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Introduction

I

GOSPEL WHICH IS IN PART TWO OF THIS BOOK
in the early 1980s. The text was privately circulated in 1985, but
the whole story, including an account of the search for and discovery of the document, as well as important parts of the narrative,
were not completed until 2009.
Part One describes a spiritual quest no less taxing than the
adventures of the knights of King Arthur’s court and their search
for the Holy Grail. I sought my own Grail, starting with a childhood in India, a Near Death Experience after a broken back in
Canada in 1966, a PhD from the University of Leeds in England,
a university teaching and research career stretching from North
America, through the West Indies, India and into other parts of the
world, followed in 1991 by mosquito borne encephalitis in Western Canada with its resulting brain damage and almost complete
loss of memory and ego.
It seems strange that finding a new Gospel would include a broken back and a severe case of viral encephalitis, but the Spirit works
in mysterious ways. I discovered that the process of spiritual education is not just a simple matter of looking in books or sitting
quietly in monasteries. I thought The Thomas Book would be just a
new Gospel text independent of my daily experience. That was
before I discovered that this is a “living text,” both for me and for
others. Expect it to have profound effects on every aspect of your
life.
One of the biggest discoveries, which turned my whole world on
DISCOVERED THE
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its head, came in 2007, after I had submitted this book and The
Prayer of Silence (a book on a new kind of meditation based on the
awareness which my Near Death Experience opened to me) to a
publisher. It was then that I found how profoundly we are affected
by reincarnation; by the rebirth of the people we have been in the
past and by meeting others with whom we have had relations in
other lives. Not all discoveries of this sort are welcomed. There are
several people who would prefer I had not discovered who they
were in the past and who they pretend to be in the present.
Before I could truly come to terms with who I had been in the
past, and why I was the one who found this Gospel, I had to work
my way through the intrigue of a spiritual identity theft which
stretched over 2000 years, and the concerted effort of a number of
people to keep that stolen identity hidden. The drama of two millennia finds its conclusion in this book at the beginning of the
twenty-first century.
The Gospel I discovered in the early 1980s did not have a nativity story. However, in 2007, a strange new nativity story was not
merely written (this is also in Part One) but was actually lived out
in a surprising way in my own life. This new account brings into
question many of the cherished doctrines of the churches and may
be one of the most controversial parts of the whole story — and
perhaps one of the most liberating.
Who is telling this story? Who is this Thomas who gives us such
a radical new view of events surrounding the life, death and resurrection of Jesus? How was he able to reach through the centuries
and write his story in such a different age from that in which it
took place? Why was I the scribe who wrote it? You will find the
answers to these questions in the whole book, since they are interwoven in the present and past and the mysterious connections
between the two in the ever-present now of human consciousness.
Whether you start with Part One or Part Two, then, you will be
thrown into the middle of a surprising new vision of the life and
message of Jesus, the Christ. The book will give you a panoramic
view of life over centuries, since it presents a dynamic adventure of
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how human spiritual consciousness grows and changes over thousands of years. It feels as if the first century was yesterday, as if we
lived all our lives at the same time, molding and shaping them into
a work of living art which spans millennia.
This is the story of Judas Thomas, Jesus and the other disciples.
But it is also about me — a university professor who happened to
write a Gospel — and my search, deep into the realms of the spirit,
for information which may be able to liberate at least a few people
from their bonds. My search for patterns of thought and reaction
add to the efforts now underway to save our planet and help
humanity in its growth to spiritual maturity.
Many people are extremely concerned about the future of our
earth. I am one of those. And I believe that the solutions to our
potentially catastrophic situation must be found in an understanding of the “things of the spirit.” Religion, politics and science have
only compounded our human propensity for mutual self-destruction. A spiritual vision, which shows our fundamental oneness over
vast distances of time and space, may be able to help us in our
attempts to overcome the forces of division and conflict with which
we now have to deal.
This is a radically new vision of the events surrounding Jesus in
the first century. It is also a radically new vision of how human
consciousness functions. I hope you find it compelling, because
our survival may depend on it and others like it. It is one of a growing number of voices which is calling for change, from the roots
up, in the way we treat each other and the planet we share.

PART ONE

O

The Quest

1

Chapter One

O

Near Death and the
Lost Gospel
So I say to you, ask and it will be given to you:
Seek and you will find:
Knock and it will be opened to you.
(Luke 11:9)

