
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Beginning 

ere I able to start afresh, the restaurant 

would not be called The Tapas Bar. No, it 

would have a truly evocative Spanish name. In fact, 

after it had been put up for sale, I developed a 

contingency plan whereby, if it dragged on 

indefinitely, I would downsize the menu to make it 

more easily manageable and re-brand it as La Rosa 

Blanca. I even registered the domain name! 

So, why, I hear you ask, was it ever called The 

Tapas Bar in the first place? Believe it or not, it was 

named after a food catalogue. I had bought the 

premises to run a small food wholesale company 

and it was decided to call the Spanish food side of 

the business “The Tapas Bar”. The catalogue 

contained all the usual meats, cheese and olives plus 

sauces, available in retail or bulk sizes. There were 

also a number of pre-cooked ready meals. 

On a bit of a whim really, the front of the 

premises was turned into a miniature tapas bar, 

ostensibly to entertain potential wholesale 

customers. The signage of course, reflected this. 

Then members of the public started coming in to 

have a coffee and some simple food, and the 

telephone began ringing for reservations. 
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For various reasons which I don’t need to go into 

here, the wholesale business and its one retail outlet 

were not going to plan. In fact, they were running at 

a crashing loss. A decision had to be made. All the 

packaging machinery was removed and the whole 

of the ground floor opened up and decorated. The 

kitchen, of course, was already there. A liquor 

licence was obtained and The Tapas Bar was 

opened. 

But why tapas in the first place? Well, a 

neighbour had recently moved to Mallorca. She’d 

been on holiday and liked it so much, she moved 

there. “Doing a Shirley Valentine”, as they say, 

though I actually hate that expression. Anyway, she 

invited me over for a holiday and I really didn’t 

want to go at first, what with Mallorca’s reputation 

for sun, sea and sex (not that I’m averse to any of 

the three, but I think you know what I mean), but I 

was duly persuaded so I made the trip. 

I arrived in Magaluf and my worst fears were 

realized. This was the height of the season and it 

was packed. My friend was living there, because 

that’s where the work was, but the following day we 

went into Palma and took the old wooden train to 

Sóller. By the end of the day, I was in love with the 

island, a love affair which has endured and grown 

to the present day. However, that is indeed another 

story. 



And the tapas? Ah yes, in those days, amongst 

all the English breakfasts and pub lunches, it was 

difficult to find Spanish food at all without 

venturing into the interior, but my friend had 

discovered a little gem in the shape of Méson 

Español, a tiny restaurant secreted in the middle of 

all the hustle and bustle. As I’ve written elsewhere, 

Andalucia is accepted as the birthplace of tapas and 

whilst they are now quite ubiquitous, that didn’t 

used to be the case, so this was quite a find. 

My first taste of tapas. Unfortunately, I can’t 

remember what the food was apart from the Spanish 

omelette, but it was something of an epiphany. 
Afterwards, I used to visit the place quite regularly, 

often with my daughter, and when I went alone, the 

owner would enquire, “Where is baby?”, even when 

she had become a teenager. 

Funnily enough, on a recent family holiday, we 

called in and there was El Patrón, still making the 

same excellent home-cooked food. I told him we 

had brought my granddaughter to see him and 

although he smiled benignly, I don’t think he 

remembered us. 

Upon my return from that first visit, I decided to 

try some tapas on the Specials board at my pub. 

They were very well received and not only that, as 

they were something completely new, with no 



comparisons, I could charge something of a 

premium. 

When I sold the pub and started up the wholesale 

business, I was relieved at no longer having to work 

evenings and weekends, but of course, as events 

subsequently unfolded, it was back to the old 

routine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Early Days 

f you are old enough, then you will know what 

it is like to look at ancient photographs from 

your collection and cringe at the fashions and 

hairstyles. Well, it’s just the same with old photos 

from The Tapas Bar archive. The quality is 

questionable and the content appalling, but in the 

same way that you really were the bee’s knees at the 

time, so the marketing photos were perfectly 

contemporary. But a miniature bull and Spanish 

guitar – really? 
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The original exterior lighting, of which 

fortunately, no photographs appear to remain, was a 

string of coloured bulbs which we thought looked 

great. Was it a restaurant or really a fairground 

attraction? 

We hadn’t been open very long when someone 

said to me, “A tapas bar in Todmorden? I don’t 

know if you’re brave or foolish, but I admire you.”  

Of course, there was very little competition then and 

people were prepared to travel, but the downside 

was that not everybody even knew what tapas were 

or, worse still, had completely the wrong idea. 

 


