
Becky Ramsey’s deliciously vibrant memoir will whisk you on an armchair 
pilgrimage to a tiny village in France, where, amid cobblestone streets, a ginger-
bread church, and a cast of quirky characters, you’ll brush against the everyday 
sacredness of life. A delightful read filled with whimsy and charm, The Holy 
Éclair will leave you craving pain au chocolat and inspired to catch your own 
holy-ordinary glimpses of God.

—Michelle DeRusha, author of Spiritual Misfit, A Memoir of  
Uneasy Faith, and Katharina and Martin Luther:  

The Radical Marriage of a Runaway Nun and a Renegade Monk

!
Becky Ramsey’s French immersion is not just one of logistics and language. 
She finds that the rituals of faith from her Baptist life in South Carolina sim-
ply do not translate to the heart of France. Steeped in the language of prayer 
and reverence, Ramsey discovers the sensuality of faith—the presence of God 
in painting and conversation, in letting go of “productivity,” in mothering, in 
beauty, in apple cider, and in the perfect French éclair. Her spiritual journey 
is one for readers of all faiths, a revelation in the saints who surround us each 
day and the presence of God beyond the walls and the work of the church. But 
even more importantly, hers is a gentle message much needed in the conversa-
tion of spiritual shoulds and musts for today’s Christian woman: that savoring 
God in the perfect éclair can and should be enough for one day.

—Angela Nickerson, author of A Journey into Michelangelo’s Rome

!
Far from her home in South Carolina, Becky Ramsey struggled to keep her 
spiritual life exactly as it had always been—full of church-going, volunteerism, 
and Bible study. But faced with the entrancing nature of her new home in 
France, she wandered far afield into a land of saints and cathedrals, strong 
coffee and holy pastries. Becky not only awoke as a joyful Christian while in 
France, but also awoke as a spirited writer. The Holy Éclair is the rollicking 
story of that awakening, told in exquisite and delicious prose.

—Deb Richardson-Moore, author of The Cover Story,  
The Cantaloupe Thief, and The Weight of Mercy:  

A Novice Pastor on the City Streets



Even from the author’s notes, before the book officially begins, I was capti-
vated by Becky Ramsey’s writing style, sense of humor, and above all else her 
relatability. So relatable, in fact, I was reminded of the great David Sedaris as 
Becky described the woes of navigating French pharmacies and explanations 
of suppositories for a sick child with vivid and hilarious detail! There is noth-
ing holier-than-thou to be found in Ramsey’s pages: you will instantly feel like 
you’ve found your new favorite friend.

—Michelle Icard, author of Middle School Makeover:  
Improving the Way You and Your Child Navigate the Middle School Years

!
In her new book, The Holy Éclair, Becky Ramsey takes the reader back to a 
delightful place described in her earlier book, French by Heart. Now, Becky 
invites us to return to La Belle, France and revisit people and places—and it feels 
good! On this visit Becky uses her ability to tell a story, describe it in detail, and 
then wrap it together with her brilliant sense of humor and challenging spiritual 
depth. As she shares her learnings from her experiences with people, situations 
and church, she communicates a discovery of God’s presence and purpose for 
her life. Then, through her powerful taglines, prayers and lessons learned, Becky 
gives readers permission to press at our own boundaries and celebrate life where 
we are. The Holy Éclair is a gift of sweet freedom. “Take, eat!”

—Ka’thy Gore Chappell 
 Leadership Development Coordinator 

 Cooperative Baptist Fellowship of North Carolina 

!
Every shared moment of Becky Ramsey’s life is a mini memoir. Each paragraph 
and page is packed full of ponderings and worthy of a pause. The laughter or 
tears they invoke are indicative of how honestly and freely she opens her life 
to us. I found myself very easily connecting my celebrations and struggles to 
hers. The Holy Éclair is simply fun and inspiring.

