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ROOK'S FARM

It was a bright October morning in 1966 that | first made the acquaintance of Arthur
Hussein. He was a light-skinned West Indian with a lively countenance and dark piercing
eyes, | would have thought in his early thirties. He was smartly dressed and as he strode
towards my cutting table he struck me as a man of brisk energy. Over his arm he was
carrying several pairs of trousers and with a flourish he laid them carefully on my cutting
table. Then introducing himself he explained that for the past seven years he has been
self-employed working as an outdoor specialist trouser-maker for the tailoring trade.
Lately he had been living with his wife and two children in a small flat in Stoke
Newington, North London and he had a small workshop nearby. However, some time
ago he bought a small farm near Bishops Stortford in Essex which is about thirty miles
outside London. He had set up his workroom in a shed in the grounds of his farmhouse.
He had undertaken a large mortgage and now required more work to cover his
increased expenditure. There was no problem for collecting and delivering the work he
did this by himself. For practical reasons all the tailoring businesses he worked for had to
be on a direct route into London. His journey took him through London’s East End
passing my shop onto his trimming supplier carrying on to North London where most of
the existing shops he was working for were situated. His journey then continued out of
London via the North Circular Road to home. “So you see” he said, “your shop would
suit me ideally”.

| examined the trousers he had placed on my bench. The hand finishing was exemplary.
They were beautifully tailored and pressed. The trousers displayed an air of
craftsmanship not often seen in the trade at that time. | concluded that indeed this man
was a craftsman. We discussed the business arrangements and | made an immediate
decision on my judgment and gave him some work which | had already cut. The
following Friday at 2.00 p.m. he brought the trousers in completed and week by week the
business relationship continued. The quality of workmanship never varied neither did his
reliability. Occasionally he would stop for a while for a little discussion always
intelligently. Over the months that followed we developed a very cordial relationship.



Page 2

One month before Easter 1967 he extended an invitation to my family and myself to stay
at his farm for the Easter holiday. After discussing this with Marie we accepted. At 10.00
a.m. on Easter Sunday morning we set out for Bishops Stortford and at a pre-arranged
landmark which was a pub, he met us in his car, which was a fairly new Volvo. He
suggested we follow him in order to simplify the journey to his farm. We followed through
very narrow winding lanes for about five miles when we reached the village of Stockin
Pelham. He stopped to exchange greetings to a lady selling eggs and explained to us
that this was his nearest neighbour. Travelling a further one and a half miles there before
us was Rook’s Farm.

We drove up the drive to the house and there to greet us was his wife llsa and their two
children, a boy aged about ten and a girl aged about eight. We were mildly surprised to
see that his wife was white. She was a very pleasant lady, warm and friendly. Later we
discovered she was of German descent. However, she spoke English perfectly.

After the introductions we entered the house through the kitchen. It was very spacious,
ahead of us was a large Rayburn kitchen Range. A door to the left of us led into the
dining room. This was a very large room typically as we would have expected a
farmhouse to be. There was a long table in the centre with eight chairs, an old-fashioned
dresser complete with crockery, but what struck us most significantly was the big open
fireplace large enough to walk into. It was designed to burn logs. On the mantle-piece
was a very nice old clock and immediately above on the wall there was fixed a large
“meat cleaver”; for Marie, it sent a chill down her spine. Arthur stood in the fireplace with
his hands behind his back and laughed heartily when | commented that he looked like a
“‘gentleman farmer”. Indeed, we realised later, that he had aspirations in this direction.

The time was now 1.30 p.m. and his wife, a very good hostess, served coffee and
biscuits and explained that dinner would be around 6.00 p.m. “Just a moment” said
Arthur, “I will be back in a couple of minutes” and he went outside. In about ten minutes
he returned carrying two chickens by their necks, “that’s our dinner” he remarked
laughing cheerfully. Afterwards he decided to show us around the farm. To us it seemed
quite extensive. First of all he showed us two pigs he kept in a pen. A number of
chickens running around in a fenced off area.
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There were also two cows which he said he would have to have artificially-inseminated.
This had been recommended by the Vet since one of the cows was constantly jumping
on the back of the other cow. It was the “mating season”. (Shades of thoughts on a
previous week’s debate). At the perimeter of the farm there was a stream and nearby
what he termed was a “Cesspool”. He remarked that he had no knowledge of the depth.
“Isn’t it rather dangerous for the children?” Marie asked. “My family have to obey my
orders at all times” he said firmly.

