Missed Opportunity
(A Decision That I Regret)

One Saturday in the fall of 2005, I decided to go dancing because I hadn’t gone dancing in a while. I checked my e-mail for messages from clubs to see what was happening. The Roxy, on Tenth Avenue and 18th Street, was featuring Peter Rauhofer, a very famous DJ who has launched a lot of music careers and set a lot of music trends. The price was a little high, twenty-five dollars instead of the usual fifteen, but I decided that it would be worth it because there might be some live music acts. Often, celebrity DJ’s bring a singer with them to a club to give them exposure, and it’s always fun to see new talent.


When I got to the Roxy, the line was enormous. People were standing on line on Tenth Avenue. The line actually went around the block, from the door on 18th Street, around the corner, up Tenth Avenue, almost to 19th Street. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I wondered how John Blair, the owner of the club, could possibly fit so many people into that space.

I got on line for a few minutes, but then I got off the line to look at the door. There was another huge crowd of people at the door, people who were on the list. There were almost as many people on the list, that privileged list of friends of the DJ who can enter the club without waiting on line or even paying, as there were people on line who wanted to pay. The place was a madhouse. Security guards were yelling at people to get back, to wait, to shut up, and so on, and it was not a pretty scene. Tempers were flaring.

At this point, I decided that there would be so many people in the club, and that it would take such a long time to get in, and that it would be so crowded, and that maybe it would be a fire hazard, and that maybe it would be unhealthy with so many people breathing germs on each other that it was not worth the money or the wait. I left the Roxy and went to a smaller club in the Village, an intimate club that had a small dance floor, with a few people, and which only cost five dollars.


The club that I went to was pleasant, and I ran into some friends and danced with a few people. I had a nice time. I got home at a decent hour, which I wouldn’t have done if I had gone to the Roxy.


The next morning, I woke up and decided to check Peter Rauhofer’s website to see what people had to say on his discussion board about their evening at the Roxy. I saw messages saying that the evening had been the most wonderful night of people’s lives because Peter had brought Madonna with him and that she had given a fabulous live show to all the people in attendance there.


I wanted to kick myself. I love Madonna. I love the Roxy. I love Peter Rauhofer. I couldn’t believe that I missed out on an evening that I would have remembered for the rest of my life if I had been willing to wait on line and if I had made the decision to stay with the crowd. I wish I had stayed and stood on line with those people. If I had stood on line with those people, I would have had the most amazing club night of my life, but because I had all these negative feelings about the event, because I was so pessimistic, because I was such an old fuddy-duddy, I missed out. I missed out big time, and who knows if an evening like this will ever present itself again to me. Oh, well. Maybe I’ll meet Madonna sometime in the future. One can always hope.
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