
Godfather Of Champions  

Chapter 4: Training Class 

 

During winter, Nottingham’s sun rises later in the morning, but there were already a lot 
of pedestrians on the road this morning. Everyone was busy getting to work, while 
exchange students also had to go to school. This was an ancient yet young city, filled 
with vigor everywhere. It was unlike the old industrial cities of Manchester and 
Liverpool, which had a lethargic and gloomy atmosphere. 

Twain yawned as he walked on the pedestrian walkway. Groups of young people ran 
past him, forming a stark contrast with his listlessness. 

Looking at those figures invigorated with youthful energy, Tang En could only secretly 
grumble that this body had left behind a terrifying inertia. Just like that rigid planner, he 
had opened his eyes punctually at six thirty in the morning, and he could not seem to 
fall back to sleep at all afterwards. He knew that it was time for Tony’s morning run, but 
it could not be helped that he did not want to run early in the morning. He had not done 
such a thing ever since he had met the physical fitness requirements in high school. 

He stared blankly at the ceiling until seven o’ clock, and then got out of bed to casually 
make himself some breakfast. After that, he was in a daze until 7:40. Finally, he could 
not stand it and decided to “go to work.” 

His current state of non-stop yawning was a direct consequence of insufficient sleep. 
Coupled with the cold temperature brought about by the drizzle in the winter morning, 
Tang En was wrapped in a black overcoat shrunk to his neck, making him look like a 
drug addict. 

After a 20-minute journey, Tang En stood in front of the gates of the training ground, 
slightly shocked. He looked at his watch, confirming that it was currently three minutes 
past eight. “How can it be so quiet? Has the New Year’s break not ended yet?” He was 
puzzled, as the training ground’s gates were completely desolate. When he was walking 
to the gates, he saw that there were a few sparrows which stopped in front of them, and 
flew away upon hearing his footsteps. 

The security guard, Ian Macdonald, was more shocked than him. “Tony, it is not time for 
training yet,” he said upon their meeting. 

“Ah… Oh. What time does training start?” Tang En knew that he was clueless again. He 
could only attribute all of this to the injury he had sustained to the back of his head. 

“Nine o’ clock in the morning,” Macdonald sympathetically said as he looked at him. Of 
course, he had ample reason to do so. 



However, Tang En did not like being perceived by others as a lunatic. As such, he gave 
a stare toward Macdonald, before replying, “Very well, then there’s nothing wrong with 
me coming to the training ground early, is there?” 

“Erm, of course…” Macdonald opened the gates. 

Tang En strolled in casually. But this was his first time at a professional football team 
training ground, so he was feeling pretty excited. Then, a voice from behind spoiled his 
good mood. “Tony, your office is in front. Turn left, third room in that white single-story 
house with the big French window…” 

Tang En turned around and thanked the old security guard in a rude tone. “Thanks Ian, 
but I know how to go.” 

That’s right, he knew. Remnants of Tony Twain’s memories were still left in his mind. He 
was just that familiar with the place, without any feeling of strangeness. 

※※※ 

Entering his own office, Tang En switched on the lights. The pitch-dark room was 
instantly enveloped by the bright light. This sort of sharp and sudden change from pitch-
dark to brightly-lit caused him to squint his eyes. 

The first thing that greeted him was a big, dark-red desk. On top of it was a computer, a 
pen holder, a telephone, and a few books. Aside from those, there was nothing. Behind 
the desk was a large rotating chair, which presumably was his. The only thing was that 
the desk and chair looked slightly worn-out and had a historical feel. 

Tang En shrugged his shoulders. English football was like this, always emphasizing 
history. 

He walked over and sat on the chair, before spinning it around a few times. Looking at 
the orderly office and the empty training field, he felt extremely good. 

Wahaha! To think that there would be a day when I become the manager of a 
professional football team! If those people who always mocked me at the tea houses 
and bars knew that Tang En was sitting on the seat of Team Nottingham Forest’s 
Manager… to see the expressions on their faces… 

Tang En grinned as he touched Twain’s chin. 

Tang En suddenly restrained his smile, and said seriously in a low voice, in the direction 
of the door, “Chairman Doughty, I promise that I’ll bring the shining trophy for you when 
the season ends. Yes, I promise…” 



After that, he stood up and turned to the training field. Pinching his jaw, his face 
frowning he said, “Hmm, I feel like number seven is not performing lately, shall we move 
him over to the reserve team?” 

Shortly after, he suddenly raised his voice and waved his arms. “Idiot! When crossing to 
the center, don’t keep going down the center! Did you not have your afternoon nap? 
Attack from their sides when shooting! Mess up their defensive line, shred their 
meticulously put together formation into pieces, and settle the match at an unimaginable 
speed! Idiot!” 

After he finished shouting, Tang En put down his arms and felt doubtful. Even though he 
was the manager, he was actually a newbie in football. He did not even understand his 
team. This was his first day at training, and therefore he was apprehensive. He did not 
know how his players would look at this manager, who had just assumed a westerner’s 
look. Would they laugh at him? Would they look down on him? Would they despise him 
in their hearts? 