We continued our trip around the farm which also included many fruit trees. Arthur was a
good conversationalist and time passed quickly. Eventually we made our way back to
the farmhouse. The meal was served promptly at 6.00 p.m. llsa was an excellent cook.

In conversation, during the meal, Arthur explained how he had bought the farm. When
they lived in London one of their pleasures was to drive to a country pub on Sunday
mornings, have a drink and sometimes a meal, but there was one pub they frequented
often, it was his favourite pub in Bishops Stortford. It was here that he had arranged to
meet what he termed “the Agent” one morning. This pub was also frequented by a
number of rich local farmers and over the time a friendly relationship had built up with
them and his family. About a year ago they were discussing a farm which was for sale at
what the farmers considered a bargain price since the owner had recently died.

The following day Arthur drove to Bishops Stortford to see the Agent who was handling
the sale and then took him to the farm and gave him the asking price. Arthur made an
offer which he did not think would be acceptable. At the same time he went to the Town
Planning Department in the area and he discovered that the site of the New Stanstead
Airport was to be built nearby and that the proposed flightpath would be over the farm.
He observed that if the Airport was built as planned he would be in for a large amount of
compensation. Surprisingly his offer was accepted and he purchased the farm. In the
meantime he reckoned he would soon be self-sufficient in food. It remained a mystery to
us as to how he managed to raise the mortgage. We can only surmise he had
“chutzpah”.

As we continued with the meal it was noticeable how quiet and well-behaved his two
children were, only speaking, when spoken to. Our two children sat quietly taking
everything in. Arthur was sitting at the top of the table like an autocrat.
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After the meal the children loosened up and played games, ludo, snakes and ladders,
etc. while we sat and talked. The evening had become chilly so by 10.00 p.m. we
decided it would be best to retire. The bedrooms were up a flight of wooden stairs which
led to a long narrow corridor with a low ceiling. It was lit by a small lamp, creating
shadows and an air of uneasy welcome. All the bedrooms led off to the right. lisa
showed Richard and Hayley their room where there were two iron beds. Arthur showed
us the room which we were to sleep in. This room was musty, in the corner was a double
bed and a chair which was against the wall. Otherwise the room was bare. On the bed
was one blanket and two pillows. The bathroom was at the end of the corridor but first
we decided to see how the children were faring. They were quite miserable and we told
them, that in any event, we would leave for home at 11.00 a.m. the following morning.
We asked lIsa if there were more blankets available as it was so cold, but it seems that it
was all they had. We told the children to keep their socks and sweaters on for the night.
At about 2.00 a.m. in the morning Richard and Hayley came into our room; they were
unable to sleep. They were tearful and upset. We all looked out of the window but there
were no lights in sight. It was completely black. We seemed to be in total isolation. The
atmosphere was eerie and strangely sinister in its imperfection, so we brought the two
blankets from the children’s room, put them on our bed, and we all got under the covers
together. We were very glad when dawn broke. Later we all went down for breakfast and
were pleased to see the sun come up which helped us to forget the bleakness of the
night. We left for home at 11.00 a.m. as planned wondering if the trip was really
necessary. We all breathed a sigh of relief as we reached home. Over the next few
months | became very busy at my shop and it was necessary to work longer hours,
especially at the weekends, | was unable to leave before 9.00. One evening in
September about 8.00 | was surprised to see Arthur again as he had already delivered
and collected my work that afternoon. “Why are you working so late” — “It's about time
you had a night out!”. “Come along and have an evening out with me”, he said. | was
beginning to feel somewhat jaded so | said “O.K.” “why not”. “So, where are we going?” |
asked. “Wait until you get there!” Arthur replied. | locked the shop, got into his car and he
drove towards the West End. We arrived outside The National Sporting Club. | had
never been there before. We went into reception and a man in a
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A man in a tuxedo asked us for our membership cards. “Oh | left mine behind”, Arthur
interjected, “and this is Mr. Chaplin, my guest!” “| am sorry Sir, we cannot allow you in
without your membership card”. “| know” said Arthur, “I have come straight from work”.
come here regularly — you must have my name on your records”. “What is your name”
asked the guy in the tuxedo as he took a book from the shelf. “Hussein”, Arthur replied.
He opened the page at the “H”s, and Arthur, quick as a flash, pointed to a name on the
list, “that’'s me” he said, “Abdul Hussein”. The reception accepted this saying, “make sure
you bring your membership card next time Sir!”, and Arthur signed me in as a guest.
This really was “chutzpah” | thought. Once inside Arthur seemed at home and

immediately bought some chips and began playing on the black-jack table.