W

I CAME BACK FROM THE DEAD IN THE SUMMER OF 1966,
I knew there was something terribly wrong with the Gospel stories
in the Bible. I didn’t know what the problem was, but I knew without a doubt that something had been badly distorted in the retelling of the events of Jesus’ life and death. I also knew that part of the
reason I came back to life was to solve this mystery.
But it wasn’t just the Gospels. My experience of death propelled
me on a spiritual quest to understand in greater depth the life to
which I had returned. If I could die and return to life, the world
was much larger than I had ever imagined. There was a vast spiritual potential I wanted to explore.
In death I had entered the sacred mystery central to all human
spiritual quests. The mystery is that death is not death — it is
merely a shift of consciousness, like birth. In birth we make a body
for ourselves; we continue making the body from day to day during
our life; and then in death we leave it behind to continue our life
HEN
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in a different state of awareness.
Jesus is central to this story. It is, after all, a Gospel in the tradition of the four canonical Gospels in the Bible. His experience and
teaching about death and resurrection came sharply into focus for
me when I realized that I had also died and risen, fulfilling his
words that “Unless a seed fall into the earth and die, it will not
attain eternal life.”
In death I had planted the seed. The rest of my life involved
tending, pruning and watering the young plant until it grew strong.
This book about my “Jesus quest” is part of the harvest from that
seed planted in a Near Death Experience (NDE) in 1966. Later I
refer to this as a “Death Experience,” because I believe I actually
went through the whole process of dying before coming back to
life. I was, therefore, not merely “near” death.
O
June 3, 1966, was a chilly, wet day. It was my third day on the job,
employed as a laborer on the early stages of a new retail complex in
downtown Regina, Saskatchewan, Canada. We worked in the mud
that day, cleaning up used lumber. I lifted up a piece of muddy
plywood, stepped ahead with it and fell feet first into an unmarked
piling shaft, plummeting thirty-seven feet into the dark depths of
the earth. The shock, as my heels hit bottom, was like a pile driver
sending shock waves up my back, shattering one of my vertebrae,
crushing it to half size, and badly fracturing two others. My internal organs were ripped out of place by the impact.
I survived for a few days, then my body stopped working and, as
one nurse told me later, “We thought we had lost you. We did
everything we could to bring you back, and when we were just
about ready to give up, suddenly you were there again.”
Death was the most interesting experience I have ever had. As
my physical system became unable to support life, I found myself
looking at the body from just about two feet above my left shoulder. But I was no longer a body. I was a centre of consciousness
which was connected with everything in the body by a kind of
comprehensive awareness, all at the same time. I was aware of all
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the cells, all the memories and all the life forces of the person,
“Bruce,” who had used that body as his home for a few, short
years.
Then I began to realize that, really, I was not this Bruce. I sensed
that the “glue” that held the cells together and made it possible for
what I had thought was “Bruce” to function as a coherent personality, was coming apart. From that time on I knew I was not my ego,
that part of us we tend to identify with in this life. I knew that I was
something much bigger and much more mysterious.
I thought to myself, with some excitement, “Wow! This is what
it is like to die.” There was no fear or pain, just an amazing sense of
recognition, as if I had been in this state before and had
forgotten.
Then “I,” as this centre of awareness, observed but also participated in extracting the memories from all the cells in the body
where they had been progressively stored as Bruce grew and experienced the world. Once the memories were removed, this new “I”
withdrew the energy field that held the cells together. Whatever
this disembodied “I” was, it was not just a passive observer of
events. I was active in the process of the death of the body and
seemed to be harvesting a whole range of memories and energies
from it.
Removing the memories and the life force from the person who
had been Bruce MacDonald took some time. Once that part of the
process of dying was complete, I shifted instantly into a different
dimension of being. The world of bodies disappeared and I found
myself in a self-luminous grey “time-landscape,” almost like clouds.
Here, it seemed that the farther away from me I looked the farther
back in time I was seeing.
This part of the process reminded me of an experience I had as
a child of about six years in the mountains of North India where I
grew up. I was standing on a path not far from the town of Mussoorie, looking down through a gap in the mountains to the Dun
Valley far below. Suddenly I found myself above my body, watching this young Bruce as he looked at the valley. I had somehow
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moved out of the child’s consciousness and knew that this experience
of looking at the valley was similar to one I had before birth. Then,
before entering life, I had looked down on the “Valley of Time”
much as the child looked on the Dun Valley.
I knew, from the perspective of the before-birth consciousness,
that I could have been born up the Valley of Time to the right, in
the future, or down to the left, in the past. But I had chosen to be
born in the present, in the spot visible between the mountains. In
the Time Landscape, the moment of birth had been about six years
earlier, on December 8, 1944, while war raged in Europe and the
Pacific — in the time of the ushering in of the nuclear age.
Time, I realized as a child, could exist apart from the world of
material objects which we think of as the only reality. In the Death
Experience of 1966, I had a similar sense of being in time and apart
from the physical world, only this time I was in the moment after
the life of Bruce had ended. I was not above the Time Landscape,
however, but still immersed in it. In fact, I was in a transitional
dimension of time which had some strange properties.
There were three men standing in this Time Landscape. For
many years after coming back, my earth mind would not accept
who they were, but in my spiritual state I had no surprise at meeting Yeshua (Jesus), Elijah and Moses, each receding into the Time
Landscape. Yeshua was a bit in front of me, but to the left: Elijah
was to my right, but farther away: and Moses was in the middle,
but farther back in time.
Also to the left, over Yeshua’s shoulder but higher up, as if in a
different dimension above time, was the tunnel of light which has