Tang En was like a fresh graduate waiting for a job interview. This decided whether he 
could successfully find a job, something which would affect his entire life. 

He sat down once again, and looked at the training field as he leaned back on the chair. 
He did not know how long he could stay in this position, perhaps a week or two? Or 
maybe till the end of the season? That was already the best possible outcome. Could a 
newbie manager like him, who had no experience and knowledge at all, successfully 
overcome the challenges he faced? 

A knock on the door woke Twain from his thoughts. He turned around, unsure of who 
would come to find him at this time. He tidied his clothes, and put on an expression 
which he thought was the most appropriate. He cleared his throat and said, “Please 
enter.” 

The door was pushed open, and too many people to count rushed into the room. This 
somewhat spacious room immediately became packed. 

“This is…” Tang En could not wrap his head around it and did not understand what was 
going on. 

The young man from that day who had pulled Twain back and advised him to direct the 
match came forward and said, “Tony, Chair Doughty feels that there is a need to re-
introduce your colleagues.” 

Tang En recalled the scene the day before, where that old man lightly patted his 
shoulders in front of the gates and said to him, “I won’t give you any pressure, Tony.” 
The old man’s thinking was thorough, but was this scene not too formal? 



“Erm, I express my thanks for Chairman Doughty’s good will. But really, I don’t need…” 
As Tang En spoke, he observed the reactions of the crowd. He soon realized that some 
of them concealed mocking expressions. He had managed to catch it despite only 
seeing it for a split second. “You all should return to work, training is starting very soon,” 
he said as he pointed to his watch. 

The crowd hesitated for a moment before they dispersed. However, that young man 
stayed behind. 

Seeing as the last person walked out of the office, Tang En closed the door before 
saying to the young man behind him, “Des, I know that you did this for my sake. But if 
you do this, you will make things difficult for me.” 

Des Walker was slightly puzzled. “Why?” 

“I am the coach and manager of the team. In front of them and the players, I have to 
uphold my authority and pride. Frankly speaking, I detest people who look at me with 
pity and mockery, as if I am a lunatic. If this carries on, how can I lead the team? The 
players won’t listen to the words of a manager who has to keep being reminded by 
others.” 

Des Walker was not a fool. He understood Twain’s meaning. “Sorry Tony, I didn’t put 
much thought into it…” 

“I’ve said it before; I don’t blame you. The only person that I can trust now is you. The 
rest of them…” Twain looked at the door and continued, “They are all waiting for me to 
make a fool out of myself. You have to help me.” 

Des Walker announced his retirement at the end of the previous season. The reason he 
could become an assistant manager of a team at 37 years old was all because of Tony 
Twain’s benefactor, Paul Hart’s nurturing. It was Hart who suggested that he became an 
assistant manager after his retirement. Walker was someone who valued ties greatly. 
Now that Hart, his benefactor, had retired, Twain, the person who Hart held in the 
highest regard had become the manager. Des hoped that Twain could succeed, as this 
would prove that Hart had made the correct judgment. Moreover, helping Twain would 
be akin to helping himself. As he had just retired, he did not have many managerial 
credentials. As such, following behind Twain to accumulate experience was a good 
choice for him. To be able to find a decent job after retirement was not an easy task in 
this day and age. 

Walker nodded his head. “No problem, what do you need help with?” 

Twain pointed to his head and said, “My head is still not functioning very well and tends 
to short circuit at times. When you are with me, not only do you have to remind me, you 
also have to explain to me in detail.” 



Walker signaled that he understood, and continued asking him, “Then, as for today’s 
training program…” 

“You decide.” 

Hearing this reply, Walker was slightly shocked. However, he managed to react quickly. 
“Then let’s go with the usual program. ” 

“Haha, just like this!” Tang En laughed. “We will make a great pair with a lot of synergy.” 

Walker shrugged his shoulders and said, “I feel like we are deceiving people.” 

“Ah, don’t worry. Sometimes, deception is also a good thing. An example would be 
when you are lying to others for a good cause. That is not ‘deception’, but a ‘white lie’. 
During training, I will just watch by the side. Unless absolutely necessary, I will not say 
anything, and leave it to you. You should hurry up and make preparations. It’s going to 
be nine soon, and they will be here anytime.” 

Seeing that Twain had accurately spoken the time for training to start, Walker believed 
that he had recovered slightly. As such, he nodded his head and left the room with 
peace of mind. 

Only upon seeing Walker close the door did Twain heave a sigh of relief. Deception was 
indeed not good. It was still considered okay if he were to be exposed by other people, 
but what he worried about most was giving himself away, which would be extremely 
embarrassing. 

Everyone’s impression of Tony Twain was that of a rigid person from the middle ages. 
However, he did not want to change himself to suit other people’s impression of him. 
Tang En was a short-tempered person, and was slightly stubborn in nature, a bumpkin 
who was not cultured. Through his efforts, he hoped to tell the rest of the people that 
this was the real Twain. As for the Tony Twain of the past…Hm, let him disappear with 
that blow on the sideline. I don’t have the spare time to care about where he went and 
won’t feel guilty in the slightest bit. It should be noted that I have also lost many things! 
Darned heavens! 

