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Dave Greenfield made the Stranglers
sound like no other band to emerge
from the chaotic, clattering punk ex-
plosion of the late 1970s. While the Sex
Pistols and the Clash stuck to a basic
guitar-driven rock line-up, the Stran-
glers’ sound was built around the
dramatic swell of Greenfield’s key-
boards that gave their music a darker,
more muscular texture.

Hits such as Peaches, Something Bet-
ter Change and No More Heroes promi-
nently featured Greenfield’s keyboard
playing and created a bridge between a
traditional hardrock style and the spiki-
er sound of the young punk upstarts.
His swirling arpeggios harked back to
the late 1960s and the Doors, but the
Stranglers’ posturing was pure punk
and they cultivated a tough, aggressive
image as “the men in black”. 

Their flair for controversy reached its
height in 1977 when the group’s bass
player, Jean-Jacques Burnel, punched a
music journalist who had given them a
bad review. Shortly after the group
were arrested by French police for in-
citing a riot at a concert in Nice, where
they left a trail of destruction and
“smouldering palm trees”. Returning to
his hotel, Greenfield said of his stint in
jail: “The conditions were abysmal —
like something out of the Middle Ages.
There were no windows and just a blan-
ket. And cockroaches.”

The experience was an exception for
Greenfield, who largely stayed aloof
from such fractiousness, though there
was a scuffle with Johnny Rotten where
he had the Pistol up against a van. A
man of few words, he was unassuming
and gentle. He said little about his
band’s headline-earning notoriety that
helped to make them one of the big-
gest-selling groups of the punk era
(though Greenfield always considered
them “New Wave rather than punk”). 

Away from the spotlight, he was
known for his eccentricities. He had an
interest in the occult, evident from the
pentagram pendant he wore in many
early band pictures. “The pentagram
represents the microcosm (as opposed
to the macrocosm),” he said in a 2011 in-
terview on the Stranglers’ website. “The
relation between the self and the uni-
verse. I studied (not practised) the oc-
cult quite intensively in those days.”

He was also a medieval battle re-en-
actment enthusiast and would spend

music career in between shifts at his
father’s business. By the early 1970s he
was playing in a local prog-rock group,
Rusty Butler, earning a living gigging at
military bases in Germany. 

In 1974 he answered an advert in the
weekly music magazine Melody Maker
for a keyboardist and found himself au-
ditioning for the unknown, unsigned
Guildford Stranglers. “When I arrived
they only had an electric piano,” he re-
called. “In those days I far preferred the
organ as my left-hand work on piano
wasn’t as good as on organ.”

Still he got the job, joining the guitar-
ist and vocalist Hugh Cornwell, the bas-
sist JJ Burnel and the drummer Jet
Black in what became the group’s most
successful line-up. “Jet was different to
what I expected,” Greenfield said. “I’d
asked him on the phone why he was
called Jet and he said it was because he
was the fastest thing on two legs.” They
rehearsed in a rented cottage in the
Surrey village of Chiddingfold and ab-
breviated their name. Soon the Stran-
glers were established on the London

numerous world-level events. Her
approachability and sense of humour
were in stark contrast to some of the
stuffier hockey matriarchs of her day in
their tweeds and dull, shapeless outfits.

Appleby enunciated her rulings on
the pitch in a ringing voice. One

hours making his own chainmail from
metal washers. He held a pilot’s licence
and for several years owned a pub
called The Windmill in Somersham,
Cambridgeshire. He also kept pet rats
that had the run of his house — literally,
after he built a bespoke rat run so they
could travel easily from room to room.

On the road he was never without his
camera bag, full of sudoku and smoking
paraphernalia. He was thought to have
Asperger’s that made him fixate on
order and routine; he loved maps and
on tour would memorise the route from
one venue to the next. 

