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Praise for
Live Like You Mean It


“You’ll search a long time before you find a sweeter heart, deeper faith, and better communicator than Kathy Troccoli. I’ve known her more than a decade—she’s a fresh voice for these tough times.”

—MAX LUCADO, best-selling author of It’s Not About Me, When God Whispers Your Name, and other books




“Live Like You Mean It is the feel-good book of the season—filled with vital girlfriend chatter and other melodious matters of a woman’s heart. Kathy’s deep, rich, honest voice is matched by her radiant spiritual vigor for life! Enjoy!”

—PATSY CLAIRMONT, Women of Faith speaker and author of I Grew Up Little




“It is a tragedy when we fail to live our one glorious life for someone or something less than Jesus. I know of no one I respect more for living a rich, full, passionate, and Christ-centered life than Kathy Troccoli. She invites us to the strength of faithfulness and the glorious sensuality of love. This is a book to savor as you marvel at the life God has created for you to live.”

—DAN B. ALLENDER PHD, president of Mars Hill Graduate School and author of The Wounded Heart and To Be Told




“If there is anyone who swallows life in great gulps, it’s Kathy Troccoli. It’s not just that she’s Italian—though I admit that helps—but also that she has chosen to follow a God who is not risk-free but who promises a life of abondanza, as Kathy would say. The great news, as this delightful book shows us, is that a fully alive life is not just an Italian party; it’s for the Irish, too, and for the Russian, German, Japanese, Iranian, and …”

—GLORIA GAITHER, lyricist, author, and speaker




“Kathy Troccoli lives life to the fullest. Whether singing to the masses in sold-out concerts or reaching out to children in remote African villages, Kathy seeks to bless others and, as she describes, ‘to absorb the glory of every moment.’ She not only absorbs it, she exudes it. Her stirring words will inspire readers to seize the life of passion, romance, and adventure that Christ freely offers.”

—JAMES ROBISON, president and founder of LIFE Outreach International




“From her colorful Italian heritage to her present worldwide ministry, Kathy Troccoli is one of the finest, most enjoyable talents on stage today. With warmth, humor, charm, and incredible giftedness, my wonderful friend steals your heart. But there’s so much more. She loves God, people, and life. Read all about it in Live Like You Mean It.”

—LUCI SWINDOLL, speaker and author of I Married Adventure




“Reading this book is like opening a box full of love letters. Kathy’s passion for God spills off every page as she describes the richness of life He has given her. Live Like You Mean It is honest, unguarded, funny, and extremely inspirational as Kathy encourages all of us to experience how wonderful life can be if we trust God completely. I believe she means it.”

—R. MARTIN COLEMAN, chief operating officer of FamilyNet Television
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For Maria.
You inspire me.
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An Invitation

Somewhere Over the Rainbow


I find in myself a desire, which no experience in this world can satisfy. The most profitable explanation is that I was made for another world.

C. S. LEWIS
Mere Christianity



Paris called me the other day. At sixteen, my friend Ellie’s daughter is a colorful teenager and quite an independent soul. I was a little surprised but complimented when she said she had a couple of questions to ask me and needed my advice. Most of the time I imagine she is thinking I’m either the biggest nerd or a pretty cool singer-friend of her mother’s.

“Okay, Kathlini [her nickname for me], I am doing a report and I need a couple of adjectives to describe my parents. I thought you might be able to come up with some good ones for them. I have some, but they seem pretty boring. Can you help me?”

“Hmm … Well, Paris, let’s see. I would say integrity for your dad. You know how he lives his life with the family and in business.”

“Oh, yeah … good … that’s a good one.”

“And for your mom, I’d have to say that colorful would be at the top of my list. She is like a human kaleidoscope. Funny, intelligent, gregarious. You know how much she reminds us of Lucille Ball when she does crazy things.” (When Ellie goofs off, Paris and her siblings usually roll their eyes, as teenagers will do, but I practically roll on the floor belly laughing.)

“Yeah. You’re right. That’s another good one.”

I went on to suggest some more words for her parents, as well as for her brother and sister. It was endearing for me to hear her readily agree with the complimentary descriptions. We chatted for a few more minutes, and I was just about to say good-bye when Paris piped up.

“Do you know what adjective I would use for you, Kathlini?”

“Excuse me?”

“I have an adjective that describes you.”

“Okay,” I replied, a bit hesitantly.

“Rich. I think you are rich. I don’t mean money rich. You are rich in your life—in your soul.”

“Wow, Paris. Thank you. That really blesses me.”

Outwardly I was trying to sound cool, but inside I was practically hyperventilating with awe: She’s been watching me that closely? I didn’t realize that this teenager I had known since her childhood even had an opinion about me. I closed my eyes and thanked God.

