
My name is Rita Nittel and I was born on 23 January 1942. I lived in Lultzhausen for five years and 

then moved to Harlange. My mother, Catherine Hoffmann, was from the house in Lultzhausen and 

my father from Harlange. He was a trained blacksmith, and my mother was a housewife. As a young 

girl, she worked at a dentist in Wiltz. We were six siblings, four of whom are still alive. One sister and 

a brother are no longer with us.  

What childhood memories do you have of the time before the reservoir existed? 

I have some very nice memories. I always spent my holidays there. And I lived there for five years, of 

course. That time is more representative of my childhood than the period after, when I lived in 

Harlange. I remember the stream that is now flooded with water from the reservoir, and the bridge 

where I fell off my bike, I still have a scar here. Faced with a choice between a car and the bridge, I 

chose the bridge otherwise I wouldn’t be here now. I remember – or know from stories – that the 

Americans were there when I was about three years old. They brought us chocolate, something I 

wasn’t familiar with. I also remember the bad storms we used to get in Lultzhausen, and the time 

when lightning struck. It still scares me today. One time, it even struck the barn. The storms would get 

stuck down in the valley. On the other side of the Sûre, there was a weekend house. The owners 

always spent their summers there and we supplied them with essentials: milk from our cows, eggs 

from our hens, etc. We took them across the Sûre to the other side of the river, until one day my aunt 

capsized with the boat. Tourists would also come to us. My grandmother had a licence to sell drinks. 

All the car drivers – there weren’t quite as many of them as there are today – used to stop off for a 

drink and a bite to eat, as did the bikers, cyclists and hikers. We had ham that we smoked ourselves. It 

was a lovely area. But it’s all submerged underwater now.  

You also mentioned that your grandfather used to go fishing in the summer. 

Yes. He would go fishing whenever we needed something. Then we’d eat fish with fried potatoes and 

sour cream. I remember it very well. We were self-sufficient. I’d already tried frogs’ legs as a child. 

Snails too. When we moved inland, the other children were disgusted when I told them I’d eaten such 

things. These days, they are delicacies. We also ate game, because hunters would gather at our place. 

And we had nuts. The only thing we didn’t have was butter. The milkman would collect milk from us 

and bring us some butter in return. And he always gave me a lift to catch the bus to Ettelbruck when I 

spent my holidays there, because we didn’t have a car. The Sûre was cleaned up once a year. A large 

net was stretched from one side to the other and pulled through the river by three people – one in 

the middle and one on each bank. The small fish swam through it and the big ones got caught. Since 

we didn’t have a fridge, my grandmother would fry the fish and preserve them in a large barrel with 

vinegar. The back of the house was exposed to the bare rock face, and when a storm came, we 

opened the front door so the water could run down the rock and out the front. This also cleaned the 

floor. We smoked everything ourselves – ham, eels, you name it. We had everything we needed. 

These days, people often have more but still aren’t happy. I definitely had an idyllic childhood there. 

But I could be naughty as well!  

The reservoir was built in the 1950s. How did it affect your family and their lives?  

It affected us a lot. The family had to leave the house because it had to be knocked down. Our house 

and the one above it. Only the houses up in Lultzhausen were allowed to remain standing. When the 

building work began, my godfather refused to leave his home. He was very ill, and my grandmother 

looked after him. He always said he would not leave the house. He died before the move. That was in 

