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Introduction

This is a collection of poetry about my experiences grow-
ing up in two places simultaneously. I come from a family of 
five children, myself being the third-born. When my young-
er brother was born, two years after me, my family moved 
from my mother’s parents’ house in Markham to my pater-
nal grandparents’ house in Scarborough. However, my par-
ents, naturally wanting the best for their children, wanted 
us in a French immersion program; the closest one being in 
Markham. Thus, all throughout elementary and high school, 
I was commuting between Scarborough and Markham. Every 
day, we would be driven to school, then afterwards the school 
bus would take us to our grandparents, and my mom and dad 
would take us home in the evening. Being there as often as 
we would, it was only natural that our extracurricular activi-
ties take place there as well. And so, my older brother joined 
a local basketball league; I joined a soccer club and took 
trumpet lessons throughout high school there; my younger 
brother took tennis lessons at the nearby tennis club; and, 
most recently, my younger sister started playing volleyball in 
Markham. I never minded the commute – being on the road 
so much helped me familiarize myself with the streets and 
road names. But it did admittedly take a toll on my social 
life; where my friends would meet up on a whim’s notice, 
I needed to plan a couple days in advance just to hang out. 
One of my most prominent memories in the seventh grade 
was getting a half invitation to my friend’s birthday party; 
half meaning she told me it was happening but assumed I 
wouldn’t be able to make it. And regardless of whether she 
was right or wrong – which, she was right – it made me realize 
how limiting my situation was. When people ask me where 
I’m from, it’s always a tossup between the two; I couldn’t tell 



you a single thing about Scarborough beyond the neighbor-
hood that I live in, but I can recite the bus schedule for the 
YRT line 008 and recommend the best shops along Main 
St. Markham. The first six poems (“A Place”, “#4, Kinder-
garten and Tall Pines, “Growing Pains”, “#15, Wilclay and 
Friends”, “Friendship Built on Understanding”, and “Neither 
Here nor There (On the Line)”) are about these experiences. 

While this internal debate of my living situation was con-
stant, I never really had a profound relationship with the land 
in either of these places. For me, they are just places I live in, 
places I frequent, and admittedly I do not give the land much 
thought. What makes a space for me is the people – places 
are given meaning and significance depending on the people 
I am with. What makes a home is the people; on paper, I live 
with my family in Scarborough, but when I am with them 
or with my friends in Markham, that is home. Some of my 
favourite places are not plottable on a map but are found in 
the people in my life; the way I can call my sister who lives 
in downtown Toronto and instantly be transported some-
where where I can talk freely and feel comforted. I think that 
a place can be defined beyond its physicality; that an emo-
tional and/or spiritual space can hold just as much meaning. 
The last three poems (“Where I’m Going”, “People and Plac-
es”, and “This Place”) reflect my experiences with such ideas. 

I initially had a different idea for the direction of this 
project; it was going to tell a whole story of growing up 
to where I am now. But I found that focusing on a small-
er, more intimate story made for a clearer overall narrative. 

-Treyana Lema Gubatan



A Place

Is it possible
To have a home and a house

Be different places?





#4, Kindergarten and Tall Pines

I’ve always lived at #4. 

With the driveway lined on one side with mulberry trees, 

A basketball net facing the street, 

And its key outlined in blue. 

A five-minute walk marks the start of my schooling; 

My kindergarten. 

On this walk I learned my left from my right, 

To count to ten and tie my laces, 

To look both ways when crossing the street, 

And to learn to talk properly when I speak. 

And just past the school, 



One left turn away, 

Is a park where I’d go with my siblings to play. 

To play and to laugh, to run wild with my imagination, 

Recreation, education in participation, 

Cooperation and conversation. 

This location, rightfully named Tall Pines, 

enclosed in a cloak of evergreens, 

A playground full of sand and a basketball court, 

A splashpad to beat the scorching summer heat. 

This is where I live, the setting of my early childhood. 

However, it is not this space in which most of my life has 
taken place. 

It is merely where I reside, 

Where I retire for the day, 

With my room and my bed where I can sleep the night 
away. 

And though I grew up with different roads and signs, 

Scarborough is my home, 

With #4, kindergarten and Tall Pines.





Growing Pains

To move and to grow
Is to learn and understand

Where I was before.





#15, Wilclay and Friends

I have never lived here. 

This area was never one I called home, 

Never my own, 

But it is the place where I had grown up. 

It may not be home, but the field is familiar, 

My footprints fluidly following well-worn paths, 

A feeling of freedom in the familiarity. 

