
My name is Marianne Caas-Barnich and I was born on 25 June 1956. I spent the first three years of 

my life in Lultzhausen, before moving to Neunhausen with my parents.  

My father’s name was Michel Barnich. He was a farmer, but he lost his livelihood when the reservoir 

was built and ended up working for the state in the road construction department. My mother was a 

housewife.   

When you were three years old, you, your parents and your grandmother had to move out of your 

home in Lultzhausen. Can you tell us why?  

I only know what my parents have told me. At the time, the reservoir was being built and the water 

level was rising. They lived in the last house still to be flooded by the water. That was in September 

1959. The water was already coming and they had to remove everything from the house and 

relocate.  

Can you briefly describe your house in Lultzhausen? Where exactly was it located? What did it look 

like?  

It was an old farmhouse with a stable and a barn. It stood below Lultzhausen, on the path leading 

down.  

What was it like for your parents and grandmother having to leave their home because of the 

reservoir development? You probably don’t remember it yourself.  

I don’t really know, it wasn’t talked about much. All I know is that my grandma didn’t want to leave 

the house. My parents still had my father’s family home in Neunhausen. They built a new house there 

and moved into it. That’s all I can tell you. It probably wasn’t as bad for my parents as it was for my 

grandmother.  

As the day of the move got closer, how was everything organised? 

My father dismantled various parts of the house and loaded the things onto a trailer, which was then 

hauled to Neunhausen with a tractor. My grandma didn’t want to leave the house. From what I’ve 

been told, I had to take her by the hand and help her onto the trailer, where a chair was set up for 

her. As they drove away, she didn’t look back once.  

You say your father dismantled a few things. Did you also take some building materials with you to 

Neunhausen? What exactly did he remove?  

They removed the roof and he cut the wood into small pieces. The stoneware was demolished by a 

construction company.  

Do you still have anything from the house in Lultzhausen here in Neunhausen?  

We might still have a few things, I’m not sure. But there’s one thing we regret. My grandfather was a 

weaver in Lultzhausen and had a large loom, which was also dismantled and cut into small pieces. It’s 

a shame we couldn’t take it with us.  

Were your parents and grandmother offered any help or compensation for having to leave their 

home?  

I don’t know. I think the people who lived there were compensated in some way. All I know for sure is 

that my father lost his livelihood as a farmer because all his land was flooded. In return, he was 

offered the job with the road construction department.  



Can you remember what it was like when you arrived in Neunhausen? Or have your parents told 

you about it?  

All I know from accounts is that my grandma hardly ever went outside there. She simply couldn’t 

understand why she’d had to leave her home in Lultzhausen. We just carried on as normal in 

Neunhausen.  

And your parents? Did they eventually feel at home in Neunhausen?  

I think so. My father came from Neunhausen anyway. My mother was from Lultzhausen. I don’t think 

it was an issue for them. Either way, there was nothing they could do about it.  

The reservoir was drained in 1991. Do you still remember it? Did you watch it? 

Yes, we watched it. It was fascinating to see what it looked like. I was only three years old when it 

happened, so I didn’t have any memories of it. There used to be some bridges connecting 

Lultzhausen and Kaundorf that were no longer there. And everything had turned green again.  

You say your father never went to see it. Why do you think that was?  

No, he didn’t want to see it ever. I don’t know why.   

Did you visit the exact spot where your house used to be?  

Yes. And even now, you can still see the outline when the water level is low. Because I know where 

the house was situated, I can tell where it was. But the water level has to be very low for that. You 

can only see the outlines, because it had been completely torn down.  

Do you get emotional when you see it?  

No. After all, I was only three years old.  

When the first divers discovered the remains in the reservoir, they visited your parents and told 

them what they had seen.  

They always claimed they’d been diving in the cellar of the house. But my mother always said that 

wasn’t possible, because the house had been demolished and the cellar filled in. The only place they 

could have dived in was a well. That should also still be there today, but I think it’s been closed off 

with a door or something. 

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

For me, it’s a reservoir with water, nothing more. I grew up in Neunhausen and don’t have anything 

to do with the reservoir anymore. 


