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FOREWORD


barbara hulanicki


The world sees me foremost as a fashion designer – I am associated with fashion, of course, through Biba. But what many don’t realize is that when it comes to fashion, interiors are just as important as clothes, in fact, interiors are a key part of fashion, both as a background to clothes and as a stage for the cultural zeitgeist.
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Biba is rooted in vintage, inspired by antiques, of course, but back then in our twenties we couldn’t afford that. Instead, it was down to World’s End [an area in Chelsea, London] on a Saturday morning at 4am, where we would be found eagerly awaiting the arrival of trucks filled with vintage, V&A-museum-quality stuff piled high and sold cheap.


Biba evolved both with us and with our customers, from teens first leaving home and living in bedsits, to growing up and starting to have babies, moving into their first flats. Then our customers didn’t just need clothes but home furnishings too. We only ever made necessities. We were a practical lifestyle brand. To me it was obvious to sell the very things I needed as I knew anything I needed my customers would also need. But practicality doesn’t mean a lack of style. I was a working mother, so practicality came naturally; we brought out prams, furniture, homeware and even baked beans, all emboldened with Biba design and style.


In the Big Biba store, which opened in 1973, we created different room sets to give our customers ideas of how to style things. We would change it up often to keep things exciting. As we lived across from Kensington Palace in those days, I think Big Biba absolutely had a royal influence – I am a firm believer in taking influence from wherever you go.


My late husband, Fitz [Stephen Fitz-Simon], was inspiration for the shop décor. He absolutely hated going into shops with me, so since our very first Biba store, I made sure to have sofas for people to lounge on. The atmosphere we created in our stores was like a living room, a relaxed, comfortable environment. All the girls would bring their boyfriends, the shop would be filled with celebrities and musicians, everyone would feel comfortable.


Kids that age were living away from home for the first time, most of them in tiny bedsits. They’d say our shops were better than being at home, as they were opulent with lots of pillows and cushions – things they certainly didn’t have in their own homes.


Back in those days, you didn’t buy stuff for your house, instead it was handed down and you inherited all your furniture. It was only in the 60s and 70s, with the impact of Habitat, that people started to take more of an interest in homeware and have more control in their own home décor.


I think Estelle and 70s House Manchester is the next Habitat – it is the most important creative look since Conran. It is brilliant because it gives people the courage to use products without fear. On Instagram, where 70s House Manchester first launched, Estelle let people into her home which was filled with colour and amazing furniture. As she boldly showed us the inside of her home, even the bath water, it made me laugh, but also respect the openness of inviting the world inside.


One thing I find fabulous about 70s House Manchester is all the orange, because back in my Big Biba days orange was an absolute no-no! Interiors were inspired by Victorian colours – mushy plums and purples, dark, rich shades – as were the clothes. When I first saw the book, I thought wow, look at all that amazing furniture and treasure collected over many years. It is the opposite of what we see in magazines and TV, homes with no chutzpah, no individuality. Instead, this book acts as a guide, it shows how to use colour and pattern, how to search for your own vintage pieces and most importantly how to bring your own personality into your home. Estelle is an authority on 70s style and this book will show you step by step how to bring that style into your own home.


Love
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“Absolutely incredible, the designs of the wallpaper are super... it’s not just one room, it’s your whole house – the bathroom, my god!”






About Estelle


I was born in the east of England, the daughter of a cabinet maker and small-time antiques dealer. Furniture was always around me, from pieces my father bought and restored and going to junk shops and auctions. I knew how to clean down a band saw by the age of four, and artisans such as silversmiths and upholsterers were common visitors. I had always loved interiors; my doll’s house never really had dolls in it, but I was constantly decorating and making new pieces for it, cutting pictures from magazines, or making a faux polar bear rug for in front of the fire. It is fair to say that I had extreme illusions of grandeur.
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As a young child, our holidays were centred around what antiques shops and jumble sales there were locally. Many a time we would come home with items strapped to the roof rack or balanced and packed around us kids on the back seat; we looked like the Clampetts from The Beverly Hillbillies. But my dad always said, ‘Where there is a will, there is a way’, a motto that I also stand by when collecting furniture, and one which has made me laugh on more than one occasion as my own son has since been packed in around various finds in the back of the car. My partner sighs, rolls his eyes, and gets on with putting our own bargains on the roof rack.