—Jim Dant, Senior Pastor
First Baptist Church, Greenville, South Carolina



MORE FROM BECKY RAMSEY
French By Heart:  

An American Family’s Adventures in La Belle France

Can a family of five from deep in the heart of 
Dixie find happiness smack dab in the middle  

of France? French By Heart is the story of an all-
American family pulling up stakes and finding a new 
home in Clermont-Ferrand, a city four hours south 
of Paris known more for its smoke-spitting facto-
ries and car dealerships than for its location in the 
Auvergne, the lush heartland of France dotted with 
crumbling castles and sunflower fields. The Ramseys 
are not jet-setters; they’re a regular family with big-
hearted and rambunctious kids. Quickly their lives 
go from covered-dish suppers to smoky dinner par-

ties with heated polemics, from being surrounded by Southern hospitality to 
receiving funny looks if the children play in the yard without shoes.

A charming tale with world-class characters, French By Heart reads like 
letters from your funniest friend. More than just a slice of life in France, it’s 
a heartwarming account of a family coming of age and learning what “home 
sweet home” really means.

!
First-time author Ramsey adopts a sweet but never cloying tone to tell the 
charming story of her family’s four-year stint in Clermont-Ferrand, France. 
Ramsey, a young mother of three whose husband’s company relocates them to 
France, recounts what it feels like to sell the family home in South Carolina, 
say good-bye to everyone they know and move overseas. Rather than tell the 
story chronologically, Ramsey links the narrative to everyday events recalling the 
pitfalls and petite triumphs inherent in each encounter. Moreover, because the 
family’s command of French is minimal, routine tasks often become embarrass-
ing lessons. Ultimately, Ramsey and her family embrace their adopted country’s 
language and customs. Entering a bookstore, she finds herself surrounded by 
graceful young women in high heels, short skirts and stylish leather blazers, 
while she is “standing there in my big red field jacket and clunky black clogs . . . 
like a frumpy giant.” Ramsey acknowledges telling “the whole truth, even when 
it makes me look ridiculous”—and this results in an endearing memoir.

—Publishers Weekly



Travel books can generally be divided into two categories. First there are the 
ones in which all the traveling is done in the journey to an intended destina-
tion, at which point the writer stays put. And then there are the books in 
which the writer never stops—jetting, cycling, cruising, or otherwise gambol-
ing about—often at breakneck, TGV speed.

Rebecca S. Ramsey’s French by Heart: An American Family’s Adventures 
in La Belle France offers no such pretensions. Unlike the flotilla of expatriates 
who publish memoirs of their sojourns in France, Ramsey is neither a pro-
fessional writer nor an epicurean, neither an aspiring artist nor a trust-fund 
loafer. She’s a teacher who shops at J. C. Penney and lives with her husband, 
a tire designer, in Kensington Farm, “a good subdivision, full of perfectly fine 
vinyl-sided two-story houses, with a swim team, close to the soccer fields and 
good schools” in Greer, S.C.

But when Michelin offers her husband a job in Clermont-Ferrand, an 
unremarkable industrial hub, she’s game to relocate her three children for a 
four-year stint. ‘‘I wanted to understand it all, the Frenchness of this place,’’ 
she writes. ‘‘Could we be French too, just for a little while?’’ Could a family 
of Baptists, whose children attend Vacation Bible School, survive in a land of 
lapsed Catholics where none of the neighbors ‘‘put wreathes on their doors or 
fake snow on their windows or light-up Santas or manger scenes in their yards 
the way people did back home’’? The answer, conveyed through a series of 
vignette-like chapters, each wrapped up neatly like a display in the Container 
Store, is ‘‘Not really.’’ A momentous tumble in a bookstore whose tall shelves 
are ‘‘arranged like a maze for skinny people,’’ where Ramsey, dressed in a ‘‘big 
red field jacket and clunky black clogs,’’ falls spectacularly over her rampaging 
toddler, comically encapsulates the reasons why.

In Ramsey’s eyes, her provincial counterparts are neither categorically 
adorable nor absurd, despite their indecipherable mutterings and behavior. 
Her accounts of their prosaic routines are unexpectedly engrossing. Although 
she can occasionally be sentimental, the mostly genial Ramsey can also be 
satisfyingly snippy and droll.

 —The New York Times



THE HOLY ÉCLAIR
Signs and Wonders from an Accidental Pilgrimage

REBECCA S. RAMSEY



© 2017
Published in the United States by Nurturing Faith Inc., Macon GA,

www.nurturingfaith.net.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available.