become so familiar from research into NDEs. It seemed to lead
outside of time, into a most attractive realm. This was 1966, a full
ten years before the first books on NDE’s had been published, but
although I had not read anything about this tunnel, I knew what
the tunnel was for, as if I had already experienced it in the past.
In fact, there was a familiarity about this experience which was a
bit surprising. I knew, if I wanted, I could go up into the amazing
love and light I sensed in the dimension where the tunnel led. Then
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I would be outside of time and its limitations. I also knew that if I
did go there, I would never want to return to the broken body back
in the hospital which was in the realm of space-time.
We four discussed a “project” that we were all part of, a project
which extended through the vast reaches of time, change and
growth of human consciousness. It involved a great many people
and extended into the past, well before Moses had been called by
the Burning Bush to be part of it. The Bruce MacDonald who had
just died had been preparing to play his role in the ever expanding
project. We discussed how to proceed now that he was dead.
After a while, we brought our deliberations to a close. There
were decisions to be made.
Yeshua turned to me. “You can go back, or you can stay here,”
he said, “But be aware that it will not be easy to heal your broken
body.”
I could move into the light or I could go back to the body. My
role in the project depended on what I decided at that moment.
At first I was noncommittal, as I thought about my options.
Then I said I felt I should return to the life which had been
Bruce.
Yeshua warned me, “You don’t have to. We can do this a different way. But if you do, remember the body is very badly smashed
up and it will be hard to get it going.”
I said I was sure I should go back. I felt my role in the project
was important to carry on through the body of Bruce because he
had established the experiences and relationships which would be
important in fulfilling the project.
Yeshua warned me a third time, almost severely this time, “You
don’t have to go back. We can do this in another way. The old
machine is really badly smashed up. It will take a long time to get
it going again. You don’t have to go back!”
I knew then that what I was proposing was going to be very difficult. But at that point I knew also that the best way to achieve our
goals was to return. So I said, “I will go back.”
The return was instant. We did not say farewell and there was no
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transition. I returned instantly to my body. But for a moment there
was a terrible realization — I could not get into the body. It was
dead. I had removed the memories and the life-force from it. The
unifying consciousness, which had made it possible to live, had
been withdrawn. As I looked around I also realized I could not
return to the spiritual state I had been in before. For a little while I
was at a loss what to do.
Then it came to me. I realized that I had to will the memories
back into the cells and then I had to draw the cells together into a
living whole by putting a magnetic field, a life field, around them
with my Spiritual Will.
I don’t know how long this process took, but it was the afternoon of the next day when I came to consciousness in a badly damaged body.
Yeshua was right. It took seven months of surgery, therapy and
wheelchairs just to get the old machine going well enough to walk
out of the hospital into a new life with braces on my back and leg
and with crutches to keep me from falling over.
With my death, I had been immersed in the greatest mystery of
the human condition. But I had also taken on an assignment. And
what an assignment! It seemed like an impossible task, to track
down what was wrong with the Gospels and to discover how my
experience of death related to the spiritual longing of humanity.
How was I to discover anything about the project which was the
focus of our discussion?
I didn’t bring any secrets back with me. When I returned I was
merely an ignorant young man with a broken body in a hospital
bed without any idea of how to proceed.
And, to make matters worse, I had lost my brief connection
with Yeshua and, often, in my pain, felt that even God had abandoned me. The phrase which Yeshua is quoted as having said on
the cross came to me often, “My God, my God, why have you
forsaken me?” It was as if I had crossed a wall of forgetfulness when
I returned to the body. In the years ahead I often felt terribly abandoned and pleaded in some of the darkest moments to be taken
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back into the light.
I did not understand why someone who had met Jesus and who
was involved in this profound spiritual project could be treated in
this way.
Now I understand. I had to struggle, like everyone, to find the
way back to that state of spiritual consciousness we all seek. If I had
been zapped with special powers of perception and didn’t have to
enter again into the limited human consciousness, I would not be
able to teach others because my experience would have been so different from that of other people. I had no special favors. I was on
my own. I had to conduct my own search, looking for clues wherever I could find them, just like everyone else. That was the best,
even if hardest, way for me to learn and then to teach.
I describe this process of returning to life in more detail in the
book called The Prayer of Silence. There I teach a meditative prayer
based on what I discovered as a result of my search. I provide not
only theory but the practical means to achieve a profound shift
into spiritual consciousness. You don’t need to die first! You can
experience dimensions beyond the body and ways to transform
your life in the body in amazing and powerful ways. And if you
have already had a Near Death Experience, this Prayer of Silence
will help you to integrate your experience into life.
I finally got the old machine going, even if only to a creaky start.
However, when I was discharged from the hospital, the real work
of solving the riddles began. What was wrong with the Gospels?
What did this Death Experience have to do with the growth of
human consciousness? What was my role in all of this?
Since I didn’t know what I had to learn or where I would find
solutions to the mysteries I carried with me, I decided to study
everything. I had been studying philosophy and theology in preparation for the Christian ministry, but I now knew that path was far
too narrow for my purposes.
In a sense I “fell into” studying literature, since in January of
1967, when I left the hospital, I couldn’t get into any other classes.
Many times in my life after that, I seemed to fall into a lot of
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things, experiencing over and over what many people on the
spiritual path experience — what Carl Jung called “synchronicities” —
which provide us with the experiences we need at a particular time
