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was the name I gave this essay. I 
wrote it without plans, the same 
way I flew to Beijing. With no plans 
and looking for a reason for this 
flashtrip to the other side of the 
world.

“be” from the verb “to be” because this is a real book, in real 
time. But also as beta electronic. Because this is an essay in 
electronic format which can still be changed and improved by 
every reader. Tell me what you like most or least and especially 
which part you would cut out, to help me abridge the final ver-
sion.

You can write to pbarbosa@gmail.com or leave a comment on 
www.facebook.com/weekendinbeijing. 

I decided to write down these lines when I was already travelling 
and after coming back I agreed to add some complementary 
photos. The idea was not to replace the words and descriptions, 
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so there are few pictures and I took them with a Blackberry in 
need of reform. But I like them because they are genuine, au-
thentic, a kind of anti-Photoshop version.

This is not a technical book, nor a novel, nor any other format I 
know. It is a description book in real time. There is not an inch 
of fiction, invention or phantasy. Every fact, event and though 
happened, and that is the essay I bring you now.

This was a unique experience. Because I had never done it and 
because I don’t know if I will do it again. I have travelled alone, 
but with many memories of my dreamland which is where I live 
every day. That is what I am talking about: the action in Beijing 
and the thoughts I was having there.

I thus give myself. I give myself like never before. I offer a small 
journey towards inside me. To my thoughts, my judgments, my 
interests, my humor, my values.

To myself.
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— Your name is not on the list. 

— It has to be – I answer with certainty, showing my ticket. 

“Strategically Unprepared 4 Beijing” was the post I had done 
on Facebook two days before and which reflected my mindset 
when I decided, suddenly and unexpectedly, to travel to Asia for 
the first time, for a weekend with no plans nor expectations.

I am in Barajas, in front of the Air China desk, trying to control 
my anxiety. The ticket on the emergency row of the Airbus was 
the only thing you could consider a plan and it had just failed. 
In fact, my whole trip was about to collapse, imploding in a big 
nothing. My name is not on the passenger list and the plane – 
coming from São Paulo – is full. It seems there’s no solution… 
I shake my head, unable to understand the organization of Star 
Alliance, where I bought the return ticket Porto-Beijing.

In front of me, Nadia, aware that I have a valid ticket, makes 
abundant phonecalls. Suddenly, a smile. Still with the phone in 
her hand, she winks at me, as a sign of approval. She hangs up 
and tells me there’s a passenger who didn’t board in Brazil as 
she quickly gives me my boarding card. I go through the Madrid 
airport security thinking about how luck has such an impact one 
very day of our lives, even when supposedly there’s no need for 
it.

I sit down in the airside of the airport and read the Economist. I 
brought the magazines from the last 4 weeks as a statement of 
intention to myself. A part of me laughs at how stupid this see-
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ms, knowing I’ll be too busy to devour magazines and talk about 
PIGS and troikas. On the monitor in front of me, the options are 
interesting: Lima, Moscow, Doha and Jeddah. I start being a bit 
ashamed of not knowing for sure where the last option is, thou-
gh I have read several articles on Courrier Internacional. I he-
sitate between Saudi Arabia and United Arab Emirates. I can’t 
share this stupid ignorance of mine with anyone, I think, as I 
decide which destination to choose. I choose Lima, though Doha 
went to the final. Moscow is déjà vu.

Listening to Diana Krall singing “All or Nothing at All” on my he-
adphones, I close my eyes, thinking about what made me take 
the sudden decision of travelling. I go back 8 years, to a day that 
would mark me forever.

A few minutes after eight thirty in the morning, I was on my way 
to NorteShopping, a big suburban commercial center, where I 
worked as a deputy director. I was listening to “White Flag” by 
Dido and was getting ready for another round of negotiations 
with retailers reaching the end of their contract and new ope-
rators, in one of the most successful commercial centers of the 
Iberian Peninsula then. Suddenly a black Corsa overturned me 
and barred my way. Four people came out of it, three Chinese 
and one Westerner, whom I found out was Portuguese, a few 
seconds later. I looked at them, astounded. They were all co-
ming in my direction, with a threat in their look. In those na-
noseconds I imagined it was a mistake. Some traffic argument 
with another driver. I couldn’t find a reason, a motive, a logic, 
rational explanation. That was the reason why I got stunned as 
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“...I felt a 
sharp blow 

in my 
back...”

they were coming near me. Instead 
of locking the car, trying to get out, 
to escape, instead of reversing, 
honking, calling or looking for 
some kind of way out of this crisis 
situation.

