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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


Diving for Pearls


Who doesn’t love a love story? Maggie Kay offers us a glimpse into the winding path of one who seriously explores her own spiritual life, and then reaches for someone with whom to share that life as it blossoms. Her book, Diving for Pearls, encourages all of us to find our way of taking the plunge.


Oriah Mountain Dreamer, Best-selling author of The Invitation (HarperONE, San Francisco)


Diving for Pearls is like a beautiful cloth woven from the richly colored threads of inspiring stories, insightful explanations of timeless wisdom made relevant for the contemporary world and immensely practical tips for direct personal experience. It’s like Maggie Kay is right there beside you sharing her pearls so that you may find your own. Wherever you are on the journey to find love, wrap yourself up in this wise and wonderful book; you’ll emerge transformed and ready for love to find you!


Julia McCutchen, Intuitive mentor, teacher and author of Conscious Writing: Discover Your True Voice Through Mindfulness and More (Hay House)


Maggie’s Pearls are just that – little nuggets of wisdom that sparkle like inspirational incendiaries as you contemplate and apply them to your own life. In a marketplace that is saturated with self-help books, this is a refreshingly genuine spiritual inquiry layered with many practical insights. In addition, I think this lovely book offers one of the clearest interpretations of Buddhist wisdom that I have ever come across. I highly recommend it.


Richard Rudd, Spiritual teacher, poet and founder/author of Gene Keys (Watkins)


Diving for Pearls is a lovely weave of Maggie Kay’s personal journey to love and enlightenment together with practical advice on meditation, manifestation and how to open your heart. Reading it in itself has raised my vibration – a delightful way to align with this most beautiful soul.


Rachel Elnaugh, Entrepreneur, author, former BBC TV’s Dragons’ Den ‘Dragon’ and co-creator of SourceTV


This book is a delight! It is a wonderful mix of love story and ‘how to find love’ guidance. With insights into spiritual wisdom and an easy, accessible approach to meditation, Pearls is packed with inspiration and tools to help you manifest your ideal match. If finding love feels like a shot in the dark, Diving for Pearls is a must read.


Dawn Breslin, Best-selling Hay House author, speaker, coach and founder of Harmonizing
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Diving for Pearls is dedicated to my beloved soul mate, husband and best friend, Patrick Edgecombe.









Holy Cornishman


Your eyes declare you


Oh creek-boy


Fisher-man


(As you would have us know)


Who won young battles and charmed the girls


Kicked against those who would pin you down


Shrugging them off to find your own way


Dreaming on the water, listening to the tides


Yes, your eyes betray you, wild one


At once the guise of Cornish roguery is undone


Revealing the sweet, sweet heart that is the truth of you


More delicate than the gentle river breeze


And in your eyes I see an ocean universe


A place of immensity traversed by you


The wisdom of those travels, shining


The passion of those heartlands, burning


Yet so tender, your gaze upon my face


And I, too, am undone


Naked, innocent, beautiful


Before such eyes


Written by Maggie for Patrick on his birthday 4th April 2003
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Preface


This book is part true love story and part how-to guide. In these pages, I take you with me on the spiritual adventure of my life and share how I eventually found what I was longing for – deep trust in my own inner wisdom and a true love, soul mate and life partner that can meet me on all levels. Along with the story, I share the insights and learning that lit the way for me with the hope that this will also help illuminate your path of love and wisdom.


My quest for wisdom began when I was a child, trying to figure out if church had the answers to life’s big questions. Continuing by studying psychology at university, I was profoundly affected by the death of my father and discovered the practice of meditation. For nearly two decades thereafter, I trained for and became an ordained Buddhist.


But wisdom wasn’t enough. Although denying it for many years, deep down I also ached to be properly partnered by a soul mate – a true love that shared every aspect of my life. A series of experiences finally brought me to fulfill that destiny and the ensuing spiritual renaissance resulted in the resigning of my ordination and the founding of Thrivecraft – an inspirational coaching practice providing a universal path of love and wisdom for all.


Echoing my own journey, the first half of Pearls is about inner wisdom. Along with this part of my story, I share tips and teachings on meditation, mindfulness and intuition so that you too can tune in to your own natural inner wisdom.


The second half focuses on finding true love and includes my ‘Get Ready For Love’ step-by-step guide. I also describe how inner wisdom continues to serve a deepening relationship once you’ve met a partner (or, indeed, reveals when it is time to move on).


It is my dear wish that you will be inspired by my story and tips, transported by a special ‘Ask Your Inner Wisdom’ meditation I have created and recapture your natural entitlement to be completely guided and supported in all that you do. Go ahead and find the kind of love and wisdom that you so desire and so deserve. Dive for your pearls – they are right here and they are all yours.


Maggie Kay










THE INVITATION


It doesn’t interest me what you do for a living.


I want to know what you ache for, and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart’s longing.


It doesn’t interest me how old you are. I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, for your dream, for the adventure of being alive.


It doesn’t interest me what planets are squaring your moon. I want to know if you have touched the center of your own sorrow, if you have been opened by life’s betrayals or have become shriveled and closed from fear of further pain. I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving to hide it or fade it or fix it.