His gaze shifted outside, and he found that the rain had stopped. The turf maintenance 
staff were already on the previously empty training field, inspecting the condition of the 
turf. 

Another day of training had begun. 

The players were training according to the usual program, but their thoughts were on 
the manager, Tony Twain, who was on the sideline. Someone was always glancing in 
his direction during training. 



This abnormal behavior not only belonged to the players, but even the assistant 
managers who were busy on the field could not contain their curiosity. 

The current appearance of the manager, Tony Twain, was something that anyone who 
saw would find weird and would take a few more looks at. 

Twain wore a pair of shades along with his black shirt, black pants, and black leather 
shoes. He was covered in black from head to toe. Standing on the sideline, he looked 
serious, which made him appear extra gloomy. On top of that, he was set off by the 
overcast sky, as if he were exposing everyone who passed by him to an ominous force. 

Even Walker did not expect Twain to appear on the sideline in this manner. In the past, 
Twain was a manager who would appear in a tracksuit with a whistle around his neck. 
He wore running shoes and ran around the field with the players. His current 
appearance however, was more like a club chairman. There was not a chance that he 
would demonstrate any moves. 

Actually, this was the effect that Twain hoped to achieve. He was worried that someone 
from the team would ask him to demonstrate some moves, which he was completely 
clueless about. Even after watching football for so many years, he was extremely bad at 
playing football. He decided that he might as well dress up in this fashion in order to 
clearly tell some ill-intentioned people that he had no intention to go down to the field 
that day. Additionally, the shades he wore were to make everyone unable to see his 
eyes, naturally preventing them from knowing what was going on in his head. 

Walker took extreme care of him by shouting much louder than usual, and he also tried 
to call out the players’ names as much as possible. Compared to him, another assistant 
manager, Ian Bowyer, was not that enthusiastic. He was one of those with a mocking 
expression in Twain’s office. According to Walker, Bowyer was a veteran with the team. 
He had served the team as a player for many years and became an assistant manager 
after he retired. 

Once Walker said this, Tang En understood. It must be that when Paul Hart resigned, 
Bowyer must have thought that the club would make him the manager. But he had not 
expected that Paul Hart would recommend Twain instead, causing him to feel envious. 

Tang En understood that it was human nature to feel this way. However, that did not 
mean that he had to bend to him. He had not bowed down to anyone in his life before. 

Bowyer might not be happy, but neither was he. 

If someone had asked him two days ago to give up his position, he would have gladly 
done so. However, now the circumstances were different. Since he had already come 
this far and become a substitute manager of a football team, he might as well 
accomplish something. Not only was this a challenge, it was also an opportunity for him. 
In any case, there were many instances in the past where he was watching matches, 



when he thought to himself what kind of arrangements he would have made if he were 
the manager. Also, he had played quite a few football Manager games. 

Currently, although he was standing on the sideline like a wooden stake, he was 
actually trying his best to match the names Walker shouted to the players on the field. 

That dark-skinned person with a pigtail, whose hair looked like Rijkaard, was David 
Johnson, the striker who had knocked him over the other day. Looking at his 
performance on the training field, his speed was quite fast, and he had pretty good 
explosive power. Currently, Tang En only had these sorts of impressions from watching 
their training. Anything more specific had to be observed in detail, perhaps through 
matches. 

The young lad who just did a beautiful cross from the byline was Andy Reid, a talented 
young football player nurtured by Twain himself, who was promoted with Twain to the 
first team before the new year together. Twain took a few more looks at this young lad, 
and if his memory served him right, this person would later appear in Tottenham. To 
think that he had transferred over from Team Nottingham Forest. This transfer alone 
was more than enough to say about his ability, or else why would he be picked up by an 
old branded team in the English Premier League? 

Since he mentioned Reid, there was another person that Tang En took notice of as well. 
Tang En shifted his gaze to the backfield. Amongst the group of players who were 
practicing headers, a tall guy caught his attention. His golden hair appeared full of vigor, 
while his face still possessed the innocence of childhood. He had bright eyes and 
beautiful eyebrows, and his performance was exceptional. Even the managerial team 
planned the defense training around him. This was the man who was called the 
Nottingham Forest’s future hope, Michael Dawson. He had been promoted to the first 
team together with Andy Reid. The day before yesterday’s match was his virgin match 
in League One, but it was a pity that the team lost miserably. As such, his performance 
was rather lackluster. However, this did not affect his mood in the slightest, as his face 
still displayed that joyful smile. 

Dawson was promoted to Team Nottingham Forest’s first team together with Reid. Two 
years later, he would also leave Team Nottingham Forest together with Reid, when he 
would transfer out to Tottenham football club. Tang En watched a few of the matches 
when he was in Tottenham, and his performance was quite good. He displayed great 
synergy with Ledley King and was someone who dared to command the entire 
defensive line at such a young age. He was also a long serving top defender of the 
English youth team, and later even had the chance to enter the country’s national 
football team. However, that was in 2007. The current Dawson was only a young lad, 
filled with hopes and aspirations for the future. 