ISBN 978-1-63258-034-0

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America



For my reluctant saint in flannel and combat boots,  
Leah Jessie,  

who always made me laugh,  
especially at myself



Acknowledgments
Very special thanks to Nathan Bransford for helping me 

slog my way through the first messy writings and rewritings of 

this story, and to Jim Stewart and Kimberly Coates for their 

early readings and honest feedback. 

Thanks to Deb Richardson-Moore, Susie Wallace, and Jim 

Dant for their wisdom, generosity, and encouragement.

Thanks to my editor, Jackie Riley, for making me look 

better than I am, and to the kind folks at Nurturing Faith for 

helping me share my journey. 

Thanks to my mom, Judy Skaggs, for cheering me on and 

wrangling strangers all over the world into reading my work.

And finally, thanks to Todd and my patient, sweet family, 

for unveiling God to me in so many bizarre, hilarious, heart-

stunning ways. You will always be my favorite ragtag saints.



Author’s Note
I was still new to France the first time I held a saint card in my hands. 
If someone had passed it to me in South Carolina a year before, on 
the sidelines at soccer practice or at Wednesday night supper at First 
Baptist Greenville, I might have smiled, thought how strange and 
pretty it was—Joan of Arc with her little girl face and rosebud lips. I’m 
sure I would have flipped it over, commented on the novelty of it and 
passed it back.

But there on that August afternoon so many years ago, sitting in 
the sunshine on someone’s patio perfumed with lilac and rosemary, the 
hillside before me dotted with shuttered stone houses and van Gogh 
cedars, I found myself strangely drawn to the Joan in my hands, just 
as I would soon be drawn to the Mary on the playground of École 
St. Pierre, my children’s school, where she watched from her pedestal 
over lunchtime soccer matches, sometimes conveniently batting down 
a runaway ball with her dainty outstretched foot.

As I slipped the saint card into my wallet, between my carte de 
séjour and the ticket stub I’d saved from our final flight from Paris 
south to our new home in the heartland of France, I had no idea of 
what was about to happen to me. I’d been too busy gawking at my 
beautiful village, not to mention mothering Sarah, Ben, and Baby 
Sam; setting up house at allée des Cerisiers; and bumbling through our 
strange new life, hand in hand with my very own Michelin man whose 
job had moved us there.

But now, years later, I wonder: Did God in his humor send the Joan 
of Arc card my way? Was it a divine wink at what was to come? A holy 
hint, nudging me to open my eyes, to look for the ragtag saints and 
everyday wonders all around me with the same effort that I examined 
the man at the market selling live rabbits with bouquets of sage?

If it was a message, all I can say is “poor God.” I was so clueless. I 
just sat there, bouncing Baby Sam on my knee and chatting with the 
ladies, never guessing that I was about to fall into a sacred journey, 
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collecting along the way an entire deck of living holy cards of saints 
unaware who smoked and sang, who wore thigh-high boots and had 
dirt under their fingernails. How could I imagine that God was about 
to transform everyday nothings into holy signs and wonders, earning 
them cards as well?

I guess it was good that I didn’t know. If I’d had any idea, I surely 
would have put down the pistachios, yanked the kids into the car, 
zipped back home, and fastened the shutters behind me. I loved God 
with all my heart, but the thought of meeting up with his errand boys 
was a little unnerving.

This is the story of my accidental pilgrimage out of the pew and 
onto the cobblestone streets of Clermont Ferrand, France. These are 
the sacred ordinaries and holy nobodies I encountered and tucked 
inside my heart for safekeeping. This is how they changed my life.

!
Becky Ramsey is the minister to children at First 
Baptist Church of Greenville, South Carolina, and 
writes in her spare time. Her first book, French By 
Heart, tells the story of her family’s four years spent 
in a small village in central France. Her devotional 
work can be found in a number of magazines and in 
What’s a Nice God Like You Doing in a Place Like 
This? She and her husband Todd are the parents of 
three grown children and one grandchild. To read 
more from Becky, visit www.beckyramsey.info.


