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			What God Plans

		

		
			We make plans, unaware of what is being planned, 
and what we plan cannot withstand what God plans. 

			The servant deliberates, and to him it seems so clear.
Yet though he plays his tricks, he can’t play God.

			If a good-hearted man takes a couple of steps forward,
then who knows where God will take him?

			— Jalāl ad-Dīn Muhammad Rūmī

		

	
		
			Introduction

		

		
			I met Senol Kiane in March 1998. We had both been married before. From very early on, we knew we wanted to spend our lives together. We just fit.

			I felt there was something special about Senol. When I looked into his eyes, I could feel something much more to him. I think because of our connection, he felt that he could trust me. With that, he began to tell me about his earlier experiences, right up to things happening to him while we were together. (In those days, his guardian angel, Isaac, was speaking directly to him, and not through him, so this was not documented.)

			I was amazed. I wanted to know everything. I would bombard him with questions. I couldn’t get enough. I believed him with every fiber of my body.

			Early in 2001, we were told that my father was dying of heart failure. Senol suggested we bring our wedding plans forward so my dad could see us get married. Thankfully, he did. We married in February 2001; my Dad passed away two months later. He was just fifty-three years old.

			At this time, Senol’s experiences began to increase. I was hungry for them, because I wanted that connection with my dad beyond this life.

			However, my grief was multiplied tenfold when, eight months after my dad passed, my brother, friend, and soulmate Behcet died suddenly two days before Christmas at age thirty-one. He’d been shopping for presents. I was inconsolable. If it wasn’t for Senol and his spiritual knowledge and guidance, I wouldn’t be who I am today. Thanks to him, I have accounts of my brother’s and father’s lives, their duties, messages, and so on.

			Everything changed for Senol after Behcet’s passing, too. His experiences changed. The first time I saw this, I thought he was having a heart attack. It was the first time somebody spoke through him to relay a message. This was my brother. When my shock of witnessing this died down, I documented it. This would be the beginning of my documentation; if you could see how his experiences have evolved, you would be amazed.

			I believe with all my heart that God put him in my life for a reason greater than anything I can explain through writing.

			It’s a reason I can only reach in my deepest soul, beyond the limitations of words. I thank God for him every day, for I know that I share my life with a living miracle. I take what I have learned to comfort others who are going through life’s struggles, which gives them comfort.

			Senol is not a healer, medium, or psychic. He certainly does not proclaim himself to be anything like it, which, to me, speaks to how genuine he is. He cannot be categorized, in my opinion, because he comprises all of these things and so much more.

			One part of him lives with me, and with us, on the earthly plane. The other lives on the heavenly plane. I am the fortunate person who experiences this with him every day. Now, we share some of these experiences with you.

			—Aycan Kiane

		

	
		
			Note from the Author

		

		
			I carry the power of love and answers to the question of how people might live well in this life. All of us would see past the way we think if we opened our hearts. Every day, I feel the pain that each person experiences. I can feel their sorrow and happiness and I can sometimes hear their pain. They ask God, “Why me?” “Why can things not go right for me in my life?” “Why did my mother, father, sister, brother, child die?” “Why can I not hold down a job?” “Why did I lose my home or business?”

			The questions are endless. What I will reveal and share with you will not only serve to answer your questions, but also open your hearts. I will tell you how God touched me when things looked bleak. I can show you that life is not just here and now; when we die, life continues. We are part of a circle of life. Our life has been set in its higher intentions since the time before we were born.

			No matter what religious background or where in the world we are from, we are all created the same. From the moment we take our first steps and progress to awareness of all five senses, we can distinguish right from wrong. However, we have somehow lost our way and lost sight of the true path.

			We need to look inside ourselves—the only way to start healing each and every person. Then and only then can we really change the world—but how? First, we must have faith and belief in God, and then understand there is a heaven and hell. Some say heaven and hell are right here on earth. That might be right in our physical sense, because we all experience good and bad things in life. When we feel despair, sadness, or sorrow, it may seem that we are in hell. When we feel joy and happiness and things are going right, perhaps we feel heaven on earth.

			How do I know heaven and hell exist and are real? Because I have been blessed by God with a gift that has allowed me to visit both places.

			Our endless pursuit of what we believe is happiness sometimes results in decisions we may later regret. The choices we make in order to achieve that happiness always have consequences, good and bad. I aim to show from my own spiritual experiences that we can grow and be better. True happiness is there for all of us, should we choose to open our hearts. However, most of us are blind. Think of what we are blinding ourselves from: our hearts are not just sources of life, but keys to true happiness. We put limits on ourselves. Why? Because we are human and have been conditioned in this way. For the few of us who can see beyond this conditioning, we know there is so much more. My aim is to show you the truth.

