Daytime Dance Club
Mindy LUI 2026

The first thing I did that moming was to pick up something for my father from a dance club about a
fifteen-minute walk from home.

It was before their opening hours. A few chairs and signboards were stacked at the entrance as a
makeshift barrier. I gently moved aside one chair with a torn cushion to make way, noticing its

stuffing slightly exposed. I knocked, pushed the glass door open, and stepped inside.

Unexpectedly, the space didn’t carry the scent of tobacco; instead, it was filled with the faint scent
of sandalwood, mingled with the stale breath of overnight tea.

There was neither a rhythm to latch onto nor any swaying bodies. On the counter to the right of the
entrance sat a few potted plants, their leaves half yellowed, with crystal ornaments scattered carelessly
in the soil. The club was small and has a surprisingly low ceiling—it felt more like an ordinary office
space.

Strings of lights, crystal chandeliers, and spotlights were all washed out by the glare of yellow-
white fluorescent tubes, muting their attempt at being opulent. Tables and chairs had been shoved
to the sides. The windowless walls were completely covered, plastered with wrinkled papers,
posters, and menus, the details of which I can no longer recall.

A two-seater sofa with worn, reddish-brown leather occupied a corner. Around it, the wooden
flooring, emerging from beneath the grey-red carpet, gleamed with an oily sheen under the
lights.

I stomped heavily on the wooden floor a few times, deliberately making noise.

About thirty seconds later, a woman with short, curly brown hair emerged from behind a half-
closed wooden door. She looked at me, still drowsy.

"Morning. I’'m here to pick up something for Fung Gor," I said to her, nodding. My voice came
out very dry.

She blinked, a look of realization appearing on her face, as if she'd finally made the connection. She
moved across the dance club, going past me to step behind the counter and crouch down. When she

stood up again, she was holding a slightly bulging manila envelope.

I took it and stuffed it into my backpack. After a few pleasantries, I said goodbye and headed
straight home.

To this day, what was inside that envelope remains unknown to me.
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