in our quest.
Perhaps finding this book has been a synchronicity for you. I
have had phone calls from people who have had this book literally
fall off a shelf into their hands.
In order to understand literature, I also had to understand the
creative processes which produce novels and poetry and plays,
seemingly out of nothing. So I read whatever I could on psychology, sociology, history, philosophy, religious studies, science,
anthropology and any subject which helped clarify this whole area
of the creative potential of humanity.
But creativity is a worldwide phenomenon, so I found myself
studying literature, culture and history from all over the world —
finally completing a BA in English and Philosophy from Mount
Allison University, an MA in English Literature from the University of New Brunswick, both in Canada, and a PhD from the University of Leeds in England, in “World Literature Written in
English,” with classes in African, Australian, Canadian, English,
Indian and West Indian literature and a dissertation on the effects
of the colonial experience in the fiction of Africa and the West
Indies.
I also held teaching positions at Acadia University, the University of New Brunswick and the University of Leeds before synchronicity brought me back to Regina exactly ten years after the
accident, to a position teaching Canadian and Commonwealth
Literature at the university where I had re-started my studies after
the accident. Then, as if to remind me that my first priority was
really to solve the puzzle of the Gospels, the texts which underlie
Christianity, I got a job at Luther College, a Lutheran federated
college of the University of Regina.
As you can see, I immersed myself in learning. I needed to find
out what other cultures and civilizations had to say about creativity,
spiritual experience, religion and human consciousness.
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I had thought that perhaps in this world-wide emphasis in my
searching I would find some obvious clues to the puzzle. But none
emerged. While teaching at Acadia University, a Baptist related
institution in Nova Scotia, I even purchased the Bible Society tract
versions of the Gospels and cut them up, pasting them into a notebook, trying to see if there was anything I could find that way. But
that didn’t give me any clues.
The Dead Sea Scrolls looked like they would provide some
answers, but the Roman Catholic scholars who controlled the
research on those would not release any of their findings until a
scandal and international pressure forced their publication in the
1990s, well after I had actually found the solution to the Gospel
mystery.
The Nag Hammadi Library, discovered in 1945 and published in
1977 (General ed., James M. Robinson, HarperSanFrancisco), provided some examples of early Gospels. However, many of them
arise from the concerns of small Gnostic sects and are written in
obscure, symbolic, mythological terms. That obscurity makes it difficult to pick up clues about what a new Gospel might look like.
The most important text in the collection, The Gospel of Thomas,
preserved almost undamaged, records a number of sayings of Jesus.
Some of them are quite similar to sayings in the four canonical
Gospels and it is likely one of the earliest collections of Jesus’ sayings in existence. It is obviously very important, but for my purposes, it was far too sketchy. (It did however, have profound
implications in establishing my first century identity, many years
after I had written the Gospel which follows here. I will explain
that shortly.)
A lot of research has been done by scholars exploring the development of the Jesus tradition and how that is reflected in the Gospels. But again, I found very little in the scholarly literature which
was helpful in solving my particular puzzle.
I was trained as a scholar and enjoyed working in archives and
searching through old manuscripts. I found a couple of important,
dusty and almost forgotten books in the Research Library in Post
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of Spain, Trinidad. I also discovered some important aspects of a
couple of 19th century Canadian writers by rummaging through
archival materials. But although that added to knowledge in my
academic field, it did not help with the Gospel mystery. I had
hoped that the solution would be as simple as finding a whole new
Gospel somewhere on a forgotten, dusty shelf, or in a hidden jar or,
like Morton Smith, in the binding of another book altogether.
Finally, I did not find what I was looking for in archives or any
other obvious place. I found the Gospel by exploring the mysteries
of consciousness through meditation and art.
I knew from my research that creativity is a strange process. I
wanted to know where artistic inspiration comes from. Writers
often make strange claims for the source of their inspiration. The
American novelist, William Faulkner, said that he wrote when the
voices spoke to him and stopped when they stopped. Margaret
Laurence, a Canadian novelist, said that it was the characters in her
novels who wrote her books. William Blake claimed supernatural
authorship for many of his poems and art.
Even Carl Jung, the “father of spiritual psychology,” channeled a
short work, Septum Sermones ad Mortuos (“Seven Sermons to the
Dead,”) as if possessed by the consciousness of a Gnostic writer
from the first century. His experience was preceded by ghostly presences in his house, which made it impossible for the family to
breathe freely, by a wildly ringing doorbell, when nobody was there,
and by a group of ghostly voices intoning, “We have come back
from Jerusalem where we found not what we sought.”
In all of this, it became obvious that there are mysteries of consciousness which most people are not familiar with. Creativity, I
discovered, often puts people in touch with some very strange
phenomena.
Many people will be familiar with A Course in Miracles. Dr.
Helen Schucman, a psychiatrist working in the United States,
started hearing a voice telling her to write in the evenings after
work. She wrote three long, inspired volumes which came from
some mysterious dimension of consciousness. I found it difficult to
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put myself in the ranks of people like her, or in the company of
Edgar Cayce with his readings or with Jane Roberts and the Seth
Books, although I was to find that Cayce and A Course in Miracles
would become a surprising part of my adventure.
I was a rational scholar, I thought, and it was with reason that I
would find the solution to the mystery of the Gospels. However, I
gradually realized what should have been obvious from my own
academic work — that reason, however valuable and important in
our lives on this planet, has its limits, because it cannot move
beyond the evidence and beliefs with which it starts. Reason is a
way of drawing conclusions from evidence — it is not a way of
deriving evidence in the first place.
Reason, without appropriate values or vision, can even lead to