Growing up in our family, either you were bored stiff, or you got with the programme and started collecting yourself. Items from the 60s and 70s were widely available in charity shops, auctions and at jumble sales, and my sister even worked for a time for an auctioneer’s, so occasionally I would be able to get my grubby paws on unsold items from the general household auctions that people had asked to be disposed of: kitsch Tretchikoff-style chalkware lamps of glamorous ladies, old records, the lot.


My first forays into retro interior design came from trying to turn my teenage bedroom into what a 13-year-old thought was a version of the fashion store Biba, with ostrich feathers in vases and palm plants. My parents had lived in London in the swinging 60s and early 70s – my mum worked for an interior design company on Kensington Church Street and visited Biba in her lunch hour, while my dad was production manager for a furniture company in Fulham that worked with ex-service men. They recounted combined tales of hedonistic parties, fabulous shops and watching amazing bands. They even saw Jimi Hendrix perform in 1967 when my dad was at Leicester College of Art. My mum remembers Hendrix wearing a red military coat and playing guitar with his teeth, while my dad laments about someone ‘nicking his best embroidered waistcoat’. When prompted they both would tell you about their 60s and 70s make-do-and-mend attitude to interior design, where they bought antiques to mix and match with contemporary items, such as using an old Union Jack flag as a bedspread, painting the bedroom ceiling sky blue, then gluing cloud shaped polystyrene ceiling tiles on it ‘to cover the cracks’, or pinning an Ingrid Boulting/Biba makeup poster in the loo. I emulated this as best I could using the £13.50 ($15) I earned per week in my first Saturday job. I bought huge paper lanterns and coloured light bulbs – I remember my mum being nonplussed about the red one; and I didn’t understand the seedy undertones of this lighting choice. I settled with a green one for a time, but even with the light on it was like I was living in a swamp. Incense wafted around – you could cut the air with a knife – while I wore cotton hippie dresses and listened to music by Cat Stevens and Melanie, taken from my parent’s vinyl collection, on my battered hi-fi. Naturally I was derided at school for the most part, labelled odd and weird due to my clothing and musical choices, preferring George Harrison and Jim Morrison over Bros and New Kids on the Block as my pin ups.


By the time I reached university, fortunately I met like-minded fans: we dressed in clothes from the 70s, listened to music from that decade and foraged the sides of roads, skips, tips and charity shops for furniture and accessories to decorate our dingy student digs. We hauled home teak sideboards found in skips; ate our dinners off Denby pottery, found for £1 ($1.30) in the Salvation Army shop; and put mass-market classic artworks on our walls. We skipped classes to go to rummage sales, and to barter with the eccentric second-hand shop owner of Scrooge on the Kettering Road, Northampton. There we found the best/worst taste items of clothing and accessories that we could. This was a time before eBay, before vintage clothing and homeware became glamorous and trendy – to us, it was second-hand. ‘Mid-century’, an interiors term that was coined in the late 80s, started to grow slowly as a trend. This seemed far too serious and grown up for us, we instead opted for shag pile and crazy purple curtains, hunted for lava lamps and beaded curtains – what others considered bad taste. I remember this time fondly, as the halcyon days of finding cheap and cheerful retro goodies – to us it was bright, fun and nostalgic – we loved it. To others it was junk, but to us it was gold.


Student life for the most part was good, apart from the cellar of our student digs, which we drew short straws to go in with the plagues of wasps, rats and hedgehogs (it’s a long story). We went to soul nights in Northampton and Birmingham, and I made lifelong friends through our combined love of retro fashion and music. The mid-90s was a time of Brit Pop, but also one of the first retrospectives of 60s and 70s subcultures. My friends were mods, skins, punks and hippies – the outcasts, the dreamers, the artists, the visionaries. We didn’t want to fit in, we wanted to be different and this is how we achieved it. I finally felt like I belonged and that I was no longer the odd one out. As I write this, I can remember quite clearly our homes, and our clothes, some of which were carelessly lost in the mists of time, and some pieces that I still own and cherish almost 30 years on. Sadly, so few photos of all this exist, in a time before the advent of social media and before people documented their lives, homes and even their dinners on their phones. I am partly sad about the lack of photographs of some of my formative years, but also incredibly grateful that my many faux pas have not been committed to the internet for eternity.