It was not what one would expect
from the member of a band that court-
ed chaos. Their lyrics were often crude
and misogynist. Peaches celebrated the
pastime of men ogling bikini-clad
women on beaches and was banned by
radio for using the word “clitoris’’, while
Nice ’n’ Sleazy left little to the imagina-
tion. Some hardcore punks remained
unconvinced, suspecting they were at
best merely fellow travellers and at

worst a bunch of hippies in punk cloth-
ing. Greenfield’s unfashionably tutored
playing and penchant for synthesizers
added to the suspicion.

Yet it was an approach that enabled
the Stranglers to endure long after most
of the original punk bands burnt out.
Later they opted for a more subtle, even
mellow sound on hits such as Golden
Brown, with music written by Green-
field and built around his baroque,
harpsichord-like arrangement. Radio-
friendly tracks such as Strange Little
Girl and European Female confirmed
their transition from punk rock enfants
terribles to master pop craftsmen. 

David Paul Greenfield was born in
1949 in Brighton, where he went to
Varndean grammar school. His father
ran a printing business and was a tal-
ented pianist and clarinettist. Dave’s
interest in music began with the guitar
aged 13. Having persuaded his sister to
buy him one, he was taught to play by
an older school friend; by the time he
left school at 17 his focus had shifted to
the keyboard. He tried to establish a
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Longtime keyboard player for the Stranglers who wrote the melody for their hit Golden Brown and had an interest in the occult
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Audrey Appleby 
Leading hockey umpire who belied the image of stuffy matriarchs in tweeds by officiating with humour and approachability 
Once Audrey Appleby fell in love with
playing hockey, it was obvious the sport
would play a huge part in her life. After
she joined Ealing Hockey Club in 1941,
one of her first responsibilities was to go
shopping for the players’ tea on a Satur-
day morning, put the makings in the
basket on her bicycle and ride a mile
and a half down Gunnersbury Avenue.

After a few seasons of faithful and
enthusiastic service, she realised her
chances of promotion from the Ealing
Ladies 2nd XI were slim because the
right wing in the first team was an
England international. Instead, having
tired of poor umpiring decisions, she
resolved to do something about it and
pick up the whistle herself.

“In those days to be recognised you
needed grey hair before the officials
even considered you,” she recalled.
“And the people judging you really
didn’t want anyone else to come on the
scene. But I was absolutely determined
to get my A Grade and it was a very,
very lonely business.”

Once awarded the certificate in 1966,
Appleby progressed to umpiring

acquaintance described her beautiful
diction as sounding like Audrey ffor-
bes-Hamilton from the television series
To the Manor Born.

One of the highlights of her career
was umpiring at two Wembley interna-
tionals in 1967 and 1973. Before the first
one between England and Ireland she
had a (shorter) grey skirt made for the
occasion and, dispensing with the tradi-
tional thick tights, became the first fe-
male umpire to wear knee-high socks.

Officiating in front of more than
60,000 screaming schoolgirls and a tel-
evised audience put her on “cloud nine”,
she said. Her only regret was that her
mother, who died later that year, could
not attend.

Gill Clarke, England’s most celebrat-
ed hockey umpire who officiated at
three Olympic Games and two World
Cups (including three finals), might
have given up early on in her career had
Appleby not intervened. 

“I wasn’t getting anywhere trying to
challenge some of the entrenched
interpretations and was pretty disillu-
sioned. But Audrey invited me to lunch

at her beautiful cottage in the Wiltshire
countryside and persuaded me to con-
tinue. She told me to be myself and not
be afraid of trying to do things differ-
ently. I think she was probably the first
players’ umpire,” Clarke recalled.

Appleby admitted to being conned by
players on very few occasions. In one
international she bowed to furious
claims by the Dutch that they had
stopped when an England player fell
over in the circle and subsequently dis-
allowed the England equaliser. There-
after the Dutch always affectionately
referred to her as “Mrs Apple Pie”.

Audrey Beryl Crow was born in Lam-
beth, south London, the only child of
Roland, a newsagent and shopkeeper,
and May (née Rumsey), a housewife. 

