There’s something mesmerizing about flipping through a row of Madonna vinyl
records. | have a small but cherished collection—about a dozen, give or take a few
CDs. Every time | slide “Vogue” or “Like A Prayer” out of its sleeve, there’s this rush of
energy as the needle drops, that unmistakable sense that Madonna’s music can
transform the room, no matter the decade. Sometimes, it's not even one of the chart-
toppers | reach for, but the entire “Ray of Light” album. There’s a special magic in
listening to that record straight through—the way it hums with both nostalgia and
reinvention.

Madonna’s music isn’t something | play every day, but when | do, it fills the house with
memories, big beats, and a kind of timeless confidence. There'’s a ritual to choosing
the next record, brushing the dust away, and then letting her voice take over;
suddenly, it’s as if the living room becomes a dance floor. Maybe that’s part of the
appeal: not just the music itself, but the stories and moods these records invite with
each spin, from the wild abandon of “Vogue” to the spirituality woven through “Like A
Prayer.” For me, these vinyls are more than a collection—they’re a passport to a
sound and era that never truly gets old.