our destruction. As the Australian Nobel Laureate novelist, Patrick
White, writes in one of his novels, “Reason finally puts a gun to its
head and doesn’t always miss.” Nuclear weapons, sectarian violence
and terrorism are all rational pursuits: it is just that the people who
would use them to destroy us, have applied their reason to ideas,
beliefs and premises which most of us abhor. The really profound,
earth changing and life saving truths have to be discovered using
other processes of consciousness.
It is interesting I did not realize this sooner. I had started a career
as a sculptor as a parallel activity to my academic research. I would
“see” the sculptures in my mind, draw them to remind me of what
they looked like and then make them in three dimensions in wood
or steel. I was taking an inner vision and making it into something
physically visible. I channeled sculptures in the same way that Jane
Roberts and Edgar Cayce channeled information. Many artists do
this. It took a while to realize that the process of channeling words
was similar to what I was doing with art.
I hadn’t thought to look in my own consciousness for the lost
Gospel!
However, in 1979, after being at Luther College for less than a
year, I had to undergo emergency surgery on my back. During the
recovery process I used meditation as a way of repairing my back
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and other medical issues — with great success. Once I became
aware of how the mind could directly affect the body, how we
human beings are capable of knowing and affecting reality in ways
that are not obvious to the prevailing rational materialism of our
culture, I was ready to start looking within myself. After all, Yeshua
had said that the “Kingdom of God is within you.” Perhaps the
information I sought was also there.
I started a program of intense, transformative meditation and,
after a few months of entering regularly into a variety of meditative
states, I was surprised to find Yeshua appear again, almost like seeing one of my sculptures with my inner vision. But he was obviously alive and I could communicate with him.
He smiled and asked me why it had taken so long to get back to
his level again. It was wonderful to see him. Almost fifteen years of
searching had elapsed since I last saw him during the Death Experience. I realized that by doing meditation regularly I had raised my
level of consciousness to where it had been when I died. I realized
that what we called death was merely a shift of consciousness which
could be achieved through meditation instead of dying.
At this point I entered a whole new area of exploration. In my
regular time in the Silence, Yeshua would point out things I needed
to learn or conflicts I should settle and I would proceed to put his
words into effect in my daily life of teaching, marking essays,
research, committee work and all the activities of being a university
professor. I was beginning to get a sense of how I could answer at
least one of the riddles I had been given to solve in 1966. I was
exploring the nature of consciousness.
But what was wrong with the Gospel stories? As I meditated,
Yeshua continued to give me instructions which I would write in
my journal. Gradually, his instructions became longer. As this progressed, I realized that I not only had a large body of teachings
which were helpful in guiding me, personally, but that many of
them were obviously not intended just for me. In addition to this,
I realized that many of Yeshua’s words went beyond guidance for
the inner path. They offered a vision of our spiritual nature, and of
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the nature of life and of God, which were obviously heretical in
terms of accepted Christian doctrines, but which provided much
more spiritual and psychological meaning than most of the other
Christian writings I had read.
So, I discovered, part of the problem was that the teachings had
been distorted over the centuries.
I must admit, I was getting a bit nervous about having this large
collection of “Jesus sayings,” with their obviously heretical content,
almost like The Gospel of Thomas from The Nag Hammadi Library.
I was actually writing a “Gnostic Gospel.”
What would my colleagues at Luther College say? What would
people in the church say? What would my inner critic say, which
still clung to many of the traditional beliefs with which it had been
raised?
Perhaps most disturbing for me at the time was wondering what
my family would say. My father, Rev. Peter S. MacDonald, was a
United Church of Canada minister who had served many congregations in Nova Scotia, India and Bermuda. He had been the President of the Maritime Conference of the church. My uncle, Rt. Rev.
W. Clarke MacDonald, was the Moderator of the church. My sister
was a United Church minister and my brother was a priest in the
Anglican Church. My brother-in-law was a Presbyterian minister
in the church in Trinidad. I was active in the church as Chairman
of the Central Board of our local congregation and taught at Luther
College. I was surrounded with church connections and here I was
producing Jesus sayings and listening to Yeshua himself every day
as I did my meditation!
Once I had collected enough of these teachings to make a small
book of Jesus sayings, I wondered what I should do with them.
Yeshua just said to be patient. I was anything but patient. This was
exciting, but also in a strange way, quite terrifying. I did not want
to be among those who did channeling of this sort. It was, quite
frankly, weird. It also seemed to put a lot of responsibility on me. I
thought that, somehow, I should be sharing them but I had no idea
what to do with the teachings.
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And, strangely, I hadn’t found the new Gospel: I had written it.
It was a “sayings Gospel,” like the “Q” [Source] Gospel the scholars
spoke of that Matthew, Mark and Luke must have drawn from, or
like The Gospel of Thomas, which kept cropping up in my research
and thinking. That in itself would have been striking enough, if
that had been all I received, but there was more to come.
I needed to find some explanation which would help my rational mind deal with all this non-rational material. It was of some
comfort to know that others had gone through the same self doubt
I was going through as I entered deeper into the mystical realms,
the Kingdom of God within. There were people like St. John of
the Cross who was severely persecuted by his fellow monks, almost
to the point of death, for his mystical discoveries — only after he
died in exile and obscurity was he recognized for the great visionary he was.
Thomas Aquinas had been a religious rationalist in his early life
but later gave that up, claiming his great rational analyses of the
faith were all straw and chaff. He opted for meditative prayer, for
“Infused Contemplation,” instead. Even Emanuel Swedenborg,
who had been a mining engineer, inventor and scientist, later