1958. My godmother and the rest of the family then moved to Eschdorf, where they rented a house. 

They took what they needed from the old house, including the wood from the barn. I already knew 

my future husband back then and he helped with stripping it out. A few walls were still standing, but 



when the reservoir was drained in 1991 and I was standing on the stone bridge at the bottom which 

is still there today, I saw the rock face and realised that the house hadn’t actually been that big. I also 

remember how those living in the Loutsch mill, who had a daughter my age, were also forced to 

leave. I think they moved to Mersch. They had an aunt living in the house who had bad burn scars on 

her face, and I always helped her herd the cows. Back then, everything was open, and you had to lead 

your two cows to wherever there was grass. Opposite, we had a fenced meadow with an ox that we 

harnessed when we went to places like Harlange. I used to play there a lot and I was told our dog 

once saved my life when I was in the meadow with the ox. He barked and raged until they got me out 

of there. But I don’t remember it myself. I’ve been told a lot of those things. Including anecdotes 

about the war. My baptism was apparently being celebrated in the mayor’s cellar when a bomb fell 

outside the door. It didn’t seem to do me any harm, though. I have many more memories. When I 

was there in winter, the snow was metres deep. You couldn’t even see the road. My grandma’s 

brother would come and pick me up in his truck.  

Can you describe your grandparents’ house?  

The front door led directly into the kitchen, where there was a slate sink. From there, a staircase led 

upstairs to the bedrooms. In the living room, there was a column stove in the corner, and behind the 

living room was another sitting room. When the fair was on, we always ate in the big living room. We 

would have roast, beef soup, pudding with beaten egg whites, and cake. I still remember how, 

sometime after the war, one of my grandmother’s sisters came to visit and projected pictures onto 

the wall. It was like a miracle to us, as we didn’t yet have a TV. But I don’t know what became of that 

part of the family. I had no contact with them. Sadly, that’s often the case when you get older and 

have your own family.  

What are your own memories of the dam being built?  

The message was clear: We’re building here, you need to leave. But it only became real when the first 

section of the bridge was standing. And it then became increasingly real as the construction work 

progressed. We still kept thinking it wouldn’t happen. But it did. The reservoir is important, of course. 

But it wasn’t easy for all the people who had to leave their homes. It was terrible for my 

grandmother. I had my own life by then. But for her and my uncle, it was hard. Later on, he would 

spend a lot of time in the forest that they still owned in Lultzhausen. The whole structure grew 

gradually bigger and then suddenly it was finished. And when the bridge was standing, the water 

came. This marked the end of an era.   

What do you remember about the construction of the bridge?  

I remember the noise and the migrant workers. As I got older, I didn’t like going there as much, 

because they were men and I was a young girl. I didn’t like how they would always wolf-whistle at 

me. I do have a photo of me with them, but only because the mayor persuaded me to pose with 

them. Apparently they stayed with my grandparents, but I was never there at the time. I didn’t visit 

them again until they lived in Eschdorf. I still sometimes think back to those times, and when I see the 

photos, many memories come flooding back.  

You told us about the bridge between Lultzhausen and Insenborn. Did you also watch the dam 

being built?  

No. We never really went to Esch-sur-Sûre. I don’t know what shops were there either, because we 

always drove to Wiltz whenever we needed anything. My aunt had a chicken farm in Watrange, and a 



car, so we would go shopping with her. I can remember Wiltz well, but not Esch-sur-Sûre. Although 

it’s not far from Lultzhausen, it’s completely foreign to me. 

You mentioned that you saw the reservoir being drained in 1991. How was that experience for you?  

It was emotional. I stood at the bottom on the bridge that was still there. The other bridge was gone. 

I could have spent the whole night there. I was at the spot where the house used to be, and I also saw 

the path leading up to Insenborn, where we had to go to church every Sunday because Lultzhausen 

only had a chapel. As a child, I always used to help my grandmother clean the chapel.  

Can you describe how you felt when you were down there in 1991?  

It’s difficult to put into words. It represented my childhood, and I longed to be a child again. Because 

as a child, I probably experienced everything differently to how I remembered it later on. There was 

simply nothing left. After they refilled the reservoir, I didn’t go back for a long time. Later on, though, 

I always joined the Marche gourmande walk. But after 1991, I didn’t go back there again for a long 

time. It had been my childhood. The first years of my life. 

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

Nostalgia. The feelings are still there. Although I’ve had a good life and raised three children, that 

chapter of my past is still a part of me. 


