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The term false 9 refers to a player playing in a lone-striker position who drops deep to search for the ball. The intention is to draw opposing central defenders with him and create a diversion for team-mates to move into space behind the defensive line and exploit chances to score.

Kieran Robinson
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Whenever I want to feel better about life I go on Twitter and read some of the tweets about myself. I always come away from this experience with a strong feeling about the true sporting character and essential fairness of the great British public.

Youre a useless bastard, Manson. The best thing you ever did was resign from this football club. #Cityincrisis

Did you really resign Manson? Or were you sacked like every other overpaid cunt in football management? #Cityincrisis

You left us in the lurch, Manson. If you hadnt quit we wouldnt have that stupid bastard Kolchak in charge and we might not be 4th from bottom. #Cityincrisis

Come back to the Crown of Thorns, Scott. Mourinho did it. Why cant you? All is forgiven. #Cityincrisis

I suppose you think that what you said about Chelsea on @BBCMOTD was clever, you stupid black cunt. You make Colin Murray look good.

Most @BBCMOTD pundits are the walking dead. But if Darryl Dixon ever needed to put a crossbow bolt in a someones eye, its yours.

Just because youve been on the cover of GQ doesnt mean youre not a black bastard, Manson. Youre just a black bastard in a nice suit.

We miss you, Scott. The football is rubbish since you left. Kolchak hasnt a fucking clue. #Cityincrisis

When are you going to explain why you quit City, Manson? Your continued silence about this is damaging the club. #Cityincrisis

Im only on Twitter because my publisher thought it would help to sell more copies of my book before Christmas. Theres a new edition out in paperback with an extra chapter about my short reign at London City. Not that it says very much. Id already signed a confidentiality agreement with the clubs owner, Viktor Sokolnikov, which forbids me from saying why I left the club, and mostly its to do with the death of Bekim Develi. Or at least as much as I can say about that. The new chapter had to be read by Viktors lawyers, of course. Frankly, its really not worth the paper its written on and all the tweets in the world arent going to alter that fact.

Im not a fan of social media. I think that wed all be a lot better off if every tweet cost five pence, or you had to put a postage stamp on it before you sent it. Something like that. Most peoples opinions arent worth shit, mine included. And thats just the reasonable ones. It goes without saying that theres a lot of hate on Twitter and a great deal of that hate is to do with football. Part of me isnt surprised. Back in 1992 when a programme cost a quid and a seat no more than a tenner, I expect people were a bit more forgiving about football-related matters. But these days with a ticket at a top club like Man U costing six or seven times as much, you can forgive the fans for expecting a bit more from their team. Well, almost.

The funny thing is that while I never pay a lot of attention to the nice things people tweet about me, I cant help but pay attention to the insults and abuse I get. I try not to but its hard, you know? To that extent, Twitter is a little like air travel: you dont pay it much attention when its going well, but you cant help but pay attention when its going badly. Its curious but theres a small part of me that thinks theres an element of truth to the unpleasant tweets. Like this one:

If you were any good, Manson, youd be at another club by now. But for the death of Joao Zarco youd still be picking up cones.

And this one:

Deep down, you always knew that the boots you were wearing were much too big for you. Thats why you fell, you stupid fuck. #Cityincrisis

Then again, just occasionally you read something that seems to have something interesting to say about the game itself.

You never understood that the purpose of passing is not to move the ball but to ﬁnd the free man.

And perhaps, this one, too:

The trouble with English football is everyone thinks hes Stanley Matthews. Dont dribble the ball, run with it; run to provoke.

For anyone who calls himself a football manager, being unemployed is probably your default position. Losing your job  or leaving it because you find its just untenable  is as inevitable as scoring a few own goals if youre a good number four. As Plato once said, shit just happens. Its always painful to leave a football club youve been managing but the high rewards for success mean there are also high risks for failure. Its the same with investment; whenever I see my financial advisor for lunch he always reminds me of the five levels of risk appetite. These are: Averse, Minimal, Cautious, Open and Hungry. As an investor I would describe myself as cautious, with a preference for safe options that have a low degree of risk and may only have a limited potential for reward. But football is very different. Football is all about the last level: if youre not risk-hungry youve no business being a manager. Anyone who doubts that should look at the colour of Mourinhos hair or check the lines on the faces of Arsène Wenger and Manuel Pellegrini. Frankly, its only when youve lost your job that you can truly say youve made your bones as a manager. But lets face it, todays managerial pariah can quickly turn into tomorrows messiah. Brian Clough is the best example of a manager who failed badly at one club only to succeed spectacularly at his next. Its tempting to imagine that Leeds United might have won two European Cups, back to back, if only theyd kept faith with Clough. In fact Im sure of it.

