
Katie Lightfield AKA ‘The Cat’ 

How does it feel to dance? 

To dance is to feel every single part of your body, set alight with 

energy. Each muscle engaged, fired up to flow from one powerful 

movement to another. Sometimes the movement is a small flicker, 

concentrated into the very ends of my physicality, other times it’s 

a raging furnace of lactic acid producing giant gestures that make 

it feel as though I am capable of anything. When I’m dancing I can 

feel the shapes I make, shapes I see in my mind’s eye, shapes I can 

feel even standing still. The gentle push and pull of the music 

speaks to my muscles as I paint the motion in the air, my body the 

willing paintbrush. Bunching my legs in preparation, I leap into the 

air as though I weighed nothing at all, each pirouette a personal 

victory over gravity. I curl into myself before launching again this 

time letting the fire flow elegantly through me and out my 

fingertips as they finish the line. A perfect, unbroken line feels 

so beautiful, a movement executed perfectly, spoken to me from my 

own body. It is the perfect conversation with myself. And with my 

body, I can make something happen, something beautiful, where there 

was nothing there before.  

Stops suddenly and stares at the blank faces looking at her.  

You don’t understand do you? You don’t get it. I suppose it’s 

difficult for people to understand something when they don’t have a 

common frame of reference. It’s like trying to explain a rainbow to 

the blind, or listening to music or falling in love to someone who 

has never done those things. All those little wonders that make life 

worth living. 



Then there’s going to be bed, in the sound knowledge that there is 

food on the table tomorrow, safe in your own home knowing that no-

ones coming in the night. Knowing that your land is your own and you 

are free to live as you choose and not under the jackboot of some 

colonial power that is plundering your country. Imagine that, if you 

can. Can you?  

All these experiences that you take for granted are denied to many 

of the people who live in other parts of the world while their 

treasures are plundered by others. Oh the Empire’s gone, but those 

bastards will build us another one that’s for sure while there are 

rich and poor and there is a fast buck to be made. So I say more. 

Now I’m not a politician or anything important – I’m a dancer in a 

ballet company. So I turn what I am into something that can make a 

difference, I become the Cat, someone who takes the plundered 

treasure from the rich and pass it back to the people from whom it 

was taken. So as I move silently through the night I can feel the 

adrenalin flowing as though I’m the prima ballerina dancing her 

solo, feeling the music as though we are one together. Each move 

that I make is precise and planned, just like in the dance, nothing 

is left to chance yet there is always the thrill of the unknown, 

that the household’s routine might change or my prize may have been 

moved. And then I have it, the same joy as I have when making that 

pirouette but this time its holding in my hand the piece that I’ve 

sought. Then I leave silently with knowing each movement and each 

leap as I escape into the night before they know I’ve even entered 

the room.  



I’m going to get caught sooner or later, I know. Each time I keep 

promising myself it’s going to be the last time but then I see some 

pampered member of the aristocracy in the best seats in a theatre 

wearing her best jewels, jewels that were mined from Africa or India 

or other lands where a single gem could support miner and his family 

for years, and I have to do something to right that wrong.  

Just one more time, I’ve said. There’s one stone – a ruby taken from 

India, that I must have. Trouble is it belongs to my best friend, so 

she must never know that it was the Cat that took it. I’m going to 

be the bridesmaid at her wedding too, can you believe it? Me – a 

bridesmaid. Thing is well – there’s a lot of history between the 

Bride and I. A lot of history. If things were different, if the 

world was different, then may be… I don’t know. She’s marrying some 

stuffed shirt civil servant, so I guess after than she’ll be banging 

out kids and that will be that. So this is the end either way really 

isn’t it? So what have I got to lose?  