She attended a private school in Kew
called Bunting House until she was 15
and was due to move on to North
London Collegiate School when the
war broke out and her father insisted
the family decamp to the countryside.
However, they soon returned to
London and Audrey went to work for a
City bank, where she met Alec Appleby.

They married in 1943 and Alec joined
her father in running the family’s six
newsagents. Deciding not to go with
her husband when he emigrated to
Canada, Appleby ran the newsagents
for another 30 years. The couple were
reunited in 1996 on his return to Brit-
ain. They lived together in Bourne-
mouth until his death in 2012. 

Appleby remained involved in the
women’s game. When the All England
Women’s Hockey Association was in
financial difficulty, she helped to rescue
the situation. In 1992 she was named an
honorary vice-president.

Appleby enjoyed cooking, golf and
needlework. One of her beloved Cava-
lier King Charles spaniels was always in
tow, obeying the every command of the
popular hockey umpire.

Audrey Appleby, international hockey 
umpire, was born on May 30, 1924. She 
died after a short illness following a 
fall on April 19, 2020, aged 95
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Greenfield, second from right, with the Stranglers in 1970 

pub rock circuit,
standing out from
the array of boo-
gie bands with a
darker mood in-
fluenced by the
Velvet Underground. They travelled to
gigs in a fleet of ice-cream vans owned
by Black. Critics compared Greenfield’s
playing to Ray Manzarek from the
Doors but he insisted others were more
influential. “The only tracks by the
Doors I knew were Light My Fire and
Riders on the Storm. Before I joined my
main influences were probably Jon
Lord [from Deep Purple] and then Rick
Wakeman [of Yes].”

With his bristling walrus moustache,
long, floppy hair and bulky jacket,
Greenfield looked more hippie than
punk. However, support shows with
Patti Smith and then the Ramones in
1976 resulted in a hasty visit to the bar-
bers and a change of image. A recording
contract with United Artists followed
and their debut single in 1977, (Get A)
Grip (On Yourself), was a moderate hit.

Greenfield’s hobby as a rat breeder
inspired the title of their debut album
Rattus Norvegicus, which went plati-
num. Their second album was No 2 in
the charts and they gained further
notoriety with the anti-racist song I Feel
Like a Wog. By their third album, Black
and White (1978), they were the biggest-
selling British punk act, outstripping
the Sex Pistols and the Clash.

Controversy stayed close, with the
BBC banning the video for their 1979
single Duchess, which depicted the
group dressed as choirboys. As punk
ran out of steam, a two-year absence
from the charts followed.

They returned with The Gospel Ac-
cording to the Meninblack, which was
dominated by Greenfield’s synthesiz-
ers, but the half-baked narrative harked
back to the prog-rock era of ill-con-
ceived “concept” albums. It was met
with critical derision and weak sales.
They swiftly changed direction again.

La folie was a collection of sardonic
but overtly commercial
love songs. It included
Golden Brown, which won
an Ivor Novello award.
“It’s a song about a Medi-
terranean girl I knew who
had the most amazing
golden brown skin,”
claimed Cornwell, before
adding, “But it’s also a song
about heroin.” After Corn-
well’s departure in 1990, a
restructured line-up, with
Greenfield even more to
the fore, released albums

such as Stranglers in the Night and Coup
de Grace. 

Greenfield had no children and is
survived by his wife of 34 years, Pam,
whom he met on tour. He had suffered
poor health including heart problems
but was an active member of the band
up until his death. 

He had mastered everything from a
Hammond organ and harpsichord to a
Hohner electric piano and Minimoog
synthesizer. Yet even as he embraced
more modern keyboards, his prefer-
ence for one old friend remained: “To
me a Hammond is the best. I’m a differ-
ent person when I play one.”

Dave Greenfield, keyboard player, was 
born on March 29, 1949. He died of 
Covid-19 on May 3, 2020, aged 71 