Even so, its hard being out of football management. It wasnt so hard during the summer, but now that the season is well under way I just want to be on the training ground with a team  even if I am just picking up the cones. I miss the game a lot. I miss the lads at London City even more. Sometimes I miss the team so much I feel physically sick. Right now I feel ill-defined as a person. Like I have no meaning. Etiolated. Which is a good word for what its like to be an unemployed manager: it means someone whos lost their vigour or substance, and it also means pale and drawn-out due to a lack of light. Thats exactly how I feel: etiolated. Just dont use a word like that on MOTD or theyll never ask you back. I can just imagine the tweets Id get about using a word like that.

The fact is that youre only a manager when youre managing, as Harry Redknapp might say. When youre not doing it  when youre appearing as a pundit on MOTD, or a guest on A Question of Sport  youre what, exactly? Im not sure that Im anything at all. But heres another tweet that puts it very well, I think:

Now that youve left City, Manson, youre going to ﬁnd out that youre just another cunt in football.

Yeah, thats exactly right. Im just another cunt in football. Its worse than being an actor whos working as a waiter because no one knows when youre a resting actor. But when youre a manager whos out of work the world and his fucking dog seem to know about it. Like the bloke who sat beside me on the plane to Edinburgh this morning.

Im sure youll find another job in management soon, he said, encouragingly. When David Moyes was sacked from United I knew that it wouldnt be long before he was back at a top club. Itll be the same for you, mark my words.

I wasnt sacked. I resigned.

Every year its the same old game of musical chairs. You know, Scott, I think people should bear in mind that it takes time for a manager to turn things around when a club is not doing well. But if you give a manager that time, then quite often hell prove his gainsayers wrong. Nine times out of ten, the managers just the scapegoat. Its the same in business. Take Marks & Spencer. How many CEOs has Marks & Spencer had since Sir Richard Greenbury left in 1999?

I wouldnt know.

The problem there is not the manager, but the whole retail business model. The fact is that people dont want to buy their clothes where they buy their sandwiches. Am I right, or am I right?

Looking at my travelling companions clothes I wasnt too sure about that. In his brown suit and salmon pink shirt he looked exactly like a prawn sandwich but I nodded politely and hoped for a moment when I might get back to reading Roy Keanes riveting book on my Kindle. It never came and I got off the plane wishing Id thought to wear a cap and a pair of glasses, like Ian Wright. I dont need glasses. And I dont like caps. But I like chatting about football with strangers even less. Looking like a cunt is a lot better than spending a whole flight talking to one.

It was very strange being back in Edinburgh after so many years away. I ought to have felt more at home here  after all, it was the place where Id done the larger part of my growing up  but I didnt. I couldnt have felt more alien or out of place. It wasnt just the past that made Scotland seem like a foreign country to me. Nor was it much to do with the recent referendum. I hadnt shared the Scots dislike of the English as a boy and I certainly didnt share it now, especially since Id chosen to make my home in London. No, there was something else that made me feel separate, something much more personal. The truth was Id never really been permitted to feel like a proper Scot on account of the colour of my skin. All of the kids in my class at school had been freckle-faced, green-eyed Celts. Me, I was half black  or, as the Scots used to describe me, a half-caste  which was why Id been nicknamed Rastus. Even my Edinburgh schoolmasters had called me Rastus and although I wouldnt ever have shown it, this hurt. A lot. And it had always struck me as amusing that the minute I arrived at a school in England  with a Scots accent long since scraped off the bottom of my shoe  my nickname should have become Jock. Not that the boys of Northampton School for Boys werent racist, too, but they were a lot less racist than their Scottish counterparts.

Im lucky in that I have a seat on the board of my dads company to fall back on, but that certainly didnt stop me from putting myself around a bit to see what was out there. My agent, Tempest OBrien, was firmly of the opinion that it was important for me to see as many people as possible.

Its not just your achievements that make you eminently employable, shed told me, its you, the whole GQ package. Youre one of the most articulate and intelligent men I know, Scott. Christ, I nearly said in football, but thats not saying much, is it? Besides, I think its crucial that people see youre not just sitting back and living off your earnings  which according to the newspapers are substantial  as a director of Pedila Sports. So its important you play that down. If people think you dont need to work then theyll try to buy you cheap. So the first place Im going to send you is Edinburgh. Theres a job going at Hibs. No one is going to try and buy you cheaper than a side in the Scottish Championship. I know your father was a Hearts man through and through but you should go and talk to them because its a good place to start. Better that you should make your mistakes and hone your interview skills there where it wont matter than somewhere more important where it will, like Nice, or Shanghai.