[image: image]


Graduating in fashion and then working for over 20 years in the luxury fashion industry as a technical designer and product developer, and latterly as head of technical design for one of the royal tailors on Savile Row, I watched how fashion and interiors often mirrored themselves. Trends came and went, inspired by interiors; and interiors that were inspired by fashion. While the rest of the world was looking at minimalist interiors or shabby chic in the 00s, in my own home I was still hoarding G Plan, bemoaning people who ‘ruined’ vintage furniture by painting it. I was putting heavily patterned wallpaper up and painting walls turquoise, or trying to play it cool when I came across a framed Tretchikoff’s Balinese Girl in a house clearance for a few pounds. Friends would look to me when clearing out their grandparents’ homes, and I would fill my car and home with their unwanted cast-offs while they affectionately joked that I had ‘pensioner chic’. Almost 30 years later, I am sat in our home, surrounded by the product of three decades of collecting, reading, learning, honing my taste and switching out furniture for a better ‘upgrade’. Most people assumed my love of orange and swirls would have diminished by my forties, but here I am, with a greater understanding and passion for the decade of style that I fell in love with in my teens. It never occurred to me that the way I decorated my home was unusual, it was just something I loved: being surrounded by happy, meaningful pieces which fill me with nostalgia. Friends urged me to share my interiors on social media which led to people inquiring about using the house as a location for fashion shoots and, much to my surprise, it snowballed. People wanted to know where I bought my furniture, where to source wallpaper, fabrics, accessories, and suddenly people were interested in our home style and wanted it in their homes too. Historically, two of the items I struggled to find in great quantity were wallpaper and fabrics. It dawned on me one day that there was a gap in the market, and that if I loved these things, and other people wanted them too, then why didn’t I make them? I was, after all, a product developer at heart, and interiors weren’t that dissimilar to fashion, surely? A hobby soon became a self-funded brand based on a hairbrained idea. After a year, the collection of wallcoverings and fabric is now complemented by home accessories such as art prints, cushions, tea towels, candles and, my personal favourite, Christmas decorations, and is expanding rapidly. The designs are all unapologetically bold, bright and screamingly 70s in design – all inspired by the decade I love. Products within the range are currently sourced within the UK, focusing on north-west England and local, independent, ethical family businesses are used where possible. Our home continues to be available to hire as a location for film, photography and television, and I have been dubbed the ‘goto’ 70s-style expert, featuring in the national and global press. I am also a regular specialist dealer on BBC’s The Bidding Room, presented by national treasure Nigel Havers. When I look back over my life so far, no one is more surprised than me as to where my love of orange has taken me…





[image: image]


@70shousemanchester
www.70shousemanchester.com
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Why the70s?


WELCOME TO THE 70S!


Some may suggest that this was the decade that taste forgot, but scratch under the surface of the shag pile and you will find the most amazing, beautiful and memorable interior and product design.


The purpose of this book is to inspire and not dictate to you. This is an ideas book for you to take elements of areas you love and translate them into your own home. There are no rules to decorating, contrary to what people will tell you. Your home and style are unique and personal to you and what you love. This book will not tell you what palette is on trend or how to decorate, but it will open your eyes and senses to a whole world of glorious colour, texture, pattern, design, and aspects from the era to pick and choose from and call your own. The home layouts are not only loaded with ideas and tips but also prove that you don’t necessarily need an unlimited budget to be able to achieve this retro style.


The first question people always ask me, Why the 70s? My answer is usually, Why not..? For me it is one of the most stylistically diverse decades, with everything from the clean lines of the late 60s and early 70s space-age inspired designs, through art deco-inspired Big Biba, Disco and Studio 54, past Laura Ashley and what would now be termed ‘cottage core’, and landing up with punk. To deride the 70s as the decade that taste forgot is lazy, heaping together ten years into one homogenous brown lump.


You can open any history book or look online and find accounts of the decade: I could write a piece about the well-known social and political movements, about how the 70s was in fact the start of modern consumerist culture; I could write about the three-day week, the power shortages, piles of rubbish in the street, soaring costs, racism and feminism. It was politically a tumultuous decade. It would be fair to say that I enjoy vintage style, not vintage values.


