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Exhibit E
Letter from Alexis after capitalism to Alexis during capitalism, retrieved
from email residue algorithm, received in inbox
alexispauline@gmail.com on 9/13/10, send date category echo,
referenced and archived in Drix's lecture capsule:
Dear Lexi,
Breathe deep, baby girl, we won. Now life, though not exactly
easier, is life all the time. Not chopped down into billable minutes,
not narrowed into excuses to hurt and forget each other. I am
writing you from the future to remind you to act on your belief, to
live your life as a tribute to our victory and not as a stifling
reaction to the past.
I am here with so many people that you love and their children and
we are eating together and we are tired from full days of working
and loving but never too tired to remember where we come from.
Never exhausted past passion and writing. So I am writing you
now.
Here in the future we have no money. We have only the
resources that we in our capitalist phase did not plunder to work
with, but we have no scarcity. You can reassure Julia we have
plenty technology; technology is the brilliance of making
something out of anything, of making what we need out of what we
had, of aligning our spirits so everyone is on point so much of the
time that when one of us falls off, gets scared, or caught up, the
harmony of yes yes yes, we are priceless brings them right back into
tune with where they need to be. We have the world we deserve
and we acknowledge everyday that we make it what it is.
Everybody eats. Everybody knows how to grow agriculturally,
spiritually, physically, and intellectually. No one owns anything or
anybody or even uses anything like a tool. Each everything is an

opportunity and we are artists singing it into being with faith,
compassion, ,confusion, breakthroughs, and support. It is on
everyone s mind and heart how to best support the genius that
surrounds us all. How to shepherd each of us into the brilliance we
come from even though our experience breaking each other apart
through capitalism has left much healing to be done. We are more
patient than we have ever been. And now that our time is divine
and connected with everything, we have developed skills for how
to recenter ourselves. We walk. We drink tea. We are still when we
need to be. No one is impatient with someone else's stillness. No
one feels guilty for sitting still. Everybody is always learning how
to grow.
Your heart sings everyday because your ancestors are thrilled
with themselves, a.k.a. all of us. Just breathing is like a choir. And I
have the presence of mind and the generosity of spirit to even be
proud of the you that I was when you are reading this, back in
capitalism with all of our fear, and all of our scarcity-driven
behavior contradicting and cutting down our visionary words.
Counterpoetics right? I am proud of you for being queer. I am
proud of you for staying present to the meaning of your beliefs and
to the consequences of your actions even when they were crashing
into each other every day. I am proud of you for letting Y the tide of
our revolutionary heritage grind your fear of failure and lack to
sand. I love you. The me that I was.
But breathe this deep because this is the message. We did it.
We shifted the paradigm. We rewrote the meaning of life with our
living. And this is how we did it. We let go. And then we got scared
and held on and then we let go again. Of everything that would
shackle us to sameness. Of our deeply held belief that our lives
could be measured or disconnected from anything. We let go and
re-taught ourselves to breathe the presence of the energy that we
are that cannot be destroyed, but only transformed and
transforming everything.
Breathe deep, beloved young and frightened self, and then let
go. And you will hold on. So then let go again.
With all the love and the sky and
the land and the water,
Lex

