




__NOPUBLISH__

2 Gérard D. (Reggane) 
19 mars 2004 (2 pp.)

Send by email to -- and then by postal mail to headquarters: -- 

TESTIMONY
I, Mr. D. Gérard, the undersigned
Born -- in --
Profession: Retired 
Nationality: French
Residence: --
Tel: --
E-mail: --
Trials: 1 and 2
Names: and (or) Blue Jerboa and White Jerboa [trans. note: A jerboa is a desert rodent found in the 
Sahara]

Date and time: February 13,1960 and April 1, 1960 in Reggane 
11 RGS, 4th Company

Testifies to the following facts:
(state the state of your health and your experience, line of work, incidents that took place, the names of 
the possible witnesses. ...). You may add a page or two if necessary.   

This first testimony has nothing to do with the bomb but rather with the living conditions we experienced 
at the time. 

This was around the 10th of July, 1959, so it was summer and we started at 6AM and worked until 
11AM, then picked back up in the evening from 5PM to 7PM. I was the section leader's assistant at that 
point (special equipment) and an excavator broke down in Hammoudia at ground zero that needed to be 
brought back to the garage for repairs. 

So I left in the morning with a driver, the tank trailer, and, as a tractor, a Withe (which does 100 
kilometers with 120 to 130 liters of gas). I warned the guys before I left that I was going to try my best to 
be back around noon, but in order to do that I would have to report the Saharan station before 11AM. 
After that, they closed the road until 5PM. The trip there went very well. The paperwork and loading the 
excavator was a lot of work, so I didn't get to the Saharan station until 10:45AM, but I still got a green 
light to start the 35 kilometer trip back. 

Before taking off, I had run out to of my two bottles of Perrier. After 10 kilometers, the tractor stopped 
and the driver had to restart it by going from first gear to second gear. The motor stopped after several 
attempts and we had to face the fact that the heat was causing the petrol to evaporate before getting to the 
carburetor. We could only stay in first gear, which meant going six or seven kilometers an hour in the 
blazing sun. We only had bush hats from protection, since the tractor cabin had no roof or tarpaulin. We 
still had 25 kilometers to go with two bottles of Perrier. At that time of the day, the temperature must 
have been between 75 and 80 degrees Celsius. 



At 2PM our buddies got worried and called the Saharan station, who told them that we had passed 
through at 10:45. They came looking for us and when they found us we still had 10 kilometers to go. Our 
mouths were so dry that our tonuges were wooden; we couldn't speak. Luckily, they had the good sense to
bring a jerry can of water, which the two of us emptied. Our stomachs hurt from drinking so much water 
but we still felt thirsty. It was only after taking several salt tablets that the thirst passed. It's a good thing 
they came to look for us because we had at least another hour and a half to go and I don't know what state
we would have been in if they hadn't found us. 

The second event took place in early February 1960. I was on the road to Hammoudia, where I had gone 
to pick up a rolling compactor that the PLBT driver had abandoned when it ran out of gas. I was about 8 
kilometers from the company when, suddenly, in the distance, there is a convoy with two motorcycles in 
front. They break away and when they reach me they stopped and signalled to cut the engine and get off. 
The motorcycles pass by, then a command car with soldiers and a civilian, then a platform truck with a 
large caisson and four military police armed with MPs at each corner of the platform behind another 
command car with soldiers. Two motocyclists brought up the end of the convoy. When everyone had 
passed, the motorcyles took off without saying a word. I had just seen the first French nuclear bomb go 
by. 

The third event relates directly to the bomb. I was in the half-moon that was served as the section office 
when I saw a whole armada of officers arrive on the parade grounds, including the General Ailleret. They 
spoke there, on the grounds, all the while pointing at something in the direction of our office. A few days 
later, a whole team arrived to set up an enclosure with tents and water access 300 meters behind the 
office.  

Then they brought a bulldozer, an earth-mover, and a crane into the enclosure. We were all asking 
ourselves questions until the afternoon meeting when something rare happened: the captain came to ask 
for volunteers from the non-comissioned officers and the enlisted men. No one broke ranks, so he drew 
up a list of names. Those called were supposed to join the lieutenant when everyone had been assigned. 
They went straight in the isolation cell without taking any personal belongings. We could see them in 
disinfection suits. We were forbidden from going to see them. 

February 13, 1960 they left very early in the morning and took their posts 12 kilometers from ground 
zero. They were there in case the block house caught fire or was damaged. As everything went well, they 
returned to the company base in the late morning and went into the isolation cells. Two or three days 
later, they returned to regular duty in the company. They told us that from where they were stationed they 
could also feel the heat. 

I am aware that this testimony will be used in court and I that I may be subject to criminal charges in the 
event of false testimony. 

Signed in -- on March 19, 2005
D. Gérard