entered through mystical experience into the realms of the spirit
and wrote several books about his visions. The list goes on. I was by
no means alone in being torn between the life of reason and the
growing inner perception of the spiritual potential of human consciousness. But even with this realization, it felt lonely at the time.
There is a concept in Tibetan Buddhism which is helpful in
understanding what came next. The Tibetan Buddhists speak of a
kind of text called a “terma.” A terma is a text which is hidden in
one lifetime in order to be found in another. Sometimes it is hidden in a physical place, so that the person hiding it can find it in
another lifetime more conducive to its reception. It might be hidden in a jar in the desert to be found by an archaeologist who does
not realize he is the one who actually hid it in the first place.
But a terma can also be hidden in consciousness. Since it is the
consciousness that survives, not the body, the text can be encoded
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in the deep levels of the psyche, to be retrieved later, when it is safe
and appropriate to make it known. A terma is a product of consciousness extended through time.
Time seemed to be important to everything that was happening.
As a child I had stood outside of time to wonder about the purpose
of being born in 1944. In 1966 I had met Yeshua, Elijah and Moses
in a time landscape, discussing the project which had to be achieved
in time. Now, in writing the text of The Thomas Book I seemed to
be communicating through time, as if the past had somehow
touched the present.
In meditation I had been able to move to a level of consciousness, either where I could communicate through time with Yeshua
or, more likely, where time was no longer a barrier and we were
communicating beyond the limits of time. That was surprising
enough, but not as surprising to me as what followed.
The Gospel I was receiving was not to be just a sayings Gospel,
although the teachings were to be central in the final product. After
I had a large body of Yeshua’s sayings, there was a switch. This one
is difficult to explain. I might say that a narrative “started to write
itself ” in my journal, but that does not account for the complex
process which was involved.
When I entered meditation and moved my consciousness to the
level where I usually encountered Yeshua, I sensed a different
“voice” speaking in the inner being. Again, it was a bit like the
sculptures appearing in my mind, except that scenes and actions
and words all came together at once. I would “see” a scene or an
event, feel the emotions, sense the ideas and at the same time the
words were available to describe what I saw. I merely had to write
the words down, with the inner vision as an aid to getting them
just right. It seemed like my consciousness had entered into the
senses of someone else, seeing and feeling what he saw and felt.
I also sensed that the inner voice was drawing on my extensive
language and literary education, so that readers will often find
echoes of poems or novels which give just the extra meaning which
is required at a particular point in the narrative. All of my
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consciousness was being used to write the narrative, whereas Yeshua’s teachings were almost straight dictation.
As more of the narrative was written, I began to get a sense of
how the teachings I had already written fitted into the story. People
have told me that the book flows beautifully, each part fitting naturally into the next. But putting the Gospel together was like a giant
jig-saw puzzle. I would describe an event, fit in the teachings which
I knew were appropriate at that point, then write some more events
and perhaps even have Yeshua give me more teachings, then find
some of the teachings I already had that were supposed to go in at
another point. It was a complex process, not at all like the kind of
continuous transmission which was involved in the Seth Books or
A Course in Miracles.
I sensed almost immediately that the voice writing the story part
of the Gospel was not Yeshua. It had a different quality to it and
was intensely visual, with a lot of emotional overlay, as if coming
from someone who had been searching for meaning for many years,
someone who had been deeply hurt and needed to communicate
his story. It was not long before I realized that the narrator was
Thomas, one of Yeshua’s disciples, the one they called “The
Doubter.”
As you will see later, I discovered through a series of strangely
synchronistic events in 2007 that there were two disciples named
Thomas in the Bible. This Doubting Thomas was actually Judas
Thomas. I guess the doubting part carried into the present because,
although my Inner Guide told me about this Thomas while I was
writing the book in the early 1980’s, I refused to accept who I was
until 2007 when the identity came strikingly into focus and could
not be ignored.
While writing the Gospel, I was actually reliving the life of Judas
Thomas.
You may wonder how anything could shock me at this point,
but this discovery that I was seeing through the eyes of Judas
Thomas, did. All my preconceived ideas were being stretched to
their limits. How could my senses look from the twentieth century
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into the world of the first century?
I did not really believe that consciousness could bridge the years
in that way or that I could see through the eyes of someone I knew
was dead. I did not really think that our awareness could reach that
far. In spite of all that had happened, I still tended to believe, deep
within me, that consciousness was a function of the brain only and
that, when the brain died, any communication stopped.
I also considered myself a respectable university professor, doing
international research, collaborating with people in the West Indies,
England and India. I was publishing articles all over the world and
was presenting research papers in places like Los Angeles, Malta,
New Delhi and universities in Canada. At the time of writing The
Thomas Book, in the early 1980’s, I was the coordinator of a research
team examining the social impact of computerization on universities in Canada and India. The team included the Dean of Science
and the Head of the Computer Science Department, among others. We met with government and educational bodies in many parts
of both countries. Yet this emerging Gospel, this intensely personal,
creative and spiritual part of my life, had to be kept secret.
Universities are very rational places, and the kinds of things I
was now doing are not very good for your reputation as a scholar.
It was especially difficult having all these biblical characters showing up in my consciousness. I had gotten used to the idea of Yeshua
being around. I mostly ignored Elijah and Moses. But to have
Thomas, the disciple, show up in such a central role, was a bit of a
strain.
I knew, however, that I had to keep going. In spite of my doubts
