Dearest Brazil,

We are fast running out of last chances to save the planet and its peoples. Our
world is changing, faster than it’s ever changed before, and forcing us to adapt more
quickly 1if we are to survive. From hunter-gatherer society to agriculturei. from
agriculture to industry, from industry to whatever is taking shape now — this new
condition that we do not as yet have a name for — humanity has seen these kinds of
monumental shift before, although not often. These transitions are not caused by
political forces but by the unstoppable tidal movements of history and technology,
which is a tide that we can either steer our vessels to take advantage of, or we can be
washed away by. The Earth is turning, turning of necessity into a new place, and we can
only turn with it or else lose the biosphere that sustains us forever. Most people, I
believe, know this in their hearts and feel it in their stomachs.

And yet, over this past five or so years, we have seen across the globe a
ferocious resurgence of exactly the political and economic ideas that led us into this
clearly disastrous situation in the first place. The unconcealed aggression of this
extreme right advance seems to me so forceful, and yet so disconnected from any
reality, that it can only be born of desperation; the hysterical fear felt by those most
invested in the power structures of the old world, who know the new world can,
ultimately, have no place for them. Afraid for their very existence, for the existence of
the worldview from which they benefit, they have crowded the world stage over this last
half-decade with increasingly loud, overblown and blustering pantomime characters, for
whom no course of action is too corrupt or inhuman, and no line of reasoning too
blatantly absurd.

Unashamedly monstrous, these have persecuted racial and religious minorities,
or their native peoples, or the poor, or women, or people of different sexualities, or all of
the above. During the still-evolving pandemic they put their political posturing and their
financial doctrines before the safety of their populations, presiding over hundreds of
thousands of potentially unnecessary deaths; hundreds of thousands of devastated
families, devastated communities. With their nations on fire, or flooded, or parched by
drought, they insisted that climate change was a leftist hoax to inconvenience industry,
and branded environmental or social protestors as terrorists. Adopting the fascist circus-
act style of Italy’s Silvio Berlusconi, we have had the dangerous insurrectionary
theatrics of Donald Trump in North America, and the ruinous indignities of Boris
Johnson and his understudies 1n the (at present) United Kingdom. And, of course, Brazil
has had Jair Bolsonaro.

Although we in the Global North obviously contribute much more than our fair
share of horrifying political figures to the world’s situation, I don’t know anybody with
an ounce of conscience and compassion who isn’t appalled by what Bolsonaro, riding
into office on Trump’s bow-wave, has done to your huge and beautiful country, along
with what he continues to do to our relatively small and somehow-still-beautiful planet.
We’ve watched despairingly while, singing from the same hymn-book as his North
American inspiration, Bolsonaro has railed against Brazil’s indigenous people, its
homosexuals and the rights of its women to safe abortions, fuelling an uncontrolled
bonfire of hatred as a distraction from his social and economic agendas, while
simultaneously flooding your culture with guns. We’ve seen him attempt to swagger his
way through the pandemic by spouting his anti-vaccination idiocy, and we’ve seen
Brazil’s increasing acreage of hastily-prepared graveyards; those pigeonhole grids in
grey soil with here and there dead flowers or painted markers as a drip of colour.




We've also looked on while he responded to the prospect of new 1nter}'1&:0t10nal
environmental laws by simply speeding up his suicidal destruction of the rain 0r§Sta
choking our communal atmosphere with burning jungle, displacing or c.hspatf:hmg
people who had lived in these regions for generations, and seemingly collufimg w1tl} or
turning a blind eye to the murder of journalists investigating this brutal ethnic cleansing.
A respected British science magazine that I subscribe to, New Scientist, has ref::ently
described Brazil’s imminent elections as a potentially crucial point of no return in our
species’ life-or-death battle with the climate catastrophe we ourselves have engineered.
Simply put, Jair Bolsonaro can continue, profitably, to please the corporate interests that
support him, or our grandchildren can eat and breathe. It’s one or the other.

As an anarchist, there are very few political leaders that I could completely
tolerate, much less endorse, but from all that I have heard or read about him, Luiz da
Silva, Lula, seems to be one such rare individual. His policies appear to be fair, humane
and practical, and, as I understand it, he has promised to reverse many of Bolsonaro’s
most disastrous decisions. Repairing the damage of these last five years would surely
not be easy or without cost, and da Silva would be inheriting a badly disfigured political
landscape. At the very least, however, from this distance he at least has the look of a
candidate who acknowledges that mankind is going through one of its infrequent
seismic transformations, and realises that we must change how we live, if we are to live
at all. He seems a politician committed to the future, with its hard work and its just and

wonderful possibilities, rather than the flailing and destructive death-throes of an
unsustainable past.

Brazil’s forthcoming election is, I’'m told, balanced on something of a knife edge
and, as discussed above, the whole world is riding on it. If you have ever enjoyed any of
my work, or have felt any sympathy with its humanitarian leanings, then please go out
and vote for a future that is fit for human beings, for a world that is more than the
golden latrine of its corporations and their puppets.

Let’s put the iniquities of the last five, or perhaps the last five hundred years,
behind us.

With love, and trust,
Your friend,

Alan Moore x