” “I

After about an hour he was losing £50. and | suggested that he ought to stop before
losing all his money. “You are spoiling my game” he said irritably, with that | decided it
best to say no more. He continued playing for smaller stakes and steadily began
winning. It was closing time at 3.30 p.m. before he would give up playing. We arrived at
my flat at 4.00 a.m. that morning and before leaving, he said, “you must come along with
me next Friday and | will show you how | can win £100. Tonight | won £60.” and off he
drove. The following Friday Arthur called for me once again at 8.30 p.m. | had no real
desire to go out that evening but after a little persuasion | went along with him. However,
| took the precaution of keeping only £20. in my pocket. Believe it, or not, we gained
entry at The National Sporting Club in the same manner. This time | thought perhaps
that they are only too pleased to have people spend their money. Arthur changed his
money and exuberantly made for the black-jack table. Within an hour he lost £100. He
got up and walked away in disgust. As for me, | was pleased | was only watching. “I think
I will have better luck at Baccarat” Arthur said. This was in the basement, even with my
inexperienced eyes | could see that these were hard rich players. Arthur joined the game
with no difficulty and within half an hour, sure enough, he asked if | could lend him some
money. | explained | had only £20. with me. “Crikey” he exclaimed and stood up angrily
with his tail between his legs. This was a side of his character which | had not seen
before. We left the Club at around 11.00 p.m. | was relieved as | didn'’t relish returning
home in the early hours. Besides, | had had enough of this pseudo friendship and |
decided it would be strictly business in the future.
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During the return journey Arthur was very talkative and irrepressibly jolly, hiding his
disappointment extremely well. “| tell you what” he said at one stage, “l will have to
kidnap someone very rich and ask for a million pounds ransom”. Looking at me
sideways, he laughed and said “you would be useless at that game, it would show on
your face immediately”. “That | am certain of” | said, “even if | did anything wrong, a
policeman would be standing behind me with his hand on my shoulder”. We chatted on
amicably and soon | was home. Although | never went out socially again with Arthur our
business relationship continued on affably. We were now approaching the Christmas
season, a very busy period in the tailoring trade and my main concern was with the
continuity of work. Three weeks before Christmas, blazoned in headlines, across all the
Newspapers, was the story of the kidnapping of Mrs. Mackay. She was the wife of a
Director of The News of the World. A ransom of one million pounds was demanded. She
had been abducted at Wimbledon in South London. Mrs. Mackay was not a well lady
and had to have constant medication. There were doubly fears for her safety. The
following Friday when Arthur came to deliver and collect my work | remarked to him
“what a coincidence, you must be careful what you say on our way home from The
National Sporting Club”. “Ha ha”, he cried, “someone must have heard us talking.” We
then talked of the events more seriously since it was a terrible tragedy for this lady, and
of course, the horror of the kidnapping was on everyone’s lips. A week before Xmas,
Arthur came as usual and introduced me to his brother Niesam who came along with
him. | had never met him before and he asked if | minded if his brother met his girl-friend
at my shop. He knew | would still be open fairly late and they hoped this would not
inconvenience me. | did not mind as this would not pose a problem for me. His girl-friend
turned up some fifteen minutes later. She was a nurse at The Royal Northern Hospital,
Niesam explained to me. They then asked if they could use a room behind my shop as
they had some private business to discuss. | agreed and thought no more of it. They
were only out for about ten minutes and then came back into the shop. Before leaving,
Arthur told me he had sent his wife and children to her parents in Germany for a holiday
and in the meantime his brother was staying with him on his farm to keep him company.
At this point in time | had some very serious problems relating to the renewal of my lease
at the shop, and | was complaining of this to Arthur. “Percy”, he said, “if you knew what
my problems were | would be happy to trade places”.
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Then before they left | gave Arthur several trousers for making up and we arranged for
him to come in two weeks’ time. Arthur did not arrive as arranged so on the following
morning | telephoned his home but | had no response. Over the next few days |
continued my efforts to contact him by telephone, still with no success. By Thursday |
was beginning to panic as some of the work was required by the end of the month. The
jackets had already been completed. Later that same afternoon, Mr. Peterson, a
customer, who is a local businessman came in to have a fitting for his suit. Noticing my
perplexity, he told him of my problem: "l live at Stanstead" — perhaps | can take you
there on my way home". "Sometimes | take the route through Stockin Pelham along to
home". However, he said, "why not come with me to check it out for yourself". "To return
to London, | can take you to Bishops Stortford Railway Station where there is a good
commuter service to Liverpool Street". "You will be back in no time". It was a good
opportunity. We arrived at Hook's Farm at dusk. The house was in complete darkness.
All the curtains were drawn. We got out of the car and went to the front door — rang the
bell and also banged on the door. There seemed no one around. Certainly no sign of life.
After about fifteen minutes there was just no point in staying around. We got back into
the car and drove off. We looked back at the house for a last time, by now it was
completely dark. As we moved away Mr Peterson said to me "he was sure he saw a face
at one of the upstairs windows, but then "it may be my imagination as in the dark the
house looks very mysterious and macabre." The following day | realised that | need not
have worried, Arthur walked into my shop as large as life. He had completed my work.
However, | looked at his face, he had a very worried look, his eyes were hollow and was
a shadow of his former self. He placed his head in his hands and said, "Percy, | am in
very serious trouble". His voice was almost a whisper. "So what is it that is so bad" |
asked him. He then thought for a minute and said "My wife won’t come back home with
my children, she has decided to stay with her parents in Germany." In the meantime |
cannot take any more work as it will be impossible for me to concentrate." Before | could
mention that | had visited his farm, he rushed out of my shop. This was the last occasion
that | would see Arthur Hussein again. It was on the evening of the following Monday
that | had arranged to deliver a suit to one of my customers at his home. While he was
trying on the suit the news was being shown on television. | wasn’t exactly following the
details of the news, neither was | looking directly at the television screen, but suddenly,
out of the corner of my eye | looked at the picture on the screen
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...and there was a farmhouse. "That’s strange", | said to my customer, "that farmhouse
looks familiar" and then the announcer said, "two men had been detained at Bishops
Stortford Police Station in connection with the kidnapping of Mrs. Mackay. The police
were searching Hook’s Farm which was owned by one of the men". | gasped in horror
and froze on the spot. As | gazed at the picture of the farmhouse, “Good Grief’ | stayed
at that farmhouse with my family only last Easter — | cannot believe this. That evening
when | arrived home we talked of the farmhouse where we had stayed well into the
night.