“Well … I’ll see you soon,” Paris said. “Love you. Bye.”

I hung up the phone and let my young friend’s words sink deep into my heart.
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Do you ever have those days when nothing makes sense and you wonder if anything matters? I certainly do. I live with an ache in my soul for my real home. This life certainly isn’t heaven. I have good days and bad days. Actually I have some really fabulous days and some really devastating ones. I even have days when I still question the point of my very existence.

But I do have a love for life—when I’m not wishing myself out of the discomfort of this world. I am eager to live my days with passion and a spirit of adventure. I am determined to live life richly and to let its bouquet romance my soul. I am committed to give life all I’ve got.


• I love to laugh till my belly hurts; I have cried as hard.

• I enjoy people, but they can hurt me.

• Friends love me, and I can hurt them.

• Bread comforts me. So does pizza … and Oreos. (But I hate how these delicacies can so easily end up around my thighs and my middle.)

• I love to sleep, but I hate the sound of the alarm clock.

• I am always amazed when the sun sets. I wish I got out of bed more often to see it rise.

• I work really hard, but I can play with just as much energy.



Life is fast and life is full. It brings enormous heartache but possesses a silencing beauty. I don’t want to miss a thing.

I wasn’t always this way. Living with a burning sense of purpose and enthusiastic zest for life is not my natural approach. Even though I’ve long been a fiery extrovert who loves to go for the gusto, my soul has always been laced with a certain melancholy. My upbringing in an Italian-American family did give me a lot of what you would expect from the stereotype of that background—like the loud way of expressing myself, which can sound like I’m angry, but I’m just being passionate about something. Oh, and the gigantic hugs. I remember when I first moved to Nashville in the early eighties, I invaded people’s space all the time. I could tell by their body language and the looks on their faces. Why is this woman I met two seconds ago hugging me and kissing me on the cheek?

I quickly learned the art of air kissing, although I’m not very good at it. I still err on the side of invasion. My mother thought it rude and disrespectful if I didn’t kiss and hug people every time I entered and left a room. It didn’t matter if there was one person or fifty.

“Say good-bye to so-and-so, Kathleen.”

At the time, I hated it. Especially men with scruffy beards and women drenched with nauseating perfume. Yuck. I didn’t know them, and I didn’t plan to see them again. But alas, it was the Italian way of life. I guess now I’m thankful for it, because it’s given me an openness and a welcoming style to my personality that I wouldn’t have had without my mother’s prodding.

I grew up on Long Island, New York, amid my mother’s side of the family—the Espositos, Gallellis, and Pellechias. My childhood world revolved around my cousins, especially Carmine and Dominick. I gravitated toward them because girl toys and games were so boring to me. Whatever we played, I got totally into it. I didn’t just play my part, I became the part. Whether it was cowgirl, spy, or racecar driver, I wanted to be the best.

It didn’t take me long to realize that I was quite different from my cousins. I thought about life and people more deeply and penetratingly than other kids did. I would cry a lot; I took things so hard.

Tempers flared often on our little Italian corner. Then there would be silence. Eventually, all would be well again—until the next episode. I would often wonder, with a heavy heart, Why can’t we get along? I would internalize the ache.

This was true in relation to just about everything. The pain in the mundane of life would have its way with my soul and emotions. A wounded kitten or dog would throw me into depression. My mom’s headache would make me run to the sink for a wet cloth and would leave me sick with worry. The sight of my grandma’s scarred flesh on her arm from a childhood accident would break my heart.

Little did I know that the ache would remain into adulthood because I have a pulse and I am still on this earth. Little did I know that people would still fight and not say they are sorry. And many, many sights and sounds would still leave my heart in anguish.

Falling in love with Jesus didn’t change my world, but it changed me and my perspective. I have gained more wisdom about this world and the things I cannot change, but I have also found some places where I can make my mark on eternity. I have a genuine love and compassion for people. Lots of pain and a little Italian heritage have increased my capacity to love. My sadness is often soothed by His grace and faithfulness—and by remembering to have a thankful heart. I can trust Him when I’m completely mystified. I can find comfort when I yearn for a glimpse of the other side. I know that eternity will hold my final answers. I’ll probably have no need then to ask the questions. And most of all, I’ll stop crying.
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I don’t think Paris would have called me rich if I didn’t know Jesus. More than half my lifetime ago I asked Jesus to come into my heart. I initially loved Him just because I understood what He did for me, and at that point I couldn’t possibly ignore it. But I believe I love Him now far more than I did in my honeymoon time. He holds out hope and I strive to hang on to it. He makes me believe that I’m going to make it
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