I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, to be realistic, to remember the limitations of being human.


It doesn’t interest me if the story you are telling me is true. I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself, if you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul, if you can be faithless and therefore trustworthy.


I want to know if you can see beauty, even when it’s not pretty, every day, and if you can source your own life from its presence.


I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand on the edge of the lake and shout to the silver of the full moon, “Yes!”


It doesn’t interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. I want to know if you can get up, after the night of grief and despair, weary and bruised to the bone, and do what needs to be done to feed the children.


It doesn’t interest me who you know or how you came to be here. I want to know if you will stand in the center of the fire with me and not shrink back.


It doesn’t interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. I want to know what sustains you, from the inside, when all else falls away.


I want to know if you can be alone with yourself and if you truly like the company you keep in the empty moments.


By Oriah “Mountain Dreamer” House from her book, THE INVITATION © 1999. Published by HarperONE, San Francisco. All rights reserved. Presented with permission of the author oriah.org.








Chapter 1



Dipping a Toe


First Taste of Meditation


“Did that happen to you too?” I eventually gasped when I opened my eyes after the meditation. I was somewhat startled and embarrassed at what my maiden experience had just delivered. But the other participants in the meditation class simply smiled vaguely at my outburst. Only the twinkle in our teacher’s eyes told me that perhaps my experience wasn’t so strange.


Not that I was able to put it into words anyway. I had just been doing what I was told to do – sit still, close my eyes and focus on my breath. At first it was just nice and quiet and relaxing, but then something else started to happen. With every breath in, I was increasingly filled with a gorgeous sensation that almost had me swooning. Soon my whole body was exploding into smithereens of ecstasy – not what I was expecting from meditation at all!


I looked up at the great golden Buddha statue emanating peace around the room. Surely that wasn’t what his serene smile was all about? I would soon find out, but as yet, I had hardly even registered that I was at a Buddhist center. I wasn’t interested in religion at this time in my life. As a 19-year-old psychology student, I considered myself to be a social scientist. Meditation was only of interest because I wanted to learn more about the power of the human mind.


Here in the first floor shrine room of the Glasgow Buddhist Centre the burning incense was doing a decent job of covering up the spicy smells from the Indian restaurant downstairs. I quite liked the faint pulse of Eastern music that made it up through the thick carpet we were sitting on. The rumble of city traffic was also just discernible through the triple glazed windows, yet it seemed we were cocooned in stillness. What an exotic, peaceful sanctuary I had happened upon in the middle of my beloved Scottish home city.


It was January 1984. I was a third year student at university where I was taking a degree in psychology. The last few months had passed in a craze of partying having split up from my first love and left my home town. I relished my own piece of cheap rented freedom in the city, but suddenly, in the middle of a New Year party, I realized I didn’t feel very happy. Looking around at the dingy apartment and lack of attractive men to distract me, it dawned on me that, actually, not far under the surface, I felt empty.


And so, clearing my head during a week’s skiing trip, I made a complete about turn. When I returned, I stopped partying, became vegetarian and was a regular at the gym. The veggie recipe book I found in my student flat mentioned meditation which sparked my curiosity, however, it was my new yoga class that gave me my first taste.


Actually, not quite my first …


Mind Stretch


I was 11 when I decided to try out all of my local church ‘Sunday Schools’ for children to see what was on offer. I did not find much to inspire me, but the experiment did its job; I concluded that I was not convinced by what was being taught and adopted my dad’s mantle of scientific skepticism. There was always an easy tolerance between the female churchgoing members of my family and the male agnostics, but for now, I had picked my side with the men.


That year, my older brother, Jim, found some instructions for meditation. We tried it out, earnestly holding one ear, then the other and then both for 10 minutes each, breathing quietly. It could have been a yoga practice, or more likely, one of my brother’s typical practical jokes, but the effect was rather good. Whatever it was, an abiding memory of the stillness of that half hour is with me to this day.


Despite my dad’s current intellectual position on religion, I was later to form the opinion that he was suppressing a rather mystical nature – reinforced by discovering that, as a youngster, he had spoken of becoming a Minister of Religion.


Mum went to church every Sunday and prayed at night before sleeping. Like most of the female members of the family, her spiritual principles were down-to-earth, warm and easygoing. Our parents had agreed that my brother, sister and I would have the freedom and opportunity to make up our own minds about what we believed in and practiced.


Dad used to expand our minds with trips to the observatory to see the stars in the night sky, and with fascinating accounts of the evolution of the human species. My imagination was stretched and exhilarated in contemplating such infinite space and time. Having enormous faith in human endeavor, Dad was excited about the scientific and technological breakthroughs of his era and furnished us with a magazine called World of Wonder which we children loved to read every week.


What blew my mind most of all, however, was Dad’s story about his near death experience when he was very sick as a little boy. This is something he had completely forgotten about until he read the Reader’s Digest break-through feature on the subject 35 years later. After reading the magazine article with shocked recognition, he couldn’t wait to share his long buried childhood experience with us.
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