Arthur and Nissam Hussein were eventually sent for trial and charged with the
kidnapping and murder of Mrs. Mackay. In the meantime, the police arranged for the
farm to be searched for the body. The cesspool which we had seen during our stay there
was drained and eight policemen were sent to dig in many areas of the farm. The Tyburn
Buzzer was also checked for forensic evidence. Nothing was found there. During the
police evidence it was stated that Arthur had made his demands for ransom from outside
call boxes. Each call was on a direct route from his farm into London. Each one close by
the shop he worked for. One of the telephone call boxes he used was only 20 metres
from my shop, almost opposite Bethnal Green Police Station. The voice was always
West Indian in character. It was also stated that at one stage the police had set a trap.
Arthur had telephoned the Editor of The News of the World and it was agreed that they
would pay a sum of money and leave it with their man at a given spot just beyond
Bishop’s Stortford. Apparently Arthur and his brother got out of the car and it appears
that they had sensed that this was indeed a trap and they returned to their car and drove
off. The police were able to photograph the two men. Also, during the evidence, it was
stated that a nurse who worked at The Royal Northern Hospital was approached by the
two brothers to obtain certain drugs which matched the drugs required by Mrs. Mackay.

Arthur and Nissam Hussein were sent to life imprisonment. This was the first time in
British legal history that a capital conviction had been obtained on circumstantial
evidence alone. The body of Mrs. Mackay was never found.

Two years ago, a friend of our family sent me a newspaper cutting in which it was
reported that Nissam Hussein, the younger of the brothers, an accomplice in the
kidnapping and murder of Mrs. Mackay, had been released from jail, after serving 21
years. He had been visited by a coloured social worker reportedly to be earning £400
per week. During the course of time they had fallen in love and when he was released,
they married. Nissam Hussein was deported to Trinidad.