about my intellectual reputation, I realized that this activity was
central to the reason for my return to life in 1966. I knew there was
something wrong with the Gospel stories: here was an unexpected
but profoundly moving solution to that mystery.
The Gospel grew. But there were to be other surprises. As you
will find in the text which follows, the book is divided into four
sections: “The Life,” “The Death,” “The Interim” and “The Journey.” Most of the teachings found their way into the first, third and
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fourth sections of the book. There were still gaps in the fourth
section and the second section presented me with special difficulty.
I was not sure what was going to be there, and I resisted writing
that part.
Finally, however, I realized that I had to write the section called
“The Death.” The pressure to write was just too great. So I got out
a separate loose-leaf notebook and started writing. I numbered the
pages A, B, C, D and so on, something I had never done before. It
was spring and we were coming up to Easter. I was well into the
alphabet by the time Good Friday came. On that day, my wife and
kids were going to church but I said I would stay home — I knew
I had to get back to the book.
As soon as they left the house, I began to write, not knowing
what was to come. I wrote that section in a kind of blind fury, and
when I got to page “Z,” half way down the page, Yeshua died. As
you read those pages you may have a sense of why I resisted. I
relived the experience as I wrote it and I often wrote through tears,
the experience was so intense.
At the moment I wrote that Yeshua was dead, the clock behind
me struck twelve. Yeshua had died in my time on Good Friday on
page “Z” of the manuscript at exactly noon. I put my pen down
and felt sobs emerge from somewhere deep in my body, as if I had
been delivered of a great weight.
I didn’t write for a couple of days and then took up my pen
again. For some reason I began to number the pages AA, BB, CC.
When I reached the bottom of page ZZ that section ended. There
isn’t even room for one more word. Yeshua had died exactly half
way through that manuscript and each section, numbered with the
alphabet, had taken exactly twenty-six alphabet pages. It was as if
this part of the book, written with great intensity, was seared into
the pages and into my brain by these amazing coincidences.
You must realize that I was raised in the church with a fairly
orthodox understanding of the Christian faith and the place of the
Gospels in that faith. I had planned to be a minister. The school I
went to in north India had daily Bible study classes and weekly
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services in which we were told, among other things, that we would
go to hell if we disagreed with their doctrines. Although my parents
did not have that kind of fundamentalist bias, the fear and worldview engendered by that education has been hard to overcome.
The Death Experience had created a tremendous amount of dissonance at the most basic of levels in my understanding of how the
universe works, and writing a new Gospel added even more. There
was a great struggle within me as I wrote the story and as the new
insights arose. There were many questionings, many doubts about
the new material. I was not just channeling. I was changing the
very nature of my being as I wrote.
The “coincidences” which were involved in writing this section
helped me to deal with many of those doubts and made me realize
that this did not just come from an overactive imagination. There
is no way I could have planned that section. I knew without a
doubt that someone was working in the spiritual background to
arrange many of the events around this text. The involvement of
“those in spirit” continued through 2009 in some quite dramatic
ways.
As you read the account of Yeshua’s death, you will realize why I
had so much trouble writing it. The traditional story, recorded in
the four canonical Gospels, has become so central to the fabric of
western civilization that to suggest something different is quite
shocking. So I did research into this part of the story as well and
realized that I was not the only one who has had problems with the
story of the crucifixion.
The Knights Templar, of Da Vinci Code fame, were declared heretics in part because they did not place the cross or the crucifixion
central to their devotions. The Cathars of southern France were
exterminated by the Church of Rome in a crusade around 1244,
because the Cathars’ teachings and holy way of life were drawing so
many people away from the corrupt church and Rome felt threatened. The Cathars also did not place the cross central to their practice. In fact, the cross did not become the central symbol of
Christianity until a few centuries after Yeshua’s death — after
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Christianity had become the official religion of the Roman
Empire — the fish was the central symbol before that. Interestingly, composed as late as the 600’s CE, the Koran carries the same
tradition this Gospel does — that someone else died on the cross
in place of Jesus.
There are a great many implications which come from the way
Yeshua dies in The Thomas Book. I suspect that, if the church were
freed from the brutality of the cross and its many images in crucifix, doctrine or film, the Christian world would be a much more
loving, peaceful place. The new crucifixion story in this Gospel will
require a lot of re-thinking of the doctrines of atonement, the
divinity of Jesus and original sin — doctrines which have caused
great suffering in their present forms.
Even the emerging computer technology had a role in the writing. By the time I finished writing about the death of Yeshua,
Luther College had gotten a new word processor. It was a large
machine on its own dedicated trolley with screen, processor and
eight inch floppy discs. The final assembly of the privately printed
version of The Thomas Book took place on that machine.
I would wheel it from the Academic Office into my office and
type the material into it. It gradually took shape on those large
discs. The new technology made it possible to assemble my jig-saw
puzzle manuscript much more easily than by hand. Also, I could sit
in meditation and type directly from that state, so that parts of the
fourth section, “The Journey,” were composed directly there.
Some sections of “The Journey” are obviously visionary experiences which Thomas undergoes, but as with the other narrative, I
had to experience those visions myself, as Thomas, before typing
them into the word processor.
Through this time, my spiritual connection with Thomas grew
more intense and intimate, since it was almost as if we became
one person while we were writing. The technology made it much
easier to compose that part of the story, because I could enter into
the visions and then immediately record them on the disc without returning to ordinary consciousness. It was a bit like Ernest

