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| was explaining to my therapist that Haitian parents don't believe in
boundaries and he did not quite believe me. The week before that con-
versation, while my parents were visiting me in Los Angeles, | was
telling them about therapy and how | was working on establishing and
maihtaining better boundaries both personally and professionally.
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My mother laughed, genially, and said, “Boundaries? There is

-no such thing with your family.” | smiled and bit my tongue and

understood that boundaries do exist, no matter how willfully
some people try to ignore them. | also understood that for my
mother, and in our culture, boundaries do not really exist. Or
perhaps more accurately, boundaries exist but they are ignored
and trespassed at will, with generally the best of intentions.

As the daughter of Haitian immigrants, I've always had to hold
on to multiple truths and live with multiple identities. Most first-
generation kids are familiar with the negotiations over who we are
athome and who we are in the wider world. On the whole, I'm the
better for it. | am better for the benefit of enjoying diverse cultural
experiences and knowing exactly where | come from. It’s a familiar
story: Growing up, | was Haitian at home and American at school
and out in the world. There were different rules for each world |
moved through, and | had to learn those rules quickly. | knew noth-
ing about boundaries or other such Amer/can things. My Ameri-
can classmates rarely understood
the rules i lived by at home, and my
parents were bewildered by the

tumultuous tweens and twenties. In my thirties, as my life started
coming together, they became my friends. Now in my forties, we

. talk daily. They generally use FaceTime because they don't just

want to hear my voice, they want to see me so they can determine
for themselves how | am doing. They continue to parent, because
Haitian parenting does not end when their children turn 18. \We do
not ever really leave home, even when we eventually leave home.
Haitian parents parent forever and do so unapologetically.

A few months ago, my mom texted me about my propensity
for profanity, particularly on Twitter: “Clean it Up: it’s time,” she
said. I had no idea what she was talking about, so | asked and she
elaborated, chiding me about “the four-letter word you overuse.”
| could only respond, “OMG. Stop stalking me,” to which she
quickly replied, “I will not.” That stubborn refusal to let me be a
fully grown adult who can make decisions about how she speaks
sums up our relationship. That she will not stop caring about who
I am and how | am in the world is her way of loving me, my bound-

aries be damned.
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The older | get, the more | understand why my family foves
the way they do. | understand what it took for my parents and
their siblings to come to the United States. They had no money.
They did not speak the language. They had no guarantee that
the American dream would extend to them. All they had was
each other-and a fierce kind of love to see them through. When
| consider what they sacrificed, what they went through as they
made this country their own, and how they never let go of where
they came from, it makes perfect sense that they would love
without boundaries. They are people who have spent the whole
of their lives crossing borders that were often unfriendly and
unwilling to welcome them. They could not, | imagine, tolerate
inhospitable borders within their own family. So they loved us in
a wild, irrepressible, boundless way. They taught us to iove that
way in return, and so we do.
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