#15 is my grandparents’ house: 

The one with the tulips and the purple garage; 

Where the bus would take me after a long day at school; 

Where I am always greeted with a warm embrace, fragrant 



food, and the sound of scurrying paws. 

A quick walk down the street will bring you to Wilclay, 

A public school with an open park, 

Where my family would spend our summer days. 

My memories here are fond, 

Dog walks on the winding track, 

Climbing playgrounds and maneuvering monkey bars, 

The feel of the grass on my back, 

And the tune of the ice cream truck in my ears. 

My friends live a bus ride away, 

My school was a bus ride away, 

Soccer practice was a bus ride away. 

My entire life was within a single bus fare’s reach. 

I know my way around this place: 

Which bus will take me where, 

How to get somewhere; 

I know people here: 

Friends and teammates, 



Teachers and coaches, 

Neighbours and workers. 

I know these streets, 

Their names, their shops, their people, 

The YRT schedule ingrained in my head, 

And knowing to brace myself along the Denison bend. 

And while Markham was never physically my home, 

It always felt like it.



Friendship Built on Understanding

An invitation,
Regardless of knowing that

I cannot attend.





Neither Here Nor There (On The Line)

I have always existed on the line: 

On the edge, 

In between, 

Never quite seen on either side, 

And I confide 

That there is wear and tear when growing up 

Neither here nor there. 

It was the first line I learned to recognize; 

My eyes sizing up either side, 

Time after time I analyze and scrutinize, 

Organize and visualize 



What my eyes have classified as my line. 

It was the first line whose name I knew: 

The one with fresh forest and fields, 

Free flowing ferns and frolicking fauna on one end, 

And bustling busy-bodies and bright, blaring buses with 
blinking lights on the other. 

It is the line to my schools, 

Bother elementary and secondary, 

Though the time travelled on the way to each will vary. 

It is the line to soccer practice, 

To late night training and daylight game plays, 

Of carpooling and rushed changing. 

It is the line to my grandmother’s house, 

A route about which I have no doubt. 

It is the line home, and the line to my house. 

The difference in routes being

“Right, right, left, right, left, right, left onto my line, right, 
left, left,” 

Vs.



“Right, right, left onto my line, right, left, right, left, right, 
left, left” 

I know these routes by heart 

Because they were my entire life: 

The route between my social space 

And where I say goodnight. 

Growing up I’ve always lived 

On the south side of Steeles East. 

But I did all the growing up 

North of where Scarborough and Markham meet. 

“Sorry I can’t meet up today, 

The notice was too short.” 

My friends lived just a walk away, 

But I, across the court. 

People ask me where I’m from, 

But do they even care? 

To know about the wear and tear 

Of existing neither here nor there?





Where I’m Going

I am in my house.
But with a single phone call

I’m transported home.





People and Places

People and places, 

People and places, 

People in places, 

People in places, 

Places in people. 

There are so many people in so many places. 

But there are places in people too. 

Homes and hideouts, 

Safe spaces and hangouts, 

parks, backyards, schools. 

Are synonymous in my head with 



Mom and sister, 

Brother and grandmother, 

Grandpa, Father, and friends. 

My mother is Home. 

She is comfort. 

She is shelter from the blazing sun 

And safety from the raging storms. 

My sisters are my hideout. 

They are the little nook and the small cubby 

I can go to when the world is too much, 

When my thoughts get too loud, 

And when my home becomes suffocating. 

My brothers are my safe space. 

They are the shoulders I can cry on, 

The diary to share my secrets with, 

Like the reassurance of my bedroom walls. 

My grandmother is THE hangout. 

She is the place to go for good food and gossip. 



She is the go-to place for an escape, 

a breath of fresh air away from the day-to-day. 

My grandpa is the park. 

He is fun and sunshine personified, 

Big smiles and bright laughter, 

And it is never a dull day when I get to see him. 

My dad’s the backyard. 

A part of my home, a zone that I know and knows me. 

The same comfort as my mother, 

But in a different space; 

When mom gets overbearing, this is the right place. 

And finally, my friends, 

Though admittedly there are few. 

It’s with them that I learn 

What’s cool and what’s new. 

They’re a ways away from home, but still a familiar scene, 

A place where I can show myself in ways otherwise unseen. 

And so, these places, not located in spaces with coordinates, 



Not found on a map or in a book, 

Have influenced my life just as much as my environment. 

And I admit it’s a bit unconventional, 

But my favourite places 

Are my people, and they’re exceptional. 





This Place

Places and people.
The distance, the distinction.

A house and a home.




