
Transcript of Jim Auld interview 

It started off on the 9th of August. Internment started at 4am in the morning. I was coming back to 

my parents’ home at 3.30am that morning. I’d been out and when (I) arrived at the door I was met 

with a rifle coming through the letterbox.  

I was surrounded by British army paratroopers and was quickly pulled inside. There was a British 

army captain who was in charge. After me shouting and showing my parents that I’d no marks on me 

and was in good physical health, he assured my parents that nothing would happen to me, he also 

said, while in his care.  

I was marched down to the Falls Road where I was put into a lorry. Shortly afterwards another man 

who lived in the same area as me was brought into the back of the lorry as well. We were taken 

across town to what I now know to be the (RUC) barracks on the Antrim Road.  

As soon as we arrived at the barracks soldiers took me out of the back of the lorry and booted me in 

the back. I was thrown onto the ground. The paratrooper captain said directly to me ` that’s me 

finished with you. You’re no longer in my care’ and at that point I started to get beaten up.  

After 5 to 10 minutes I was brought into a hall and made to sit down. I was one of the first people 

into the hall. I was there for about an hour when my name was called. I was brought to a table 

where details were taken from me. I was brought across the building and out the far side where at 

that stage there were lines of soldiers, some of them with dogs.  

I was made to run through them where I got another beating. As I was running through them, the 

dogs were trying to bite at you, and the soldiers were hitting you with lumps of timber and batons.  

At the end of that line there was a rough hole cut in a stone wall. There was a prison guard (there) 

because it (the whole in the wall) was cut out from the police/military station to Crumlin Road jail.  

I was taken from there up in to a cell. I was in a cell until the 11th August when I was taken back out 

and repeated the whole situation in reverse. I was brought into a small room where there were 

three other people sitting on a bench.  

I was put onto a cot on the floor and handcuffed to it. There was a policeman (RUC) there and 

several soldiers. The policeman was in a rage. He had brown hair. I still remember his face. His no 

was (redacted for legal reasons). I remember that clearly. He started trying to abuse me, saying 

things like ‘you take the queen’s shilling’. I told him to f**k off. I was working, I paid my own way. At 

that stage he got very violent and started to beat me with a baton around the genitals and with my 

hands handcuffed to the cot I couldn’t defend myself.  

Eventually the soldiers joined in. I was beaten unconscious. When I woke up the soldiers had calmed 

down. They were standing smoking, but the cop was still in a rage. I gave him a mouthful of abuse 

and he started off again and lost it completely. Eventually one of the soldiers pulled him off me and 

pushed him out of the way. The soldier uncuffed me and gave me a cigarette. He said: ‘here you 

poor bastard, you’re going to need this’.  



Shortly after that I was taken into another room and put into a line with the three other people. I 

was brought into another room where a well known Special Branch officer Harry Taylor was there. 

He started asking me questions. I knew him from previous arrests. He finished with me very quickly 

and as soon as he’d finished with me there was a hood put over my head. I was taken out. I was 

eventually run down through corridors and down into the open. At that stage my shoes had been 

taken off me. I was run barefoot across grass and put into a helicopter.  

The helicopter sat about for a period of time. I don’t know how long for, because at that period of 

time I had started to get confused. Eventually it took off and I estimate was in the air for about a half 

hour. When the helicopter landed I was taken out by someone on each arm. They started pulling me, 

they ran me through grass. The hood was on my head I couldn’t see anything. They ran me straight 

into a concrete post. I hit the ground stunned and was lifted again. Somebody else started beating 

me with batons. I was screaming and shouting. They ran me again into a building, along a corridor 

and into a room of some sort. I was placed against a wall in a standard search position and I was left 

there. 

Q: Explain what the standard search position is? 

A:  It’s an ‘x’ shape where your two hands are up fully against the wall, your legs are fairly far back 

and the weight is on your wrists with your legs spread apart. The hood was still on. After a while 

with my arms in the air I started getting numb and I took one of my hands down to revive the 

circulation. As soon as I put my hand down I was beaten up. I didn’t realise there was somebody 

standing behind me, watching what was going on. He grabbed my hand and put it back into the 

original position and that went on for a period of time, several hours, and every now and again, I 

couldn’t do anything else but drop my hands to get the circulation going. As soon as I did I got beat 

up. Eventually I was taken off the wall, stripped naked and a pair of overalls were put on me.  