But these aren’t my memories of the 70s, not what inspires me with my home and style today. I was born in the 70s and my earliest memories are of brown walls, rya rugs and my dad playing The Moody Blues’ ‘Nights in White Satin’ on vinyl. I remember listening to the Grease soundtrack on the radio while sitting on a potty, and the warm and simple comforts of home and my parents. Our house wasn’t standard set up, we lived adjoining my father’s workshop and still, to this day, the smells of certain varnishes and lacquers remind me of my youth. We didn’t have a fancy home, it was simple, a basic conversion, with an outside toilet, it was dry and mostly warm, and I never remember wanting more. I partially attribute my longing and nostalgia for the late 70s to the fact that our home at that time flooded out and I was, along with my family, made homeless. For me, the loss of items at a young age grew into a longing to replace what was once there, but this has since evolved into a passion for collecting that is not purely from a perspective of familiarity and comfort. This is not to say that I had an unhappy childhood, but, as for most people growing up in that decade, it wasn’t easy.
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Some of my earliest memories of interiors I was familiar with were relics of the 60s and 70s. While this era can be considered to be the start of modern consumerist culture, people still bought and kept their furniture, often for decades, unlike the wasteful generation we have become, where Instagram influencers seem to decorate every few weeks for sponsored content. My grandparents’ houses, both maternal and paternal, were perfect examples of this, sources of great interest and conflicting styles. My paternal grandparents had moved into their new home post war, which was a typical council house with coloured Marley floor tiles, and small gardens to the front and rear. It had an early built-in kitchen and utilitarian bathroom. My father’s parents had gone big on teak during the late 60s, and it was very much in their style to buy what was fashionable and the best they could afford. The furniture was much revered by my slightly domineering grandmother, Ada, who ritualistically cleaned it with teak oil and proudly set up the sideboard and gateleg table with black vinyl chairs and produced strange culinary concoctions for Sunday lunch. She was much like an unskilled Fanny Cradock – one could never tell what you were actually eating – who, almost in caricature would shout at my henpecked, pipe-smoking grandfather, Charlie, declaring at every meal that they needed a new tin for the Yorkshire pudding, blaming shoddy manufacturing, and not stopping to think that her dubious cookery was to blame. In contrast to this very formal, overbearing and ‘look don’t touch’ set up, my maternal grandparents were an absolute dream. Where Ada ruled with iron, Reg and Hannah operated on an entirely different level. Theirs was a home of the wonderous, bizarre, homemade and, most importantly to me as a young and impressionable child, kitsch. They had a brown and orange bouclé sofa, a heavily patterned floral carpet, faux onyx tables with sleek chrome legs, a giant flokati-style rug (called Hairy Mary), Rumtopf West German pottery vases, huge 70s lights and corner shelves full of unusual Murano glass picked up on their travels around the world. I admired their sunburst clock in the dining room, remember the net curtains and mass-market art, and lament their perfectly manicured front garden, with rows of gladioli carefully tended. They had flock wallpaper in burnt gold, something so tactile that you could stroke it, and an avocado bathroom suite. Reg and Hannah were the bees’ knees in my eyes: they were fun, exotic and ever so slightly bonkers. It is fair to say that they had a huge impact on me in different ways. Reg, a painter and decorator by trade, is responsible for me learning to wallpaper, almost by osmosis, studying him carefully as a child with his white decorator’s overalls on, a Woodbine in his mouth and flat cap on his head. Hannah, on the other hand, would have been a modern-day stylist. She had no qualms about swapping rooms and furniture around, with gay abandon, hunting down treasure in charity shops and making home furnishings from everyday objects, known colloquially as ‘mackeling’ – my mother attributes my habits to Hannah’s genes.
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Some have called our home a tribute to the 70s but, in fact, most ordinary people would not have lived like this in the 70s. If you open a vintage interiors book from the era, or flick through a 70s magazine, most enduring images of the decade offer a skewed look as to how the average person decorated their home. Theirs would have been a mix of items from years past, and a hodge-podge of styles much like that of my own grandparents’ and parents’ homes. People rarely embraced a full-on look; this was usually the preserve of the rich and famous or interior designers and architects.


It is fair to say that how we have chosen to decorate our home is not the norm for most people and yes, it is on the extreme side of collecting. Our location home, 70s House Manchester, is therefore a whimsy, picking and choosing various aspects of retro and 70s design that appealed directly to my senses. It is a fantasy of what I would want a home to look like, my take on an imaginary 70s interior, an escapism from today’s grey mediocrity, a nod to the nostalgia of my youth, and perhaps a desperate need to recreate that comfort and security of home as a child? It is not intended to be a tribute, or a pastiche or even an accurate representation of the era, mostly because I don’t want my home to be covered in wood chip and to smell of cigarettes.


I needed our home to be fresh and relevant, and fit for life in the twenty-first century. I adore the styling and design of the 70s era, but I also needed to make it work for me and my family today. I have no desire to live in a museum, or a home so filled with all kinds of ‘things’ from the decade that it looks like an overfilled junk shop. With a young child and a cat, I don’t want to be too precious about our collection that it interferes with our day-to-day life, I want to enjoy the playing and painting that goes hand in hand with family life. For us, and our child, there is nothing out of the ordinary of living in a house full of quality second-hand pieces. It is hard however, as an appreciator and collector, to differentiate the intrinsic value of a piece with what it was initially designed for, and that was to be used and lived with and enjoyed.


