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Haiti has always been home for Danticat; it is a place that she continually returns to in her 
work and life. Haiti has always been Danticat’s subject. My interest lies in the poetics of this 
subject; how she constructs this home, the landscape she creates, and the people in it. I am 
also concerned with the way in which her “second” home, the United States, has been drawn 
in the works. In this paper I explore the Haiti that Danticat goes back to in her fiction when 
she takes her characters home. What do these Haitian homecomings tell us about Danticat’s 
vision of Haiti? What does home mean in the context of America? To answer these questions 
the article examines the many ways in which landscapes of home emerge in selected writings 
by this author.

Coming to America

Danticat left Haiti in 1981. Her second memoir, Brother, I’m Dying (2007), describes this 
journey to America. On that plane trip from Port-au-Prince to New York, Danticat was not 
alone; she traveled with her brother, Bob, leaving behind their Uncle Joseph and Tante Denise, 
who had raised them both as their own children until then. Their father, Mira, had left Haiti 
for America when Danticat was two years old, and their mother followed two years later, 
when Danticat was four. She has no recollection of her father’s departure but her mother’s 
was traumatic:

When it was time for my mother to board the plane, I wrapped my arms around her stockinged 
legs to keep her feet from moving. She leaned down and unballed my fists as Uncle Joseph tugged 
at the back of my dress, grabbing both my hands, peeling me off of her.
	 “Kalm,” he said. “Calm yourself.” And for a moment his voice, deep, firm, did pacify me. 
After all, it seemed that he and Tante Denise would now be in charge of us. They would be our 
parents. But what if our mother went away and never came back? Just like our father.2

Her parents returned to Haiti only once before Danticat and her brother were finally able to 
secure an American visa and leave their uncle’s home in Bel Air. But until then she was haunted 
by questions of whether she would see her parents again: “Would they be back? Would we 
soon be joining them? We were never told things directly, I thought even then” (BID, 96). 
Experiencing these episodes of uncertainty with parents leaving, returning, and then leaving 
again may have reinforced feelings of transience in the young Danticat; she had already had 
two homes and two sets of parents before she left for America. When she left Haiti for the 
first time, she was leaving one home behind and hoping to find another. But if Haiti was her 
home, then how would she take it to America?
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