I was brought to see a doctor. He examined me. The hood was kept on all the time. After 15 to 20 

minutes I was put back onto the wall. That continued for hours and hours. Eventually I collapsed and 

as soon as I collapsed I got beat up and I mean severely beaten up. I was beaten unconscious. They 

shook me awake and put me back up against the wall again. That continued to the point where I 

couldn’t stand. As soon as they put me up I was just collapsing down. At that stage they brought me 

into another room with a light shining on my face. They lifted the hood up to the top of my eyes and 

there were two people behind the desk. They said: “tell us all the names of the IRA men you know”. I 

said: “Sean Mac Stiofan and Joe Cahill” and at that stage the hood was put down and I got a baton 

over the head. I was dragged out and put against the wall again. As I was being dragged I was being 

beaten the whole time.  

At that stage, believe it or not, the beating wasn’t particularly bad, what was much more painful was 

the lack of circulation of the body. The beating up was okay, because it was getting your blood 

circulating again. That continued. At one stage, somewhere around the middle of it, I was taken off 

the wall, put into a helicopter and taken away again. I was brought into a room, the hood was taken 

off the top of my head and there was a (police) inspector. At that stage an inspector was identifiable 

by the colour of his shirt. He gave me a bit of paper. I couldn’t read it or see anything because my 

face was covered in muck, dirt and blurred.  He folded the bit of paper up, stuck in the top of the 

pocket of the overall and I was brought back (to Ballykelly) again. That went on for the seven days 

and seven nights. 



At one stage I was sleeping standing up and they realised that and they beat me awake. Another 

time I was sleeping standing up and I was dreaming that I was standing looking out of a ship into 

blackness. My dream was that I was on a ship. But there was a soldier standing beside me and he 

kept, in my head, coming to attention. There was someone shouting for him to come to attention. 

But his foot was coming down on my toes. Eventually I turned and said to him that he was standing 

on my toe. There was somebody there, but he was standing on my toe to check if I was asleep or 

not. Whenever I was returned to Crumlin Road Jail I had no toe nails because he (had been) standing 

on my feet so many times. 

At the beginning there was a hissing sound in the background.  To be truthful in the beginning I 

hadn’t thought an awful lot of it, but after a few hours it increased in volume and when you were 

standing against the wall it became the centre of your world. It penetrated your brain because you 

couldn’t think of anything else. It was a high pitch hissing sound but it became all encompassing. It 

took everything. You couldn’t think.  When I was standing against the wall I was trying to do 

multiplication tables, addition tables and couldn’t do any of them. I couldn’t concentrate on 

anything. It just took over everything. 

I was totally isolated. It was one of the things I was aware off. I was on my own. Every now and again 

they brought you off the wall and into the interrogation room and they were saying I was never 

coming out of this, nobody knew I was there, I was gone, they were going to kill me. It was funny 

because a couple of weeks before I was arrested I had been looking through a copy of News Week 

and in the middle two pages of the magazine there were photographs of American helicopters in 

Vietnam and the middle photograph showed you between the helicopter and the ground there was 

a body circled where the Americans had thrown a Viet Cong out of the helicopter and I expected the 

same thing to happen to me. 

It was one of the things we were completely unsure of because at the end of it we had been brought 

into a room and sanitised. I couldn’t lift my arms to wash myself. A cop had to wash me completely. 

That’s after urinating and defecating in the boiler suit. He had to wash my hands, to wash the scum 

off my face. He started talking to me. It was afterwards (that) I realised his role was to bring me back 

to sanity, because there was a very fine line at that stage, because from my perspective I was totally 

insane.  

His role was to bring me back to sanity. He did that. He told me what was going to happen. That was 

back to Crumlin Road, back by helicopter. I knew I’d had a hard time but I didn’t realise how hard a 

time I’d had until when the helicopter landed we were pushed gently off the helicopter. The hood 

was taken off our heads and we were told to walk forward and there would be someone there. 

There was a prison officer standing facing us and when I got out and walked towards him I could see 

the horror on his face, looking at me. At that stage I could see I’d been through an extremely hard 

time. 

Officially they said I was made to stand up against the wall for 42.5 hours, but that was nonsense. 

We were there against the wall morning, noon and night for the seven days. There was no break at 

all. There was no relief from the sound. We got one mouthful of water. They tried to give me dried 

bread and I refused that because of the state my mouth was in. They realised I wasn’t taking the 

bread because I was afraid of my mouth drying up even more and they gave me one sip of water. 

But we were there the seven days. 



I lost 18lbs in the seven days. 

