own 
monster.
Le Figaro

  The Gateway Building at 
Buckinghamshire New University, High 
Wycombe campus. Image: Wikipedia 
Commons / Novacool88, CC BY 3.0.

Pevsner’s 
description 
of the 
trends of 
the time 
sounded 
like a 
scene from 
a horror 
movie.
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on a recce to the ghost town as he captured 
the emerging structures on film. My Groucho 
building would come along about 20 years later. 

My subsequent job in marketing 
communications saw me based in the West 
End, a few doors up from the building where, 
in 1969, The Beatles played Get Back on the 
roof. Other than a year working in Brussels, 
my work has kept me in the West End with 
only brief  forays into the Square Mile. 

The doors of  the Lloyd’s building officially 
opened in November 1986. Although I 
have seen much of  the outside, I have never 
stepped over the threshold to take in the 
view up inside the full-height central atrium 
(see opposite). Three months prior to its 
opening, David Cronenberg’s remake of  the 
film The Fly was released in cinemas, Ripley 
had donned a forklift exoskeleton in Aliens 
to continue her battle against xenomorph 
endoparasitoids, and Curiosity Killed The 
Cat were playing Misfit on the radio. 

The Fly is based on a 1957 short story by 
George Langelaan which was first made 
into a film in 1958, the same year that 
Webb designed his bowellistic building for 
his student project. The film’s protagonist 
is an eccentric inventor and scientist, Seth 
Brundle in the 1986 version, who lives in 
a stark, industrial warehouse decked out 
with exposed pipework and metal beams. 

But that’s not my analogy here. Nor is it 
that, with literally hundreds of  spotlights 
lighting its galleried offices, the up view 
through the Lloyd’s building’s atrium looks 
like a fly’s eye (through a fish-eye lens). 
It’s more what happened to Typhoon – 
the real name of  the baboon that played 
Brundle’s pet – and who Brundle attempts 
to teleport between two machine pods. 

In the first attempt, Typhoon is molecularly  
deconstructed and teleported from one 
pod to the other, but there’s a glitch in 
the computer coding for reconstructing 
him. What follows is a stomach-churning 
scene of  Bowellism in all its gory detail. 
“I think it turned the baboon inside-out,” 
says Brundle to the science journalist 
from Particle Magazine who is documenting 
the project. “It only seems to work on 
inanimate objects; nothing that’s living.”

Having successfully teleported a second 
baboon, Brundle teleports himself, but is 
accidentally fused with a fly. “Insects are 
very brutal,” he says, “no compassion, no 
compromise,” before his final and most 
gruesome experiment goes wrong and 
sees him becoming fused with the machine 
pod itself. Now a hideous insectoid-human 
hybrid with an exoskeleton of  metal pod 
door grilles, he is terminated by his now 
ex-girlfriend in an attempt to stop the 
accelerating chain of  grotesque incarnations.

The Lloyd’s building was once considered 
to be an ugly incarnation of  Brutalism and 
Bowellism, but it doesn’t get a look in on 
criticisms of  buildings today. Dwarfed by 
utensil-shaped towers, if  there is anyone 
who today still considers the building to 
be an eyesore, they would have to get up 
close and personal to even see it now.

A decade or so after the Lloyd’s building was 
completed, a new edition of  The City of  London 
(Pevsner Architectural Guides: Buildings of  England) 
was published, which describes the building as 
“the most consistently innovative building the 
City has seen since Soane’s Bank of  England”. 
Since Sir Nikolaus Pevsner died three years 
before the Lloyd’s building was completed, 
this presumably is the opinion of  the guide’s 
co-author, Simon Bradley, and no doubt kept 
bland to respect Pevsner’s own unpredictable 
views of  Modernism. I wonder how Pevsner 
himself  would have described it – and what he 
would make of  the fact that this example of  
Bowellism is now a Grade I Listed building. 

in his living room, in the form of  a muddy 
model of  the Devil’s Tower laccolith, using 
the contents of  his garden and the next 
door neighbour’s chicken wire. Meanwhile 
(continuing with the French theme) François 
Truffaut was playing with sound-to-colour 
synesthesia and Tonic-Sol-Fa to feed the 
Pompidou’s colour palette to a giant billboard, 
messaging a UFO mothership to return a 
straggle of  alien abductees to a landing pad 
carved into the side of  the real Devil’s Tower. 
(Yes, all of  that could have been said in just 
six words, but where’s the fun in that?)