Once he realized that this person would be nurtured by himself, a sense of achievement 
emerged within Tang En—he did not care at all which ‘Twain’ this achievement 
belonged to. Now, all of it belonged to him. 



He observed the team’s training carefully. Not only did he need to remember these 
players’ names and faces, he also had to remember their unique techniques, as well as 
the team’s training methods and styles. He could not ask others excessively, or else it 
would reveal the fact that he was a newbie. Or in an even worse case, he could be 
treated as an amnesiac and sent to the hospital… 

According to the results from his observation, Team Nottingham Forest’s skill was 
definitely not weak. Many players had outstanding, unique features. A team like this, if 
put inside English League One, should have the ability to enter the English Premier 
League. However, it was already halfway through the season, and Team Nottingham 
Forest was still ranked tenth, in the middle in terms of placing. For a team which was 
very hopeful of winning the League One championship before the season, this kind of 
result was naturally terrible. What was worse was the club’s financial situation. After 
transferring Jenas away to Newcastle, the income from the transfer was mostly used to 
repay their debts, leaving behind little capital for the manager, Paul Hart, to spend on 
acquiring other players. On top of that, Hart had already lost all confidence of leading 
this team to accomplish the chairman’s goals. In the first half of the season, the team 
had competed in 27 matches and had a record of ten wins, eight draws, and nine 
losses. 

Although he had not seen Paul Hart lead the team during the matches, Twain believed 
in his abilities as someone who had brought up so many outstanding players, and he 
should not be doubted. Even if some players had been sold away, such as a star like 
Jenas, the team’s ability should not have plummeted to such a condition. If the abilities 
of the players were not the problem, then where did the problem lie for the team to have 
such a poor record? 

As such, his voice suddenly resounded throughout the training field. 

“Hey! Are you all visiting the zoo?! What are you looking at? Keep your focus on the 
training! Why are you all looking at me?!” 

With this, he had really become an animal in the zoo, as everyone directed their gaze 
toward the angry manager. Seeing the manager who was standing there quietly like a 
wooden stake suddenly shout, it was no wonder that they would be shocked. However, 
what made them even more shocked was that they had never seen Tony, who used to 
be introverted, shout at all before. It was simply unfathomable for someone like Tony 
Twain who spoke in such an organized manner, to say such things with strong 
emotions. 

Perhaps their manager was very different from who he used to be. 

As there was a match the next day, today’s training intensity was rather low. High 
intensity trainings such as two trainings in the same day, were usually carried out in 
mid-week, and only when there were not two matches during the week. After the 
morning training ended, Walker let the players go home. Upon the end of the training, 



the staff and the players left one after another, while Des returned with Tang En to his 
office. 

“After seeing the morning training, what do you think?” Without waiting for Twain to 
gesture, Walker sat down on a chair once he entered and asked casually. He found the 
current Twain much easier to get along with, because he no longer stayed quiet and 
could laugh and shout. This kind of feeling was not bad. 

Of course, Tang En could not truthfully speak about the many uncertainties he had 
within his mind. That was because he was not supposed to be a visitor who observed 
the team’s training for the first time, and did not have any prior knowledge regarding 
Team Nottingham Forest. Instead, he was the manager of the team, and therefore 
should know everything about team. Even if his brain had sustained an injury, he should 
not have completely forgotten all of these things. “Aside from the fact that they were not 
focused, overall, it was not bad.” 

It was only at this moment that Walker realized Twain wasn’t carrying the notebook he 
usually carried with him. “Did you not take down anything? Where is that notebook of 
yours?” he asked as he pointed at Twain’s hands. 

However, Tang En pointed at his head and answered, “I took note of them in here.” 
Regarding this point, he was not lying. His memory had been very good since he was 
young. As such, despite not being well-liked by his teachers, his grades had been pretty 
good all along. 

Walker shook his head and smiled. “Seems like the change is so big that I even have 
doubts if the man standing before me is actually Tony Twain.” 

Tang En felt that this was a chance for others to gradually accept him, but he could not 
express it blatantly. Instead, he had to be more tactful. He appeared shocked, and said, 
“Huh? There are some times which even I myself am unable to explain it clearly, but it 
did indeed happen. Was this not good? In that case, I shall revert back to the old me…” 

“No no,” Walker frantically disrupted his sentence. “This way is good, this way is good. It 
can’t get any better. The current you is much easier to get along with.” 

Twain secretly laughed inside his mind, as that was indeed his intended result. He 
needed someone to introduce the completely new him to the rest of the people, and no 
one else was more suitable for this role, than Des Walker, who had served the club for 
over 10 years. 

After sending Walker out, Tang En began to search all over his office. Walker 
mentioned a “notebook,” which he decided that he should find and take a look at as it 
might help him in some way. 



In the third drawer of the desk, he finally found that slightly worn-out notebook. It was 
only slightly smaller than a tactic board, but it was very thick. The black leather cover 
was worn out, and the pages were yellowed. Even the golden worded “Notebook” on 
the cover was mottled from the wear and tear, showing that it had definitely been used 
for a very long time. 

