
I attended St Gerard's School, Clapham Common South Side, from 1968-73. As I recall some of my 

most productive hours back then were spent in the public bar of the Windmill Inn. Ah, far happier 

less complicated times. 

The Windmill stood on Clapham Common, set back slightly from the main road, directly opposite the 

front of our school; and on hot summer's days many is the time my attention was drawn from 'Harry' 

Horn's waffle about the importance of chess and Dickens; or Jim Smith's over-enthusiastic take on 

some battle or other in this country's distance bloody past, and through the classroom windows 

across the A3 past a clump of trees to the frontage of the pub. So tantalisingly near; yet so 

unattainably distant. 

Towards the end of the Fifth Year a few of us in the class, having already abandoned our school 

uniforms, used to pop into the bar at lunchtimes. Most of us were pub users anyway, had been for a 

while. 

Funny really, just how quick we made that transition from snotty nosed school boys to young urbane 

men of the world. Not so very long before the pub had served another purpose for. When 

fractiousness exploded amongst us boys, the chilling words would be intoned: “Right, behind the 

Windmill after school, you’re dead”.  

Oh, the expectations of those words. Two young Achilles’ pitting their martial prowess in hand to 

hand fighting? No. More like two scared lads. By the end of the school day they were wondering 

whether a note from their mums might excuse them from the imminent ritual. No chance. The 

attendant baying mob had paid to see blood; and blood they’d get. 

Pushed together the crestfallen warriors would trade a few unimpressive slaps. One would then 

escalate events by putting the other in a neck-lock. Within seconds they’d be rolling around on the 

ground. This was the cue for crowd participation,  
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