All the books and magazines that I own from the decade show beautifully styled homes with expensive Italian furniture, high-end lights and accessories. The gardens are manicured, with equally stylish people in evening attire enjoying cocktail parties. Then, as now, these are the things that people aspired to, but they aren’t real life. Real life is buying on a budget, buying the best that you can afford at the time and sometimes living with things that aren’t quite perfect. It also means that items are of significance – a book, a cherished toy or an ornament that might not fit into a sterile design but means the world to you. Sure, my space-age looking Keracolor TV might have been designed in 1968 (going on sale in 1970). Our sofa, despite being incredibly modern-looking, is in fact from 1975; the modular Ladderax units date from the mid-70s; the marble dining table from the late 70s – this is a mishmash of items I have found over the 30 years since I first started collecting, but somehow, they work. My home may not suit a purist but it is a reflection of the items that I enjoy and want to have around me. I believe they work because I love them. When people ask me what to look for and buy, I only ever advocate buying things you love, as at the end of the day you are the ones living with these pieces.


Buying second-hand is to us a way of life, it has become so ingrained in the way we are that we rarely buy new; it’s not that we couldn’t buy new, we just choose not to. Where once buying second-hand was the cornerstone of classism, a marker of those less able to afford new (a concept that was turned upon its head, ironically, in the 70s), it is now one of privilege as a result of the increased interest in all things retro and the subsequent gentrification of the concept of ‘vintage’.


Over the years I’ve bought and sold furniture, replacing existing pieces with something different when I fancied a change, and upgrading when I saw the chance of selling one thing to afford another.


One of the greatest things about buying preloved homewares is that you rarely lose money on an item of furniture or an accessory. I have also found, over the years, that a lot of high-street retailers copy vintage style, but rarely vintage quality. Every year in the UK we throw out around 9 million tonnes (10 million tons) of furniture, most of which is either incinerated or buried in landfill sites. By preserving and reusing this furniture, we can help to conserve the environment and its valuable resources, not to mention that using pre-existing furniture helps the circular economy of vintage dealers, creating employment for all manner of experts from house-clearance specialists, furniture restorers and upholsterers.


Our home isn’t an expansive split-level mid-century, nor a mansion; it is a well-proportioned, humble end-of-terrace house. It was built at the turn of the twentieth century, and is typical of Manchester and much of the UK. The success of how I have chosen to decorate the house is that its roots lie very firmly in the 70s but it is still modern, relevant and it doesn’t look like I live in a junk shop. Editing is everything. I have been guilty of piling it high and buying everything I can find and then lumping it all together, however it is the editing and styling that gives you that polished look.


What I have achieved is a relatable home, one where I hope you can look at the photographs and think that, with paint and a little imagination, you could achieve something similar. You might go from buying a vintage sofa on eBay to finding your own cohesive retro style by rummaging at your local vintage store or car boot sale.


70s House will enable you to transform a room so that it is relatable yet retro – a swanky pad to impress your friends and family and above all to relax and entertain in.




“Have nothing in your houses that you do not know to be beautiful or believe to be useful.”


William Morris








[image: image]






70s style overview


One of the things I have touched upon is the fact that the ten years from 1970 to 1979 were incredibly diverse with adopted styles. This is one of the reasons that I love the 70s; out of all of the previous decades, and those that followed, it has been a melting pot of style and design and one that people still take huge amounts of inspiration from, in terms of design, interiors and fashion nearly 50 years later.
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So, what were the main styles of the 70s? As with all fashion and design, things evolve gradually and subtly over a period of time – no one suddenly changed everything to black ash furniture at the turn of midnight 1979!


The 70s were the beginning of the end of ‘mid-century modern’ design. Even though the decade is occasionally amalgamated into the mid-century timeline, the modern aspect of mid-century where architects and interior designers sought out simplistic designs based on functionality and elegance during the post-war period of the 50s and 60s, is certainly not the most recognized 70s aesthetic. The 70s took the mid-century modern design principles, turned them on their head, cranked the volume up and brought back ornamentation to interior design that hadn’t been since the turn of the century.


At the start of the decade, we saw a hangover from the halcyon days of the late 60s, with its flower power and swirling, acid-soaked designs and psychedelia. Hippie styling and the free love culture was still very much prominent right through the decade along with the new self-sufficiency movement.
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