Tang En carefully flipped open the thick notebook, afraid that the detached pages might 
fall out from within, or that the seemingly antique-looking notebook would break into two 
halves just from that. 

“He is really a person from the middle ages,” Twain clicked his tongue sarcastically. It 
was already the technological age of computers and internet, and yet he still used a 
paper notebook to take down notes. Couldn’t he have just carried around a laptop? It 
was convenient and elegant, and could also be used to pick up girls. Just think about it. 
Ordering a cup of coffee at a place like Starbucks, sitting at a spot near the windows. 
With utter disregard for the surrounding happenings, opening up the laptop, the fingers 
hopping around nimbly on the keyboard, while the coffee exuded a thick, fragrant 
aroma…. 

Tang En shook his head and interrupted this kind of ridiculous fantasy. He had never 
been to Starbucks. For a working class man like him who struggled to even feed himself 
and find a roof over his head, he had neither the economic ability nor the mood to go to 
a cafe. Even if he went out, it was either to bars where he could watch football matches, 
or teahouses, which were readily available all around Chengdu City. 

Turning over the leather cover, there was a neatly-written line of words on the title page. 
Even though the ink had already become faint, that line of words remained clear and 
distinguished: 

“Some people believe football is a matter of life and death, I am very disappointed with 
that attitude. I can assure you it is much, much more important than that.” 

Seeing this sentence, Tang En’s smirk of disdain slowly disappeared. 

As a football fan, he naturally knew what this meant, and the weight behind these 
words. And only a football fan could understand the meaning behind these words. 
Football was no longer a mere sport, or a game which was played casually in the 
streets. Instead, it was a form of religion, belief, and contained inside a football fan’s life 
and blood…. 

For the old Tony Twain to have actually written this sentence on the title page, it was 
more than enough to show how much meaning this sentence had to him. It was even 
not far-fetched to say that this was his motto. He did not expect that quiet and dull-
looking “middle ages” person to actually like this kind of famous quote. It was emotional, 
slightly irrational, and nothing like Twain. 



Perhaps the real him was not as gloomy as what people perceived him to be. Perhaps 
somewhere deep within his heart, there was also an unfaltering flame burning. 

He briefly flipped through the notebook. Compared to that rigid and inflexible planner, 
the contents of this notebook were much messier. If not for the time and date written, it 
was completely impossible to know the sequence of the contents. Some of them were 
even written in the blank spaces at the side of the page, and the handwriting was 
extremely illegible and messy. It could be seen from this that some of these things were 
jotted down when he suddenly thought of them. As such, they were inserted and noted 
down wherever there was any space. 

The first entry was written March 21, 1998, while the last entry stopped at December 31, 
2002. After flipping over once more, it was the end of this thick notebook. The page for 
December 31, 2002 was filled with information regarding their opponent, Walsall, as 
well as his own strategies. He pre-empted many possibilities and countermeasures, but 
he did not account for the fact that he would be possessed by the Tang En. 

Tang En sighed again. He did not plan to record any more things in this notebook. The 
first reason was that there was not enough space, while the second reason was that he 
could not bear to destroy this person’s hard work, and therefore was unwilling to write 
even a single line. Holding the notebook in his hands, Tang En felt its heavy weight. 

 

Chapter 5: This Is Professional Football 

 

That night, Tang En suffered from insomnia once again. Ever since he came to 
Nottingham, he had been unable to sleep well for three consecutive nights. The first two 
nights were due to the apprehension toward the unknown future, but this time’s 
insomnia was completely unrelated to those trivial things. After that night, he would 
have to direct his first professional match. 

A normal football fan who used to be able to only watch others play football in front of 
the television; a pathetic otaku who could only express his passion for football through 
computer games; a pathetic virgin who did not have any luck with woman was actually 
able to have a chance to take part in a professional football match, directing and giving 
instructions as a manager in a professional football match which always seemed to be 
very impressive. It was a chance to enjoy the thunderous cheers of the audience on-
site, to be interviewed by the various media after the match. No matter what was said, it 
would always influence the viewers in some way… 

This sort of thing was like a dream for Tang En. It was not Football Manager or 
Champion Manager, but a miracle that truly happened! As soon as he thought of the 
next day’s match, he would be too excited to sleep. Just like that, he opened his eyes 



wide and stared at the ceiling, while he fantasized about how he should conduct himself 
the next day. 

He did not know what time he had fallen asleep, but he knew that he had not gotten 
enough rest. From the time that he got out of bed, he was yawning uncontrollably. He 
yawned when he was putting on his clothes, brushing his teeth, and eating his 
breakfast. Even when he was walking to the training ground, he was still yawning. 

This was the third time that Wilford training ground’s security guard, Ian Macdonald, 
was shocked to see the team manager early in the morning. “Tony…” He opened his 
mouth, before Tang En interrupted him. 

“I know, the match is taking place in the afternoon, and there is no training in the 
morning. I merely wish to start doing my work now. Is there a problem — haaawwhh—!” 
Twain said as he yawned again. 

“Erm, of course you can.” Macdonald came out to pull open the metal gates. 

