
I’m Margot Determe from Tarchamps. I was born on 28 July 1939. I am the third of four siblings and 

have two older brothers and a younger brother who was born seven years after me. My father was a 

wheelwright and carpenter, and my mother was a housewife.  

The reservoir was planned in the 1950s. How did it affect your life?  

It had a big impact. Not directly, but because I met my boyfriend at that time who lived in 

Lultzhausen. I was still in Brussels when the dam was first announced and the construction work 

began, it was my last year in Brussels when met, so I didn’t witness much of it first-hand. But when I 

returned home, I would sometimes cycle to Lultzhausen, where I could see the road to Insenborn 

being built, the one with the bridge. First the pillars were erected, then the beams were placed on 

top and gradually pushed forward. That was interesting. Then everyone was suddenly being told they 

had to leave the village. It was hard on them. After all, this was their home. They had to quickly find 

another house, which was easier said than done. At the time, my father-in-law said he wouldn’t leave 

his home. He died in 1958. After my husband had a serious motorbike accident in 1957, it all became 

too much for him, having to leave his home and then seeing his son get seriously injured. It cost him 

his life. So the family had to hurry. Then, on 1 May, there was a severe storm and the floodgates 

were closed. They lived right on the banks of the Sûre. That was great, because they were both 

fishermen, they went fishing every free minute they had. But the water rose so quickly that the army 

had to come and evacuate them one night. I wasn’t there at the time. The floodgates were later 

opened again in Esch-sur-Sûre. Insenborn’s municipal secretary at the time, a very nice man, was 

from Eschdorf, where he found a vacant house for them. He intended to arrange everything with the 

owners so they could move in. And then they were suddenly being told that the house in Lultzhausen 

had to be knocked down right away and they already started to remove the trees in the 

surroundings. The family had to accept it and moved out. My husband, still my boyfriend at the time, 

unroofed the house so he could take the tiles with him. This was partly out of nostalgia. They also 

took the wooden beams with them to integrate into our house in Eschdorf later on. They lived in a 

house in Eschdorf for a while, until one day the municipal secretary told them there would be a 

house further up that had to be sold because the owner had lost his job at the Goodyear factory and 

had found a new job at the foundry in Mersch – they had six children. So my husband’s family bought 

the house and we still own it today. Of course, we’ve made some changes and additions over the 

years, but it’s still the same old house that was rebuilt on ruins in 1947. They moved the day before 

Christmas and didn’t have much to take with them, only the old beds and stuff. I helped them 

relocate. We immediately put up the Christmas tree and then drove to Tarchamps, where we 

celebrated Christmas. And we then got married in February. I’ve lived in Eschdorf ever since and I’m 

happy there.   

Did the family receive any compensation besides the help from the municipal secretary?  

Yes, they were compensated. And their land was sold as well. We only kept the forests. The land was 

located at the top of the plateau towards Neunhausen and was all sold to the State. I don’t know 

exactly how much they got, since we weren’t yet married. But they had to be compensated. After all, 

they had lost everything.  

Can you briefly describe what your in-laws’ house looked like and where it was?  

It was an old house. It wasn’t very big. It was situated right on the street, and there was a blue stone 

from Martelange outside the front door. When you went in, you entered the kitchen, which could 

only be used for cooking. There was a cooker and a small table next to it, but there was no room for a 

dining table and chairs. There was an old cupboard as well, and above it was the chimney. To the left 

was the living room, with a beautiful wall cupboard and a stack stove. It also had a dining table with 



chairs, and religious paintings on the walls. Behind it was a storeroom, and from there you could 

access the cellar, which was very small because the house was right by the rock face. From the 

kitchen, a door led to a staircase into the attic. There, the bare rock face was exposed on one side. It 

was like a fridge, because it was always pleasantly cool. There were three small bedrooms in the 

attic, plus a bed directly under the roof. It was small but cosy. They had a newly built cowshed, a little 

further down along the Sûre. They had a horse, which they sold early on and cows. The pigs were 

kept behind the house. But I don’t remember it exactly, it was all a long time ago. They had a dog 

called Fritz, who suddenly went missing during the move. My husband drove off on his scooter to 

look for him and eventually found him on the stone in front of the old house. The stone wasn’t 

moved yet, but they wanted to take it because it was the threshold of the house. Then, a few days 

after moving into the new house in Eschdorf, he was gone again. So they drove back to Lultzhausen 

and found him sitting on the stone again. They had to find a solution. So a farmer took them from 

