The MetroCards We Forgot
When we were kids, we collected MetroCards,
warm from the station machine and smelling like metal.
They came in bright colors,
but the pink ones were the most valuable.
We kept them in our pockets,
rubbing the smooth plastic with our fingers,
and cheered when we found a new one.
Now, tickets are bought online,
plain black and white with a barcode.
There are no special colors to hunt for.
MetroCards are gone now,
and our little thing is being forgotten.
It’s strange how something so small
can hold so much childhood memories.