When Twain walked past him, he heard Macdonald say, “Good luck, Tony.” He stopped 
in his tracks and turned his head around to look at Macdonald. 

This old man, whose head was full of white hair, had a steady source of income—the 
welfare provided by the government after his retirement, but he continued to come here 
to work, insistent on taking the insignificant salary of £100. When the club was in 
financial crisis, he even stopped taking that £100. He did this because he loved the club 
and team, and that was why he treated his job at the club as an honor. He was polite to 
everyone, and he always looked at the players and managers who entered and left the 
place, and the chairman who occasionally appeared, with respect. Even if the team 
performed poorly, he did not grumble or sigh at all. 

Macdonald was frightened by Twain’s look. The Tony Twain of the past, although quiet, 
treated everyone gently. He would always stare impolitely at your face for a while, 
before greeting you with his head lowered. Afterwards, he would leave. He would not do 
something like stare at you with a scorching look that made you feel uncomfortable. 

Macdonald did not know that when he was still in China, Tang En would always use this 
kind of “impolite” look to stare at people, which made others look down upon him. 
However, Tang En had never thought of changing his actions. 

Just as Macdonald felt slightly uneasy from the stare, Tang En suddenly smiled and 
asked, “Ian, do you like victory?” 

Macdonald was momentarily stunned, before he reacted and said as he nodded his 
head, “Of course, I doubt there’s anyone who loves to lose, right?” 

Tang En’s smile widened as he said, “Me too. Where will you be watching the match?” 



Macdonald pointed toward the guardhouse behind him and said, “I will be tuning in to 
the radio here, same as with City Ground’s match. 

Tang En nodded his head, “I hope you get to hear us scoring goals. Goodbye, and good 
luck to you, Ian.” 

“Goodbye…” Looking at Twain as he left, Macdonald stood in his original spot, taken 
aback. He had not returned to his senses from the conversation that just took place. He 
had never seen Tony Twain talking so easily, filled with such energy and wearing such 
a friendly smile. 

Was it possible for one’s character to change greatly after sustaining an injury to his 
head? The uncertain Macdonald thought as he rubbed the back of his head. 

Despite Team Nottingham Forest suffering a miserable defeat in the previous match, 
their fans were still passionate about this match. The match would only start after three 
o’ clock in the afternoon. As such, after eating their lunch, there were already people 
from all directions assembling at City Ground. Opposite City Ground was yet another 
football field. That was Team Nottingham Forest’s archrival, Notts County’s football 
field, Meadow Lane. The two football fields were only 300 meters apart and were most 
likely the world’s two closest archrival football fields. 

Similar to most cities in England, Nottingham had two professional football teams, and 
these two teams were rather famous in the history of football. Team Nottingham Forest 
(established in 1865) and their archrival, Notts County Football Club (established in 
1862), were two of the four oldest teams in the world. The other two were Team Stoke 
City (established in 1863) and Team Chesterfield (established in 1866). 

It is noteworthy that the currently famous Juventus and Arsenal football jerseys 
originated from these two teams from Nottingham. Juventus’ black and white striped 
shirt was because Notts County had given its own football jersey to this Italian football 
team. Whereas Arsenal was affiliated with Nottingham Forest from the day it was 
established—the founders of the club were two football players who were from Team 
Nottingham Forest: Fred Beardsley and Morris Bates. Before the team’s official match, 
Beardsley made use of his relationship with Nottingham, to ask for a batch of football 
jerseys from Nottingham. As such, Arsenal’s football jerseys were mainly red, same as 
Nottingham Forest’s. It wasn’t until 1925 that they changed to the current classic design 
of red shirt with white sleeves. 

During the early history of English football, the two teams from Nottingham were very 
successful, and both of them had won the Football Association Cup before. However, 
during the later years of development, the paths of the two teams began to show signs 
of deviation. The Notts County, which were comprised of the miners’ class, lacked the 
financial support, causing them difficulties. On the other hand, Nottingham Forest, which 
represented the middle-class people, welcomed their club’s most glorious days toward 
the end of the seventies. 



Under the leadership of the legendary manager, Brian Clough, the team’s performance 
rocketed. 

The legend of Kaiserslautern was very impressive. In the first year the team was 
promoted to League One from League Two, they won the championship title. This kind 
of achievement had been accomplished by Clough’s football team 20 years ago. They 
had been promoted to First Division (the top-level division in English football at that 
time, equivalent to the current English Premier League) for coming in third place in 
League Two. That’s when they began to create an unsurpassable legend which ruled 
over English football. After they were promoted to League One, Team Nottingham 
Forest attained first place that season, with a record of 25 wins, 14 draws and three 
losses, and a total score of 64 points. (That was still when world football utilized the two-
point system, whereby those who won got two points, the tied teams were awarded one 
point each, while the team which lost got no points.) 