Shanghai? Why the hell would I go to Shanghai?

Did you see Skyfall? The Bond movie? Shanghai is one of the most futuristic cities in the world. And the place is just rolling in money. It might be good experience for you to work there. Especially if they start buying football clubs in Europe. And the rumour is theyre looking to do just that. The Chinese are a can-do people, Scott. Can do and will do, probably. When the Russians get tired of owning clubs or when the rouble finally collapses and they have to sell out, who are they going to sell to? The Chinese, of course. Within twenty years the Chinese are going to be the worlds number one economic superpower. And when China rules the world, the capital of that world is going to be Shanghai. They started building a new tram in December 2007, and it was open less than two years later. Contrast that with Edinburghs tram. How long did that take? Seven years? A billion quid spent on it and still theyre bitching about fucking independence.

*

The tram  which was supposed to run from Edinburgh Airport to a stop just across the road from my hotel  was out of action that particular morning; a power cut, they said. So I got the bus. It was an inauspicious start. And Tempest was right about something else, too: they were still bitching about independence.

I checked into the Balmoral Hotel, ate some oysters at the nearby Café Royal and then went down Leith Walk towards Easter Road to see Hibs play Queen of the South. The ground and the pitch were better than I remembered and I guessed there were between twelve and fifteen thousand there  a big difference from the record attendance of sixty-five thousand in 1950, when Hibs played their local rivals Hearts. It was a cold but beautiful afternoon, just right for a game of football, and while the home side had the better run of the play for most of the match they were unable to take their chances. Paul Hanlon and Scott Allan both went close and Hibs lost a chance to go level on points with a side they ought to have beaten with ease. The Queens looked happy to have come away with a point in a goalless draw that did not please the Edinburgh fans. Jason Cummings was about the only player who impressed me when his swerving thirty-yard shot was saved by the Queens goalkeeper Zander Clark, but it was a less than memorable game and on the evidence of what Id seen, Hibs, who were more than ten points adrift of the league leaders, Hearts, seemed destined to be spending another year out of the SPL.

I went back to the hotel, ordered some tea which never came, had a hot bath, snoozed my way through the football results and Strictly For Morons, and then went around the corner to a restaurant called Ondine, where Id arranged to meet Midge Meiklejohn who was one of the clubs directors. He was an affable man with a large head of red hair and green eyes. In his lapel was a Hibs crest which served to remind me just how old the club actually was: 1875. And of course this proud tradition was a major part of the clubs problem. Of any old clubs problem.

We talked generally about football for a while and drank our way through an excellent Sancerre before he asked me what Id thought of the game and, more importantly, Hibs themselves.

If youll forgive me, I told him, your problems arent on the pitch but in the boardroom. Youve had how many  seven?  managers in ten years? Whove probably done the best that could be done, in the circumstances. The manager youve got is doing a great job, and things arent going to get any better until you address the fundamental problem which is that football clubs are like regional newspapers. There are simply too many of them. Prices are going up and readership is declining. There are too many papers competing for too few readers. The same is true of football. There are too many clubs competing not just with each other but with television. Your gate today was maybe twelve thousand, while some of your players are on two or three grand a week, maybe more. Your wage bill must take two thirds of your gate. Which leaves running costs and the bank. Your business is dying on its feet. Full-time football is just not a viable option for you or, for that matter, for nearly all of the Scottish clubs, bar two.

So what are you saying? That we should just give up?

Not at all. But the way I see it you have two choices if youre going to survive as a club. Either you do what some Swedish clubs do  clubs like Gothenburg  with most of the players taking part-time jobs as painters and decorators. Or theres what a French philosopher speaking about something else calls the detestable solution. A solution which makes total business sense but which will have the supporters crying out for your head, Midge, and everyone else on your board.

Whats that?

A merger. With Hearts. To form a new Edinburgh club. Edinburgh Wanderers. Midlothian United.

You must be joking. Besides, thats been considered before. And rejected.

I know. But that doesnt mean its not the right solution. Edinburgh isnt Manchester, Midge. It can barely support one good team, let alone two. You use the assets of one club to pay off the debts and build a future for them both. Its simple economics. The only problem is that tribes dont like economics. And Hibs and Hearts are two of the oldest tribes in Scotland. Look, it worked for Inverness Cally Thistle. In less than twenty years theyve merged two failing clubs and gone from the Scottish Third Division to being second in the SPL. The case for a merger is irrefutable. You know it. I know it. Even they know it  the supporters  in their heads. The only trouble is that they dont think with their heads, but with their hearts. If youll pardon the expression.