At the European Court of Human Rights the British government (was) found guilty of inhuman and 

degrading treatment. It was torture originally, but they changed it because the British government 

objected to that. They came up with the term inhumane and degrading treatment. It was funny 

because the ECHR determination was that the people who carried out the torture hadn’t got any 

enjoyment out of it. I can tell you it didn’t make any difference to me whether they enjoyed it or not. 

It was always indicated to me that we were held in Palace Barracks. My understanding from the 

ECHR court was that Harry Taylor (Special Branch) said as a way of defence of the white noise that it 

was engine noise from an aircraft factory, which would have indicated that it was Palace Barracks 

because it’s just opposite Shorts Aircraft factory. 

Q: were the British government trying to deliberately withhold information about Ballykelly from 

the ECHR? 

I honestly don’t know that. I think it was about them defending by not giving information about it 

(Ballykelly). At that time they didn’t want anyone to know anything. The British government played it 

down in the extreme. They were loath to give any information about it at all. If they gave something 

at that stage they might have had to give something more valuable (information) as to where it was. 

To be truthful it didn’t really matter to me where it was. All I can tell is for me it was torture. It was 

relenting. It was there to break me as an individual of any political thought. It was there to break me 

as a human being and to extract any information they thought I may have. 

I think it had a fairly profound effect on my life in that it changed my view of the world. It certainly 

changed my politics. It certainly made me much more politcally aware of what governments in 

general would and could do on anybody they believed was interfering with their running of a 

country. I think it shows they were capable of the most barbaric actions on anybody, including their 

own citizens in order to maintain their power. 

I couldn’t settle in work. I was a dental technician but couldn’t settle to it at all. I left and went to sea 

for 10 years before I could start coming back, before I could start to lead any sort of normal life. 

It was one of things that gave me an insight into how people felt when they were distressed. I 

became a volunteer in the Samaritans and I was there for 22 years, talking to people who were 

feeling the same way as I was feeling, for different reasons obviously, but their feelings were exactly 

the same. That feeling of despair and helplessness that people with suicidal feelings feel. I did 

something there, hopefully good, for individuals to be there to say that people weren’t on their own. 

Q: Is it significant that you now know you were being held at Ballykelly and not palace Barracks? 

A: For me where it was is irrelevant. What I’m much more interested in is who the individuals were, 

who gave them the authority, the orders to carry it (deep interrogation) out and who was ultimately 

responsible for it? That needs exposed. Those individuals need exposed, because they are torturers 

and those people are running about, presumably in Britain, behaving like ordinary human beings 

when they are clearly not. They are torturers and that needs exposed. 



 For me over the years I’ve (learned) to accept that the British government knew precisely what was 

going on and were actively engaged in it. I don’t believe that individual security personnel made 

those decisions to do those things without the clearance from the British cabinet and those British 

cabinet ministers who gave authorisation need to be held to account. It’s not just the monkeys; the 

grinders as well need to be brought to account. 

We were left against the wall and if we moved we were beaten. I was beaten. I urinated where I 

was. I defecated in the overalls for the seven days and nights. There was no let up. It was totally 

relentless. 

I certainly haven’t got over it. There’s others who may be in a better position. I have been able to 

control it. The difficulty is that every year from it happened there is an anniversary there and it 

brings back very painful memories. This is the only time of year I’m willing to talk about it and for 

many, many years I wouldn’t talk about it because it was too painful. It stressed me very much for a 

long period of time. As the years have gone on I’ve learned to control that stress and one of the 

main reasons why I would talk about it now is to expose the British government for what they’ve 

done on its citizens but also to expose what other countries, particularly the Americans, have been 

doing because they’ve been doing exactly the same thing. They may have changed some of the 

techniques but the effects on individuals are exactly the same, particularly people who they’ve kept 

in Guantanamo or Abu Graib. 

There were 12 of us originally, but there was another batch who were supposed to come behind us. 

Even though there was another two who went through it, there had been 12 people who’d been 

kept in isolation in Crumlin Road when we were away. They were supposed to be the second batch 

to come through, but as I say, it didn’t happen to them, other than the two people who eventually 

did go.  

Q: was it psychological warfare? 

A: Yes it was psychological warfare. They were experimenting and developing and perfecting the 

techniques. That was taken up afterwards by the American government in terms of how they did 

things in particularly Guantanamo where people were put in to stress positions, they used hoods, 

they were isolated, denied toilet facilities. They were all ways of trying to break people’s spirits. 