They pulled me out of the car, with 
a soundtrack of “Now you´re gon-
na get it”. I only realized that was 
really happening to me when I felt 
a sharp blow in my back, which 

made me collapse on the car door. I saw the baseball club rise 
again but I had enough cold blood to react. In the door of the 
car I religiously kept a starter pistol, which I had never used 
before. I reached for it easily and pointed it at the knee of one of 
the Chinese. Time stopped a whole second, until they retreated.

I could not follow them, which upset me for too long. Three se-
cond later I remember and call the mall through the radio. I 
usually brought the radio with me in the car to control the pre-
-opening operations before reaching the mall. I informed the 
headquarters and in less than one minute the police – located 
in the same building – was on the street looking for the aggres-
sors. The hunting operation was not successful. 

I spent the rest of the morning testifying at the police and at 
the hospital, where I understood, with great relief, that the he-
matoma in my back had not caused relevant injuries. Back to 
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the mall, we analyzed the situation together, in a small crisis 
office, and understood the situation could only be connected 
to a Chinese restaurant, whose ending contract we hadn’t re-
newed. The owners had tried everything they could to get a new 
contract and both situations had to be connected, though with 
different individuals. Apparently, either it was a threat or a ven-
geance which didn’t come to an end due to an unexpected re-
action from me,

As a result of this episode, the company chose to protect the 
top managers of the mall with private and armed security es-
corts, 24 H a day. The Chinese clearly knew the routines, they 
had even followed me on my way from home to work, attacking 
me right after I left my son with relatives, as I did every day. In 
one moment, my life changed. I was now being driven in secret 
vehicles, through different ways all the time and had to call the 
security guard even to go to the supermarket.
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G We had a meeting with the Chinese League, a sort of Chinese 
Association in Portugal, which was aware of the problem but 
could not provide any solution. We explained to the president of 
the Chinese League that the contract had not been renewed – a 
legitimate and legal action of the mall – due to hygiene matters, 
which the company did not comply with, out of respect for their 
clients. The mall had negotiated with another Chinese and de-
manded for a window to be opened in order to show the kitchen 
to the final clients. The League told us that the new owners had 
given up after they were nearly shot on their doorstep.

As the Chinese League was unable to solve the situation, the 
matter was passed on to Polícia Judiciária which was used to 
more aggressive or serious crimes and which had agents dres-
sed as civilian, operating in the subworld.

da habituada a tratar com criminalidade de naturezas mais 
agressivas ou graves, ou que exigem agentes à civil, que ope-
rem no submundo. 

I felt I was inside a film, outraged at everything I heard and, 
most of all, worried about new crisis situations. In the middle of 
it, there were situations which I now recall with humor. The se-
curity guards accompanying me systematized everything they 
saw. Car plates, neighbor’s schedules, moves and even phone-
calls. One of the strangest episodes happened when a man who 
had come to install curtain a week before came close to the 
villa, at around 8.15 in the morning. The man had called me to 
say he had left a ladder and I had told him he could come any 
day, at around that time because I was always at home.
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Meanwhile, the episode of the aggression had happened and I 
had forgotten about this man. He arrived twenty minutes be-
fore and parked 40 meters from the house, waiting for me to 
come out. The security guards realized the situation and were 
watching from another car, a bit behind. At 8.15 the man comes 
out of his car and walks to my house. I was inside so I didn’t 
even suspect what was happening. The guard stopped the man, 
who was astonished.

— Can you tell me where you’re going? 

— I have things to sort out in that house – he answered, surpri-
sed, pointing at my house.

— No, you’re not. You’re going to sort out things right here with 
me!

— Never mind, I’ll come on another day. 

The guard grabbed his arm, demanding an explanation. The 
man was extremely scared and told him, fearfully, the reason 
why he was there. When he rang the bell, I saw he was in fear, 
with the guard, tense and alert, a few meters behind him. I lau-
ghed out loud and let him in.

In hindsight, some of the situations I went through during those 
weeks are actually funny. Others are not, not even today. Among 
tensions, arguments, pressures and a lot of lobbying, we finally 
reached a solution, which made the Chinese Mafia step back. 
The intervention of the Portuguese “secret police” and of the 
Foreigners and Border Service was decisive.
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The problem was solved, the situation was overcome, but the 
moments were not forgotten. In particular, the stereotyped sus-
picion I had against the Chinese people over the next few years. 