			Together, let us take this wonderful journey to the truth. I will show you that the body we have been blessed with is just a vessel, a form of visitation into this wonderful world that God has created. When our time in this body is over and we are laid to rest, our real life will begin, one in which time ceases to exist.

			—Senol Kiane

			North London, England

			 2016

		

	
		
			Chapter One

		

		
			To let go of fear is to have no ego.
To let go of fear is to have love.
To let go of fear is to have light.
To let go of fear is to have compassion.
To let go of fear is a means to help others.
To let go of fear is to have heart.
To let go of fear is a means to a true awakening.
Let God and the light always guide you.

			When I was six, I was playing alone with my favorite red ball in my bedroom, but I was not alone. I realized there were other children playing beside me. They were happy, smiling children, with a beautiful light emanating from them, but they were not of this world. Then I then noticed a taller, older figure standing in the corner, smiling and watching over us. His light was even brighter than the children’s. He was there for a reason other than to watch over us, but I knew that I was safe and that I could trust him. I felt just as safe with him, if not safer, than I did with my own parents.

			I approached him. He knelt down to my level, and I asked, “Who are you? What is your name?”

			“My name is Isaac.” Before I could tell him my name, he added, “I know who you are. Your name is Senol.”

			I was surprised and excited. “Who told you? How do you know my name?”

			Isaac said that he knew my name from the time before I was born. He also told me why I received my name: for a very powerful reason, for its specific meaning: “Senol” means “life.” He then proceeded to tell me that he would reveal more when I came of age, and that he would always be by my side to guide and protect me. He said that I had been given a beautiful gift, and he would unveil that gift when the time was right.

			I thought that I would finally be given the object of my dreams: a shiny new bike. Little did I know. It was almost as if he knew my inner thoughts and chuckled when this thought crossed my mind.

			Before he left, Isaac turned to me and said, “They will know when they look into your eyes that you are an angel and that you are full of love and compassion. They will be drawn to you.”

			He gathered the other children in the room and walked into a huge bright light that appeared from nowhere. A moment later, they were gone. I was again alone in my bedroom, very sad and lonely. However, this miraculous event would be the first of many more to come. As I grew older, I began to realize I was different. I was given signs in some form or another to forewarn me of something bad happening. Maybe it had just happened, like a death in the family or a serious illness. A message passed on by an angel to warn me. If we visited family or friends, I could sense it if there was a negative or positive energy in the home and around the people who lived there.

			It felt strange. I could not name it, as I did not know what I was feeling and why.

			I could not tell anyone in my family about this. What would I say? If I spoke, they would tell me it was my imagination or that I was being silly.

			I decided to ignore it all. I did not want to see or hear the angels or the messages I received. I wanted to be as normal as any other teenage boy. I wanted to play football with my friends. I wanted to date girls. I wanted a normal life.

			Then one day, when I was seventeen and walking to college, I suddenly felt completely detached from my body. It was almost as if I were in a bubble. Silence surrounded me. I thought I was coming down with the flu. I knew the direction I was heading, but I was not paying any attention to my surroundings. I felt cut off. I came to an intersection, and without looking left or right I just continued walking. Then something extraordinary happened. In a split second, I was looking down upon myself crossing the road, completely oblivious to oncoming traffic; the scene unfolding in slow motion, like a dream. I saw a fast-approaching white van. I could not avert it nor warn myself. In a split second just before impact, I slowly turned and put my right hand out toward the vehicle. I felt the impact of the van hitting my hand; it came to a dead stop.

			I continued to walk across to the other side of the road, the moment continuing to open in slow motion. I looked back. The driver gazed at me in shock, mouth agape, whilst checking the vehicle for damage. There was none.

			I found myself back in my body and continued on my way, not giving it another thought. At least not for a few years. Although I continued to experience spiritual phenomena through my early adulthood, I chose to ignore it. The angels would appear in front of me and I would just walk past them. I could hear them say, “Senol, you have to embrace the gift that has been given to you. You cannot continue to ignore us.”

			My automatic response: “Leave me alone. Why do you continue to follow me? Who am I to have been chosen— chosen to do what?”

			“When you stop fighting this, we will reveal to you why,” they said.

			To others, it may have seemed as though I were talking to myself, but they were real, standing in front of me, as clear as the next person in the room. I could see them and hear them, but still I continued to
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