Across the pond, Jeff  Wayne had been 
working on synthesising his own set of  
leitmotifs for a musical version of  The War of  
the Worlds, culminating in the exultant ‘ulla’ cry 
of  H G Wells’ Martian fighting machines – 
the now notorious sound that is…‘Ooh-la’.

A NIGHTMARE ON LIME STREET

Hot on the heels of  the Centre Pompidou 
came Rogers’ design for Lloyd’s of  London 
in Lime Street. Subdued in comparison to 
the Paris structure, but both designs draw 
on ideas presented in Webb’s 1958 design 
for the Furniture Manufacturer’s Association 
and subsequent Archigram work. As I see it, 
the Lloyd’s building also draws on brutalist 

ideas in designs like the 1963 Yale Art and 
Architecture Building, with a hint of  the 1972 
Trellick Tower thrown in. Construction started 
in 1978, the same year that Dallas hit our TV 
screens. So cover the crude concrete structure 
in an array of  metal pipes, in the style of  an 
oil refinery, and you have some idea of  what 
struck the City of  London in November 1986.

The design of  the Lloyd’s building was a 
radical idea for a 200-year old institution, 
the most famous insurance company in the 
world that was still updating entries in its loss 
book with quill and ink (and still does). But its 
entire raison d’etre is risk and the company’s 
Board supported a cutting-edge design.

No one would have believed in the last year 
of  the building’s construction that the Board 
would be forced to resign. The new Chairman 
was, allegedly, not so accommodating, 
and the general reaction to the building 
on completion was hostile. A nightmare 
both inside and outside the building.

BRUTAL INSECTS

At the turn of  the 1990s, I was working 
in a brutalist (and infested) building in 
St Katharine Docks. Further afield, Canary 
Wharf  as we know it today barely existed and I 
often accompanied my photographer boyfriend 

 Up-view of the central atrium 
inside the Lloyd’s building, looking 
strangely like a fly’s eye. Image: 
Colin/Wikimedia Commons,  
CC-BY-SA 4.0.

  Images that didn’t make it into the main article, from top to bottom: 
(1) Typhoon pre-teleportation in a teleportation pod in the 1986 film 
The Fly. Credit: 20th Century Fox. (2) François Truffaut inviting UFOs 
to Devil’s Tower in the 1977 film Close Encounters of the Third Kind. 
Credit: Sony Pictures. (3) Richard Dreyfuss building a replica of Devil’s 
Tower, in the 1977 film Close Encounters of the Third Kind. Credit: 
Sony Pictures. (4) Panelák Záběhlice-Zahradní Město, Prague. 
Credit: ŠJů/Wikimedia Commons. (5) Finding strange pods in the 
outhouse in the 1956 film Invasion of the Body Snatchers. Credit: Allied 
Artists. (6) Bowels and stomach from Sobotta’s Atlas and Textbook of 
Human Anatomy, 1906. Credit: Dr. Johannes Sobotta.  (7) A squid-like 
Martian in H G Wells’ novel The War of the Worlds, 1906. Illustration 
by Henrique Alvim Corrêa. (8) City of London sightseers. Credit: 
Negative Space on Pexels. (10) Bonnefanten Museum, Maastricht. 
Credit: Mussklprozz/Wikimedia Commons, CC-BY-SA-3.0. (10) La 
Cupola coffee-maker, Basilica di San Gaudenzio, and a structure for 
Venice. Illustrations by Aldo Rossi. (11) A B-2 aircraft aka Stealth 
Bomber. Credit: Onetwo1/Wikimedia Commons, CC-BY-SA-3.0. (12) 
Waitrose at Canary Wharf. Credit: rg-group.co.uk. (13) Groucho 
Marx in the 1933 film Duck Soup. Credit: Paramount Pictures.

 Mike Trim’s album cover 
illustration of a Martian fighting 
machine for Jeff Wayne’s 1978 
musical version of The War of 
the Worlds.