When I was preparing the book “Speculations & Trends”, in the 
summer and autumn 2009, I spent weeks studying China as 
a country and the new realities of this emerging market. The 
analysis was neutral and distant – especially because the book 
was written on a crowdsourcing basis –, but this action made 
me dive into the matter of China which I was avoiding with ou-
trage and conscience. The following years, I took part in some 
conferences on trends here and there, keeping once more an 
intense relation with the new realities of the Chinese market 
and its consequences in the world economy. In the summer 
of 2011, I went back to an intense research as I was preparing 
“Harvard Trends”. China was again the order of the day. I slowly 
let go of the emotion and of past stereotypes.

“i feel full of energy and 
curiosity...”

I get on the plane, full of Chinese. The environment is surprisin-
gly low. I imagine that most passengers are emigrants in Spain 
and they’re going back home for some reason. I sit down and 
open a book. I haven’t got into the story when I start distracting 



14

WEEKEND IN BEIJING
A real time be-book

myself with thoughts about this weekend. I feel full of energy 
and curiosity, but I still don’t know where I’m going, let alone 
why. I look at the horizon through the small window as we get 
off on the way East. I try to find out what took me to the decision 
of this flashtrip to the other end of the world, at a time when I 
didn’t have time for all that I was involved in.

It happened all of a sudden, on a night I was so tired I was about 
to collapse. I was finishing “Harvard Trends”, immersed in rese-
arch, writing, discussion of the available articles with a network 
of collaborators, and in preparing the communication plan of 
the book, particularly the book launch. Multitasking, I opened 
the sites Huffington Post, Wired, Mashable and TechCrunch, in 
order to confirm a Caltech information for the Sniffer column I 
publish every week on “OJE”.

I must confess it was the image that made me decide, right the-
re. It surprised me, captivated me, attracted me and made my 
subconscious decide what I didn’t know yet I wanted. From then 
on, all I had to do was to follow my instincts.

It was the Great Wall of China in highlight, on a photo taken from 
inside the wall and which transmitted a sensation of presence. 
On the photo there was a path coming down from the wall to 
a small intermediary tower, from which sprang another path 
until the next tower, already in the higher part, close to the sky.
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In green letters full of energy you could read “Beijing, China” 
and right below it TechCrunch. Everything in the image pulled 
me, but it was the higher part that made the click in the sub-
conscious part of my mind. Covering the sky as a background, 
the huge letters “DISRUPT”. The exotic quality a flashtrip to 
Beijing could have, especially to know the most high tech con-
ference in the world were immediate reasons to feel excited, 
but the world disrupt brought what I needed: the kinetic energy 
capable of moving everything for me to go. This was a new and 
sudden need I didn’t feel a second before. In order to plan this 
trip I would have to be a masochist, as this was probably the 
worst moment ever to embark in such madness.

What I needed most now was also what I needed least. Besides 
my very intense work in the retail company and the acutely cri-
tical moment the Portuguese market was going through, I was 
also involved in a thousand more projects. Such as the book 
“Harvard Trends”, in a final preparation phase, which I had to 
deliver till the end of the month, which was incompatible with 
TechCrunch. Then, the classes at the Marketing Portuguese 
Institute, book reviews for Jornal de Negócios, opinion articles 
for four more editions, preparing conferences where I would be 
a speaker in Porto, Lisbon and Paris in the next 20 days and a 
number of several participations in various projects.
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I clicked on the photo, surprised at my sudden interest. In my 
work I am faced every day with dozens of conferences, talks, 
workshops, webinars and all sorts of professional meetings in 
the most varied forms but I had never felt this magnetic impul.

Yes, magnetized, that’s how I felt. I got up to get a coffee that 
would clarify my mind. I took a look at the kitchen clock, on 
some tiles that were so old they’re already vintage. All the hou-
se is like that, mixing contemporary with pre-historic things.

It was twenty minutes past three in the morning. I sat at my por-
table again, holding the cup of coffee and I opened the calendar 
where I wrote down actions, events, appointments and travels. 
There didn’t seem to be any way to alter the plans, conside-
ring that over the last two weeks I had been rigorously sleeping 
four hours and a half a day, the minimum value I discovered to 
keep me concentrated enough for my functions. The experience 
of the first book had been a trauma in that respect, sleeping 
three hours a night for three weeks, which led me to an extreme 
exhaustion that I was trying to avoid now. On that night I didn’t 
write anything else for “Harvard Trends”. I opened a mail I had 
written to myself, entitled “Beijing 2011”, and which gathered 
all the steps of the contingency plan to unblock the problem. 
The first one, which at that moment seemed impossible, was 
to finish the book three days earlier. I stared at the calendar, 
imagining how I could solve each sub-problem on its own, using 
a mental Gantt diagram.