These people arent like other people, said Midge. They know how to hate and more importantly they know how to hurt. Id probably have to seek police protection. Leave the city. We all would.

Then to quote Private Fraser, youre doomed. Doomed, I tell ye. Its the same for most of the clubs in the north of England. Its history and tradition that are holding them back, too. Theres this singularity called the Barclays Premier League that deforms everything that comes close to it and which is sucking everything in English football into its mass. The big clubs get more successful and the poor ones disappear. Who wants to go and pay twenty quid to watch Northampton Town get stuffed when you can support Arsenal in the comfort of your own home? Thats the physics of football, Midge. You cant argue with the laws of the universe.

Its only a game, said Midge. Thats what these bloody people forget sometimes. Its only a game.

But its the only bloody game as far as theyre concerned.

I went back to the hotel to watch MOTD but it hardly seemed worth it since the matches were all Scottish ones. Not that there would have been any English Premier League matches anyway because of international duties, which meant I was at least spared watching Arsenal throw away a three goal lead, as theyd recently done against Anderlecht in the Champions League. That had grieved me a lot less than it might have done. The fact is that since I started to watch football with the eyes of an ordinary fan Ive come to appreciate something genuinely beautiful about the beautiful game. Its this: learning how to lose is an important part of being a fan. Losing teaches you  in the words of Mick Jagger  that you cant always get what you want. This is an important part of being a human being  perhaps the most important part of all. Learning to cope with disappointment is what we call character. Rudyard Kipling had it almost right, I think. In life it helps to treat triumph and disaster with equal sangfroid. The ancient Greeks knew the importance that the gods placed on our ability to suck it up. They even had a word for it when we didnt: hubris. Learning how to suck it up is what makes you a mensch. Its only fascists who will tell you anything else. I prefer to think that this is the true meaning of Bill Shanklys oft-quoted remark about life and death. I think that what he really meant was this: that its character and sand that are more important than mere victory and defeat. Of course you couldnt ever say as much while youre the manager of a club. Theres only so much philosophy that anyone can take in the dressing room. That kind of shit might work on centre court at Wimbledon but it wont wash at Anfield or Old Trafford. Its hard enough to get eleven men to play as one without telling them that sometimes its all right to lose.
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Tempest OBrien was one of only three female football agents in the game. The other was Rachel Anderson whod famously  and successfully  sued the Professional Footballers Association when shed been forbidden entry to the PFA dinner in 1997, despite being a FIFA-registered football agent. It was Rachel whod broken down barriers in the game for people like Tempest who Id appointed as my agent just before I went to work with Zarco at London City. Before becoming a football agent, Tempest had worked for Brunswick PR and the International Management Group. She was clever, very good-looking and made everyone she met feel as though they were as smart as she was. Football might be less racist than it used to be but as the likes of Andy Gray and Richard Keys demonstrated in 2011, its still a bastion of sexism. I should know; sometimes Im a bit of a sexist myself, but as a black man in football management I felt it was my duty to help break down some barriers by giving Tempest the chance to represent me. Ive regretted it only once. We were at the Ballon dOr awards party in Zurich a couple of years ago, both staying at the Baur au Lac, and we almost went to bed together. She wanted to, and I wanted to, but somehow good sense prevailed and we managed to finish the evening alone and in our own rooms. She looks a bit like Cameron Diaz so youll have a pretty good idea of why  at the time, anyway  I regretted not going to bed with her as any man might have done. Tempests second idea was a job at OGC Nice. .

Actually, she admitted, Im not one hundred per cent sure that there is a job and maybe theyre not sure themselves. Theyre French and they play their cards pretty close to their chests. Besides, my French isnt that good so I cant read between the lines of whats been said. Your French is much better than mine so I expect youll suss out what the true state of play is there. But it is Nice and theyre a league one side so it wont do you any harm to meet them and for them to register that youre tailor-made for a job there. If not now then perhaps in the future. I cant imagine a more beautiful place to work. Theyre suggesting they meet you in Paris because theyre playing PSG this Saturday. It ought to be a good game. Anyway, take Louise. Stay somewhere nice. Have lots of sex in an expensive hotel. 

It was all good advice and my girlfriend, Louise Considine, didnt need much persuading. A detective inspector with the Metropolitan Police, she had plenty of leave due to her and so it was that we caught the Eurostar to Paris early one Saturday morning in November.

You dont have to come to the game, you know, I told her. If I were you Id go
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