During the 1970s, English football and European football were mainly dominated by 
Liverpool. At that time, the only team that had the qualifications to challenge Liverpool, 
and the only team which could beat Liverpool three times in a year, the only team which 
could let Liverpool experience fear, was the red-clad Nottingham Forest. Upon 
successfully winning the championship in League One, Team Nottingham Forest had, in 
the next season, defeated the reigning champions, Liverpool, in the first match of the 
League. In the end, they managed to defeat the Swedish dark horse, Malmö FF under 
Bob Houghton, to become the champions of the European Cup for that season. 

During this period, what was even more astounding was that starting from their draw 
with West Bromwich Albion on November 26th, 1977 until their 0:2 defeat over Liverpool 
on December 9, 1978, Clough’s Nottingham Forest had created an undefeated 42 
consecutive no-lose streak match record among England’s top leagues. This record 
would only be broken 26 years later in the 21st century by Wenger’s Arsenal, with a 
record of a 49 consecutive no-lose streak. 

Of course, history is always glorious when looking back upon it. This was especially so 
for England, the place of origin for modern football. It was no cause for wonder, no 
matter how glorious a history a team had. Compared to its glorious past, the current 
Team Nottingham Forest and Notts County’s predicament could only be described with 
the word “heartache.” Notts County was faced with financial crisis multiple times and 
even had a dark period of being placed in administration for 18 months early in the 
century. In the end, a financial group and a match with Chelsea in the FA Cup, saved 
the team—before that match, Chelsea agreed to let all the proceeds from the tickets go 
to Notts County, so as to save this oldest football club in the word. Nottingham Forest 
was slightly better than their fellow team from the same city. However, as its past was 
just too glorious, the fans tended to have hallucinations regarding their glorious past and 
their current miserable state. They felt that it was a given for them to obtain results 
similar to the past and not continue worsening and being content with low-level league 
matches like Notts County. 



The current Team Nottingham Forest, even when faced against West Ham, would 
appear to be severely lacking, despite the fact that West Ham’s historical achievements 
were far beneath those of Team Nottingham Forest’s. 

This was the first match of the English FA Cup’s third round, and there were originally 
no plans for it to be broadcasted live. However, because both participating teams were 
in a tight spot and needed a win desperately, BBC decided to have a live broadcast for 
this match as they felt that it would be a hot topic. Of course, Tony Twain was also one 
of the hot topics, because he had just become the first manager in the entire of English 
football history to be injured by his own player during a match. 

※※※ 

The day’s weather was not bad, and the bright sunlight gave off the feeling that it was 
not winter. It was the complete opposite of the gloomy rain of the past two days. When 
Tang En stepped down from the big bus and saw the bright sunlight, he could not help 
but squint his eyes. 

As the manager, he was the second person to hop down from the bus. The first person 
to come down was the assistant manager, Des Walker, who was warmly welcomed by 
the fans. They shouted Walker’s name loudly and clapped for him. Walker had served 
Nottingham Forest for many years and was one of the witnesses of Nottingham Forest’s 
final moments of glory. It was understandable that he would receive this kind of respect 
from the fans. 

However, right as Tang En exited the bus, what welcomed him was a sharp jeering 
sound. He raised his head, only to discover that the people who were jeering at him 
seemed very familiar—they were the few middle-aged people who had a confrontation 
with him at the bar. He could recognize them in a single glance, as the person who led 
them had gauze around his forehead. His ridiculous appearance stood out. 

Walker obviously did not expect the manager to be met with this kind of situation, which 
was apparent from the way he stood aside, not knowing what to do. Similar to him was 
the player, Michael Dawson, who was preparing to get off the bus, when he heard the 
resounding jeers in the air. With a face full of shock, he raised his head and looked at 
the fans, as he really thought that he was the one being jeered at. 

It was Tang En who extended a hand to him and pulled him down. Seeing the new hope 
of the team, the jeers immediately stopped. After that, the fans were met with an 
extremely awkward predicament—Michael Dawson, the team’s future hope, was 
popular amongst the fan. The appearance of this kind of player would definitely receive 
cheers and applause. However, the person pulling him was the substitute manager, 
Tony Twain, whom they were just jeering at moments ago. If they cheered, would it not 
be mistaken as cheering for Twain? 



Tang En was extremely satisfied with the fans’ behavior, as it had turned out the way he 
expected it to. He patted Dawson’s shoulders, and told him to proceed to the changing 
room. The fans saw that Dawson had finally left Twain and were just about to jeer at 
Twain, who was still in front of the bus door. This time, Twain walked up to it and pulled 
along Andy Reid, another handsome young man and the future hope of the team, just 
like Dawson. The crowd had just started to turn ugly again, but had no choice but to 
stop. 

Tang En looked at the facial expressions of those awkward people and smiled 
triumphantly. 

Reid, who was beside Twain, felt that it was strange. It was the first time that he had 
seen the manager so enthusiastic, to go as far as to personally bring them from the bus. 
“Boss, why are you smiling?” 

This time, he did not leave Reid, and they both walked into a narrow passageway 
leading to the changing room. Although they were prepared to, the fans did not have a 
chance to jeer at him. 

“The sly fox!” Michael, who was leading the group, put down his hands frustratingly, 
before he punched the metal handrail in front of him. 