Eschdorf to Lultzhausen with his tractor and trailer to bring the stone back to Eschdorf. My husband 

built a base in front of our house and placed the stone on it, so that we had a bench in front of the 

door. It’s still there to this day. Once Fritz had his stone in Eschdorf, he stopped running away. I guess 

he used to lie on it in the sun back in Lultzhausen. But from then on, he stayed in Eschdorf. 

What are your memories of the different stages of building the dam and the bridges?  

I was abroad for a while during the construction. And we didn’t have a car either, so I would cycle to 

Lultzhausen. When I got my driving licence, I sometimes drove there as well. Of course, we went to 

take a look at it occasionally. My husband was off work sick at the time. He took a lot of photos. And 

because he worked for the State back then, he was more involved with the reservoir. As a road 

maintenance worker, he was stationed there permanently. When the bridge to Insenborn was being 

built, there were a lot of Italian migrant workers there, who also stayed with my husband’s family. 

My mother-in-law had a licence to sell bottled beer back then. She wasn’t allowed to serve it in a 

glass, but it was still very popular. Even today, farmers still talk about my in-laws when reminiscing 

about Lultzhausen. Back then, the road from Eschdorf to Insenborn ran through Lultzhausen, since 

the bridge hadn’t been built yet. On the way to the Loutsch mill or the mill of Liefrange, they would 

stop off at my in-laws’ house to drink a few bottles of beer “at Anna’s and Titt’s place” they always 

said. The Italians were there too. They were good fun, always singing. They also got on really well 

with the locals and were always happy to lend a hand. My mother-in-law also took good care of 

them, cooking them meals, etc.  

How did your husband’s family prepare for leaving the house? What had to be done before the 

move?  

They took everything they could with them. Then the bulldozer came and razed the house to the 

ground. When the reservoir was drained in 1991, we went to have a look at the site. You could still 

make out a small section of wall at the back. But it had been completely demolished. The divers 

always said there was a chapel there. But that wasn’t true. Across from my in-laws, there had been a 

weekend home with a terrace that somehow remained standing underwater and looked a bit like a 

chapel. But there was never actually a chapel there. The chapel is up in Lultzhausen. Besides my in-

laws’ house, another house a little further up was also torn down, as was a wooden house in the 

forest, which belonged to a family from Luxembourg City.   

Can you still recall the emotions of your in-laws, your husband and perhaps even your own when 

you had to move?  

It was awful. They didn’t want to leave their home. My mother-in-law cried a lot. Don’t forget, she’d 

only just lost her husband as well. She wasn’t happy in Eschdorf. We always had to drive to Insenborn 



with her, where her husband was buried. We eventually moved his grave to Eschdorf, and after that, 

she rarely wanted to go back to Insenborn or Lultzhausen. Everyone who had lived up in Lultzhausen 

also moved away. The only ones who lived there now weren’t from the area. Lultzhausen was no 

longer what it was before the reservoir was built. You hardly know anyone there anymore. It was 

hard, but we got through it. My mother-in-law lived with us and managed reasonably well, but it 

wasn’t easy. It was hard for my husband too. When the reservoir was drained, he initially wanted to 

go there alone. It wasn’t until later that he took us with him. It hurt him deeply. He even took two 

buckets of soil from the garden. They stood behind our house for years. The buckets eventually broke 

and the soil was scattered. He just wanted to bring some soil from our old home back to Eschdorf.  

What thoughts come to mind when you think of the reservoir today?  

The reservoir is important. But I don’t go there often, not even to Insenborn, though it is very 

important and nice. Plus, we’ve always been happy in Eschdorf anyway. 


