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know if my new employer was among they,
1’d been able t0 get jobs in other newsrulnnms, 1 figured, so | ﬁHEl
the paperwork as usual and succeeded 1n landing on th? Payrol]

While 1 worked at The Huffington Post, other opportunities emergeq
My HIV/AIDS series became a d_ﬂcumenitﬂl'}’ film called T, Other
City, which opened at the Tribeca Film Festw:# last year and was brgyq.
cast on Showtime. I began writing for magazines and landed a dreqpy,
assignment: profiling Facebook’s Mark Zuckerberg for The New Yorker

The more I achieved, the more scared and depressed I became I
was proud of my work, but there was always a cloud hanging over it
over me. My old eight-year deadline—the expiration of my Oreggp

driver’s license—was approaching.
After slightly less than a year, [ decided to leave The Huffington

Post. In part, this was because [ wanted to promote the documentary
and write a book about online culture—or so I told my friends. But
the real reason was, after so many years of trying to be a part of the
system, of focusing all my energy on my professional life, I learned
that no amount of professional success would solve my problem or
ease the sense of loss and displacement I felt. I lied to a friend about
why I couldn’t take a weekend trip to Mexico. Another time I con-
cocted an excuse for why I couldn’t go on an all-expenses-paid trip to
Switzerland. I have been unwilling, for years, to be in a long-term re-
Jationship because I never wanted anyone to get too close and ask 100
many questions. All the while, Lola’s question was stuck in my head:
What will happen if people find out?

Early this year, just two weeks before my thirtieth birthday, I won
a small reprieve: I obtained a driver’s license in the state of Washing-
ton. The license is valid until 2016. This offered me five more years
of acceptable identification — but also five more years of fear, of lying
to people I respect and institutions that trusted me, of running away
from who I am.

I'm done running. I’'m exhausted. I don’t want that life anymore:

So I've decided to come forward, own up to what I've don€ an
tell my story to the best of my recollection. I've reached out to for
mer bosses and employers and apologized for misleading them’;;;
mix of humiliation and liberation coming with each disclosure:

Jose Antoni

to work, and I didn't
d out



