The Taxi

By VIRGINIA LORD and ALICE W. LEE

THE TAXI DANCE HALLS

Clustered in a rectangle, two by
eight city blocks in size, in the less
elite business district, are Honolulu’s
seven taxi-dance halls. “C.L.” is most
porular with slumming parties,
groups of people out to see the sights
of the “underworld,” and often stu-
dents, who like to feel they are doing
something they should not. “C.L.” ca-
ters almost exclusively to service trade,
its patronage being made up mostly of
sailors. It prides itself in being a
“high-class joint,” and excludes such
people as Filipinos, on the grounds
that they are not properly dressed.
It is a hall upstairs, with a wide
straight, well-lighted stairway con-
necting it with the sidewalk, Around
the entrance sit sellers of leis, cor-
sages, and boutonnieres. The ballroom
is just a large room, whose floors are
heavily painted, varnished, and oiled,
and beginning to show signs of wear.
Lining the walls are benches where
the girls sit and wait for dances, or
chat with the men. In one corner is
a counter and an ice-box, where soda
pop is sold. A peek into the ice-box
reveals about a dozen leis and cor-
sages, presented to the girls by ad-
mirers. They are not worn because, in
the stuffy smoky room, they wilt
quickly, and because they offer too
much incumbrance to the hopping
around of the girls. On a raised plat-
form, decorated with a gay, orange
moon, tinsel, silhouettes, and palm
trees, the orchestra, numbering about
seven, holds sway, blazing forth old
and tried melodies, in a blatant and
yet compelling fashion. When a lull
occurs, the customers are scarce, the
girls pair off, and rather than let the
music go to waste, dance together,
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displaying an amazing series of in-
tricate steps, slides, dips, twirls, and
backbends. Because they have to be
able to follow anyone, they display

rare ability and grace. They are
marvelous dancers!
Even when a cop, happens to

drop in, discovers a sailor pouring a
little “oke” into a cup half-filled with
coca-cola—to pass around to his
friends, and delivers a reprimand,
good-natured humor still prevails.
The air is more that of a private
dance than that of a commercialized
institution, where feminine friendli-
ness is for sale.

Very similar to “C. L.” in atmos-
phere, but with a more varied trade,
is the “C.” Here one buys his tickets
in a cubby-hole in the wall on the
level of the street. A clock is in plain
sight on the wall; there is a balcony
from which one may view the sights
of an alley, or hide to sneak a sip
from a flask, the lights are a little
dimmer, the floor feels a little more
as if it had sand on it, there are no
garlands of crepe paper festooned
from the chandeliers to the wall, but
otherwise in general aspect—the “C.”
and the “C. L.” are very much alike.

Dance halls that cater to Filipinos
waste no money on overhead. The
Filipinos have a need for feminine
companionship, and accept it under
any conditions. They are offered
partners, room to dance, and ex-
ceedingly “hot” music, These halls
are smaller, darker, more crowded,
and to a considerable degree, more
odorous.

“D.”, is one of these—and across
the street, down a cobble-stoned al-
ley, is the “L.”’—patronized by Fili-
pinos only —and probably the most
picturesque of the halls.
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