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FOOD

taylor 
made

A new gastropub from the
Delta’s most decorated chef
offers a reminder: Change is
hard—but for the right people,
it’s always worthwhile.
BY BOYCE UPHOLT • PHOTOGRAPHY BY RORY DOYLE 

Taylor Bowen Ricketts takes a break.
Her food style remains familiar, but her
new restaurant offers a major update: a
well-stocked bar.
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TAYLOR BOWEN RICKETTS is ready for a break. It’s late afternoon, a
Thursday, the fourth evening since her new restaurant officially opened its
doors. Tonight, after picking up her daughter from school—it’s her turn in
the car pool—she had planned a quiet night at home.

Then came the last-minute call from a reporter. So here she is, being
interviewed at the bar of Delta Bistropub while her crew prepares. So close
to the action, Ricketts can’t help but worry—she sends servers scurrying to
shift tables to accommodate the growing list of reservations; she asks
everyone if they note an off odor. [They do not.]

At this point, she’s happy to have come close to a night off. “I think it’s
pretty awesome that I get to even try,” she says, attributing such freedom
to the quality of her team. “Surely I could not have done this by myself.”

Friends gather in the Bistropub for drinks and conversation.
The art—like this landscape by Carrollton native Tommy
Goodman—reflects the Pub’s unique vision of the Delta.
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The opening of Delta Bistropub—“the Pub” as Ricketts calls
it, designating its difference from its sister restaurant,

Delta Bistro—is a local culinary event. Ricketts, after all, is the
Delta’s sole owner of a James Beard regional “best chef”
nomination, and her creative take on Southern food has won
accolades in the national press.

Like much in Greenwood, Ricketts arrived at the behest of Fred
Carl. Nearly a decade ago Carl, then owner of Viking Range, asked
her husband, Darby Ricketts, to move down from Oxford to run
a local gourmet grocery. “Like a Whole Foods,” Taylor explains.
“Greenwood couldn’t handle that.”

In 2008, Carl and the Ricketts tried again. Delta Bistro, too,
was something new. Ricketts sometimes tells the story of the
“hubbub” surrounding her introduction of spring mix. The greens,
farm-fresh, sometimes housed worms. Some diners didn’t care that
she could name the farmer—they said they would rather have
lettuce doused in chemicals.

Ricketts had to learn how to compromise, but also how to push
her friends and neighbors towards new tastes. That’s true not just
about what people eat, but how, too.

She pauses to consider how to explain this. “The past and all
its—differences—still existed when I first came here,” she says. “It

was very unfamiliar to me.” 
Has it changed? “I have made it change,” she says, “at least

around me.” She’ll invite you to look in her kitchen, to note her
diverse staff.

Her affection for this “family” is obvious. “Everybody I work
with feels the same as I do,” she says. “We work together. We work
hard, or not at all.” That work extends into the community, and
lends new meaning to popular trend of having food more and
more local and home-made: Taylor asks all her employees to take a
weekly shift at a poultry farm just out of town, providing hard-to-
find labor in exchange for a price cut.   

This new restaurant was also Carl’s idea. “I said yeah,”
Ricketts says. “Why, I don’t know.”
Her devotion, though, is obvious. She became so involved that

her husband decided to join her team as manager. “He came out of
retirement to help me from going to Whitfield,” Ricketts jokes.

Almost everyone on staff has worked with her at Delta Bistro—
which, she says, will remain open, serving the lunch crowd that has
been its typical boon. “It’s like we’ve been operating two different
restaurants,” she says. “Now we’re splitting them physically.”

It wouldn’t be Taylor’s place if it didn’t offer change. Step inside

I just make things—sometimes it’s food, sometimes
it’s art, and sometimes it’s good times with friends.

– Taylor Bowen Ricketts“
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and you see it immediately: There’s no space in the Delta like this.
Part industrial, part chic, the place glows white: white walls, white
ceilings, white tiles along the bar. White lamps in the airy waiting
room, looking like they’ve been beamed in from a sci-fi vision of
outer space. 

Ricketts is as much an artist as a chef. She studied art at the
University of Mississippi, and her paintings hang alongside the bar.
But, like so much of the Pub, the space is not her vision alone.

“Fred had a lot to do with the design,” Ricketts says. “I picked
the white, then we started fighting over the art.” Those debates
make the look all the more representative of what the Pub means.
“It mixes styles and tastes and colors. It all works. The crowd that
comes in here is like that—all different people, and there’s
something for everybody.”

The biggest something is the bar—an amenity the Bistro lacked.
Sparkling beneath oversized mirrors, here it is the focus of the
room. There is a large list of wines, draft beer, and elegant
renditions of favorite cocktails—the Mississippi Mule, for example,
gets tweaked with a dash of bitters.

The menu, likewise, retains old favorites from the Bistro, but
they’ve been “dissected” slightly to nudge diners towards a way of
eating common in the nation’s urban dining hubs: small plates to

be shared among friends. “It’s easy to eat,” Ricketts says. “It’s just
real. It’s real food.”

The “heyday of Viking,” as Ricketts calls it, may have
passed, but her devotion to the community—and her drive

towards change—will not relent.
“We’ve already got ideas piling up.” Maybe outdoor seating.

Maybe a food truck. “We’re evolving. We’re going to see what
happens in the future and what this very amazingly unique town
can take.”

As she talks about these dreams, Ricketts seems to forget for a
moment the labor it took to get this far. “I don’t see it as work. I
don’t at all. If that’s what it is, I don’t want to do it. I just make
things—sometimes it’s food, sometimes it’s art, and sometimes it’s
good times with friends.”

Her daughter approaches the bar, interrupting her talk, and
gives her mother an affectionate shoulder-nuzzle. She holds up a
cell phone to show her mother the time.

That means it’s time to go. Scores of diners will be here soon.
Ricketts, for the first time in what feels like years, will be home,
truly not working, trusting her team—her family—to serve up
those good times. DM

The main attraction is not just suave style—it’s the food. The menu adds global influences to Southern
classics that Ricketts learned from her grandparents. From left: The Tin Roof Brownie Sundae offers a
sweet ending. Small plates abound, like the grilled shrimp skewers and rosemary garlic artichoke dip.
Unlike Delta Bistro, the Pub has a full bar, which serves up signature cocktails like the Mississippi Mule
and the Dirty South.
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