Twain’s behavior those past few days had been slightly abnormal. Or rather, to be more 
specific, it was the past four days—ever since he had been knocked over by David 
Johnson during the match on January 1st, he had been acting strangely, as if he were a 
different person from the old quiet and gloomy Tony Twain. The players had been very 
worried because of this, as they did not know whether his cranial nerves had been 
damaged, and whether there would be any terrifying consequences such as mental 
delay, forgetfulness, or worse… 

As such, even though the person deploying the tactics in the changing room was not the 
manager, but one of the assistant managers, Des Walker, nobody felt that it was 
strange at all. Instead, it was the old man Ian Bowyer at the side who was more quiet 
and gloomy than Tony Twain, who appeared to be out of sorts. It was usually him who 
did these, and now it had become his inferior, Walker’s job. Even a fool could tell that 
ever since Tony Twain was promoted from the youth team to the manager of the first 
team, Bowyer had been very disappointed. 

That was very normal, because even though Bowyer had been working for the team for 
quite some time, he was already 51 years old, and was one of the oldest among the 
managerial team. He had contributed greatly to the team twice, and was one of the 
main players during the two times which Nottingham Forest won the UEFA Champions 
League. However, he had pathetically few ties with Tony Twain. Twain had been 
following Paul Hart around previously, leading the youth team’s trainings and matches. 
After Paul Hart had been promoted to first team’s manager, Twain became the manager 
of the youth team. On the other hand, Ian Bowyer had been the first team’s assistant 



manager for the longest time, and had assisted many generations of managers. From 
Brian Clough’s successor, Frank Clark, to Stuart Pearce, to Dave Bassett, to Ron 
Atkinson, to David Platt and finally, to Paul Hart. However, Tony Twain’s name was not 
inside this list. 

Although the two of them were in the same club, they were at a different training fields. 
The youth team and the first team’s training grounds were separated by a small alley 
which was less than five meters wide, but appeared to be separated by half of 
Nottingham City. Twain, a person of few words, was not enthusiastic in engaging in any 
form of social interaction or gatherings, and therefore he and Bowyer had almost no 
interaction whatsoever. The most they did was to acknowledge each other with a nod 
when they bumped into each other at the training grounds, before going their separate 
ways. 

The current atmosphere in the changing room was similar to that of two strangers 
passing by each other on the streets. Tony Twain’s handy assistant, Des Walker, was 
briefing the players on the match later, while the other assistant manager, Ian Bowyer 
sat by the wall and assumed the role of an on-looker. 

What about the real main character, Tang En? 

He was not in the changing room, but in the bathroom instead. 

Aside from the toilets in the two changing rooms, the entire City Ground still had 10 
other bathrooms of different sizes. Most of them were open to the fans, while there were 
two toilets located at the resting corridor outside the VIP lounge reserved for the VIPs. 
There was still a remaining small bathroom that was reserved for the staff of the teams. 
The managers of the team could smoke there to relieve the stress before the match. 

Tang En was currently doing so. 

He had originally thought that his nervousness had gone away after an entire morning. 
However, when he saw the nicely placed football jerseys and boots inside the changing 
room, his heart began to beat uncontrollably. As such, he found an excuse to go to the 
restroom, in order to dump everything on Walker and escape this place. 

The bathroom reserved for the staff was located in a very discreet corner below the 
main viewing platform, so not many people would go there. Through the glass window 
outside the bathroom, the view of the football field could be seen, the green turf that 
was bright under the sunlight, as well as the seats which were being filled, gradually. 

Out of sheer habit, Tang En reached in his pockets and tried to take out his cigarettes, 
before he remembered that Tony Twain neither smoked nor drank. 

This was unlike any other football related game he had played before. It was not 
Championship Manager, nor was it Football Manager…. it was a professional league 



match and football team which existed in reality, on this planet. Upon losing, there was 
no reloading of saved game data, nor was it possible to defeat difficult opponents just 
by adding new managers. A loss was a loss, and perhaps, you might even lose the 
most important match of your life. In this game, there was no backing out halfway, even 
if you used Alt + F4… 

Actually, wasn’t life supposed to be like this? Everyone always grumbled about “If only I 
had done so and so, I would not be like this now.” In that case, Twain would even have 
to thank fate for giving him a chance to reload his saved game data. Although he only 
reverted back four years in time, and the game data which he read was someone else’s. 

But so what? Since this body now belonged to him, he might as well give it his best 
shot, and not waste away his time again. From another perspective, it was also a way of 
not letting the previous owner down. 

At that moment, music could be vaguely heard from the outside, and gave off the feeling 
similar to what Tang En had seen on the television broadcast, except that it was slightly 
softer. He decided to listen carefully and tried to make out what they were singing. 
However, this song was soon disrupted by jeering sounds. Tang En stopped trying to 
listen, as he smiled helplessly. 

All of this is so real. This is professional football. 

He discovered that the apprehension in his heart had unknowingly disappeared, leaving 
behind anticipation of the future. He took another glance at the green field and the 
viewing platform, before he turned around and walked toward the football team’s 
changing room. 

Professional football, I’m coming for you. 

 

 

 

 

 


