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Humans...they do love to dance.  
 

From the time they could utter coherent sound vibrations to speak, they've...found ways 
to play with each other. The more evolved people thousands of years ago: I remember them as if 
they lived ten years ago. Advanced technology, crystals, energy. The principles of the universe. 
Somehow, as if automatically connected to the Divine One, they knew what to do, how to live.  
 

But even then.... 
 

Some of them still learned to dance.  
 

The emotions get the better of humans when they dance. It never fails. They make 
tornadoes of impulsive moves that...consume their best judgment. They meet, there's a 
connection. It looks purely physical and in some instances it just might be. For the moment. But 
then...the dance intensifies. Their emotions heat up. Fire. And while in this heightened state of 
erupted feelings they...do things they normally wouldn't do. They speak out against comrades 
they never would shout at. They...attack. They...become angry. Irritable. They kill. They work 
hard to defend the objects of their dance to the point they would be willing to sacrifice their own 
life streams, so that the one can live on.  
 

I often wonder, having seen so many of these examples, so many parallels no matter the 
century: do these humans understand themselves?  
 

There is something lodged within every human, a poison that sparks their desire to dance 
in a way that ends up destroying both partners involved. Is this tragic really, if they are born to 
do this?  
 

My...brethren would have me think otherwise. Some of the angels say that humans were 
born innocent and eventually made bad decisions out of ignorance. Other, more temporal angels 
prefer to describe it as a part of their spiritual evolution. Whatever. I've lived with them and near 
them for thousands of years. They simply have not learned how to properly dance. 
 

So, in my own way I help them to dance. Or at least learn the tunes. 
 

The myths are out there about me. Some have assigned the heart to me. Some 
civilizations created statues because somehow they believed I was a young, naked male who 
forever held a bow and arrow. They think I would shoot passion into the hearts of man. Some 
believed throughout the centuries that I was responsible for bringing people together. In some 
ways I do, but that's not all that I do. 
 

They call me Cupid. In this worldly realm, I am Cain Solaran.   
 

Simply, I help people to dance. Whether they dance well or out of balance is not up to 
me. I enjoy setting the stage. After living in this realm for so long I've developed an interest in 
people, their human condition. Their emotions. 



They don't understand just how powerful those energies are. They've fueled many wars, 
ceaseless intra-societal feuds, duels and assassinations. They spark the kind of energetic charge 
that can cause a man to kill his brother out of that pulse called jealousy.  
 

A woman is capable of poisoning her husband out of the energy flow called obsession for 
another man.  

 
Men in positions of influence have sacrificed all for the energetic charge of desire for the 

mistress.  
 
All of these foolhardy dances place humans on the brink of extinction, yet they continue 

to play. 
 

I help them play…sometimes in ways they might not consider fun. But my fun is 
different from theirs.  
 

Sometimes a pair needs a boost, a slight push, a subtle catalyst so they can come together. 
Oftentimes they do not have the complete courage to seek each other out, discover if they are the 
right fit and establish a commitment. There are times when a friend needs the support of another 
and the one does not understand what to do. So, I show my hand in various ways to help the 
friend gain insight, to know the right move to make at the right time. And how do they know the 
right time? By their emotional energy. What better way to move the human beings of this earth 
than to stimulate that rich flow of pulses they apply indiscriminately?  
 

While I cannot surf through space-time as some of my relatives can, I do remember all 
experiences in my life stream. I can recall thousands, millions of instances where my 
"coordination" to bring people together was needed. Contrarily, there are moments when the 
destructive forces feel more appealing to work with. I then separate people for their own ignorant 
benefit.  

 
Why does someone suddenly love you and the next move on? What is the source for so 

much of what civilizations call infidelity? Not all are due to me, but I do take the credit for 
conditions.  
 

Often people do not listen to my call. So if they're too numb and too dumb in love to 
realize they're not good for each other I...help them see clearer. This doesn't always work. 
Humans do have volition, that free will that enables them to do as they wish. Fortunately, they 
lack true understanding of that power. If they did fully understand, there would be no use for me.  
 

Take this situation. A couple of 20 years. The wife, her name is Michelle and husband, 
Bronson. I sent signs for Bronson not to marry this woman over two decades ago. When he saw 
her at their college library, I "persuaded" Bronson to experience a stomachache. He should have 
entered the restroom, vomited and remained in there long enough for Michelle to leave. But the 
fool decided to ignore his stomach pain. He raised a conversation with her, talked about his 
issue, used it as a comedic tool to connect and obtained her phone number. Overcoming these 
challenges I set for him, he was determined...to dance. But little did he know at that time that she 



was texting her current boyfriend while playing receptive to his romantic energy. I knew she was 
a rotten spirit. But he didn't. And would not know until she revealed her herself years later.  With 
these two, where shall I begin? 