NEAR DEATH AND THE LOST GOSPEL

23

Hemingway’s novels or e e cummings’ poetry being partly a product
of the typewriter.
I was able to format the document on that machine and print off
a copy which was published in a limited private edition in 1985.
That was before the fall of the Berlin Wall and during a time when
the world feared being wiped out by a nuclear war. The introduction I wrote to that edition reflects those collective anxieties. But
now, with this edition to a much larger audience, we are faced with
new problems — global warming, the rising of the oceans, overpopulation, international terrorism, world-wide economic depression, threatened pandemics along with growing violence in society
and emptiness in the lives of billions of people. It is not that different now. There is still desperate need for a message of hope such as
The Thomas Book provides.
The reception the book received, even with very limited circulation, amazed me. I had sold some copies through local bookstores.
While presenting a research paper in Los Angeles I had taken a
copy to the Bodhi Tree Bookstore and they sold quite a few copies.
I received letters and phone calls from Washington, Hawaii, England, Italy, many parts of Canada, India and other places. They
were all positive. A number of clergy told me that the book allowed
them to finally make sense of the Jesus story. Alison MacNeil, an
artist from Nova Scotia, sent me a letter, which I quote because it
reflects the views of many people who wrote or phoned:
…here words fail me, or sound inadequate. I cannot ‘put your
book down’ and no doubt, will read it over and over many
times — It is incredible and wonderful, and … you feel you
want to burst with joy and excitement — though I’m fully
aware that reading it is only a first step. Thank you, thank you
for sharing that huge step of understanding.
In 1966 I knew I had to discover what was wrong with the
canonical Gospel stories. I had thought it was only my problem. I
did not realize that so many people were waiting for the message of
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this Gospel. I did not realize that there was such a sense of emptiness
in so many people which needed to be filled by exactly this story.
But why, you might ask, didn’t I have it published by a publisher
earlier? I have found that there is an appropriate time for everything to emerge. In 1991, just six years after the private edition, I
had a severe case of viral encephalitis which wiped out large parts
of my memory and brought my career as a university professor to a
screeching halt.
This seemed like a tragedy and an end to everything I had
accomplished. But it turned out to be part of my spiritual education, because in the same way as I had to put my body back together
after 1966, I also had to learn to put my brain back together. I was
guided again in my recovery from that devastating illness. I was
taught new things about consciousness and healing and spiritual
growth.
All of this spiritual education was then funneled into The Prayer
of Silence, the companion book to this one. It was as if I had to
complete both of them before either could be published.
But Thomas would not let me go until I included one last comment in the text of The Thomas Book. As you will read later in the
text of the Gospel, on October 24, 2006 I drove some friends to
the airport. On my way home I felt a growing anger within me
which I knew did not come from myself. I realized Thomas still
had something else to say before the text would be complete, so I
wrote his angry outburst and surprising insight in my journal.
Then I typed the passage into the following text at the appropriate
place. It was as if, through the landscape of time, he wanted to set
right something which had bothered him terribly about the way
Jesus had been de-sexed by the early church. The outburst had to
do with the relationship between Yeshua and Mary Magdalene.
This short passage of invective reveals how he carried his anger
for a long time and how his anger transcended time to come to me
in twenty-first century North America. He was angry at the way
the initial story had been distorted. He was angry how that
distortion prevents us, all of us ordinary human beings, from being
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aware of the potential we have to discover the Kingdom of God,
the Presence of God, not in some far away place, but actually within
ourselves.
His anger also found expression in surprising ways in events
which started in 2007.

Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/The-Thomas-Book-Brother-ebook/dp/
B0041D8YXW/ref

