               	 ROOTS OF THE BORNER FAMILY





                   		  NEUCHATEL - 1975





Preface:





What follows is a series of letters sent from Switzerland to Rusty (Russell E. Borner, Jr.) following a journey to Neuchatel by Evelyn Borner Scott, (currently Evelyn Borner Dunwoody), her daughter, Kate Scott, Bruce Borner and his first wife, Kathy, and Dad (Russell E. Borner, Sr.) and Anne Nauman in October, 1975.  Eighteen years later these letters are being transcribed for the first time by Dick Borner (me) on the eve of our first trip to Switzerland.  In 1975, Bruce and Kathy were living in Lausanne while Bruce was attending graduate school there.  Evie, Kate, Dad and Anne  were visiting Bruce and Kathy.  July, 1993.





                                              			October, 1975


Dear Russ,





     Imagine heading out toward Neuchatel with the purpose of tracing your family's heritage.  Going to a 12th century chateau where the records are kept.  Having the little old man with thick-glassed horn rimmed glasses go deep into the "archives cantonal" and pull out the volume from 1888.  He carefully opens up to the place he marked and you see there in old French script - "Le cinq1 Septembre mil huit cent quartre vingt-huit a deux heures du matin est ne a Neuchatel, Rue des Moulin, No. 15.


     Borner, Adolphe - fils legitime de: Borner, Arnold.  Profession: horloger (watchmaker) fils de: Jean Joseph et de Susanne nee Schlechter - Rickenbach, Canton de Soleure domicilie a Neuchatel, Rue des Moulins No. 15 et de Schild, Anna Susanne: fille de: Melchior et de Susanne nee Waffler de Brienzwyler, Canton de Berne.


     You copy all this down, take pictures of the page and then begin the hunt for Rue des Moulins No. 15.  You find out that this street is directly below the Chateau not one block away.  You also find that the street has not changed for hundreds of years.  While walking down the street you see many buildings with dates inscribed in their lintels - 1636 or 1685.   Finally, you approach No. 15, a 6 story townhouse - the townhouse where your Grandfather was born, where your watch maker great grandfather lived.  You realize that this street was the center of historic Neuchatel.  What we saw, the building, the fountains, the streets, Arnold saw everyday as he left for work in the morning and came home again at night.  Only around the corner we were awed by the splendor and the immenseness of the ancient chateau just as Arnold and Anna must have been.


     But you don't stop there.  You remember your grandfather mentioning a town called Villier.  Something about a schoolhouse in a valley.  You look it up on your Michelin map and find it is not very far from Neuchatel in the direction of La Chaux-de-Fond.  You jump in your car and begin the historic journey.  The same journey on the same road that your grandfather once took.  You pass through many 


very little towns but you haven't got time to stop and look.  You must press on toward Villier.  Finally a little sign tells you or welcomes you to the town you've driven a half-an-hour to see.  Imagine, here is where your grandfather went to school.  Where he played in the rolling hills of the valley.  You continue to drive through the town hoping to find that famous schoolhouse where the master had used a hand ruler across the knuckles to keep the mischievous in line.  But all you see are little houses, 2-3-400 years old.  Many with their original doors of thick oak and wide bands of iron, handsomely carved and decorated shutters, chalet balconies, brimming full of beautiful bright red geraniums.  Suddenly someone in the back seat yells out, "There it is, I see it, the schoolhouse!"  You say to yourself, "no it can't be.  This is too much to believe."  You pull into the driveway but not far.  The schoolhouse is set back only 20-25 yards from the road.  You're still skeptical but the plaque above the door reads, 1861.  You must get out of the car and look around.  A little old man, the caretaker, strolls in front of the building.  Fortunately you have someone with you, your father, who can converse fluently with the man.  You ask him, "was this the schoolhouse in 1899."  He tells you he's been in Villier since 1903 and it was a schoolhouse then, and it had been a schoolhouse up until 8 years ago.  You ask if he remembered the master.  No, he said there were only maitresses or women masters, but no, wait, yes, there had been a master.  He says "he lived in Vilans," a little town near to Villiers, " but he's dead now."  You find that the schoolhouse has been turned into a  "Poste" and a Bureau Communal."


     You say to yourself, "we've found the schoolhouse, but where did he live?  Where in this town did the family stay.. Who can help us?  The Bureau Communal, they may be able to help."  So, you go inside, knock on the door and walk in.  There is a man behind the desk.  You have your father communicate your problem.  He is very sympathetic, but he doesn't know what to do, where to look.  But then he has an idea.  He goes to the phone and commences to calling up all the senior citizens hoping to find someone with and extraordinary memory.  He calls and calls until he finally finds someone who may be able to help.  He arranges a meeting at 4:00pm but it is only 3:00 pm now.  You have to wait.  You get in your car and drive around.  When you return you find out that the man had come and gone but not without lending assistance.  He directed the man in the office to an old leather bound record book with many pages of names of those who had come and gone.  Without you knowing he goes through page by page searching for the name Adolphe Borner.  He finds it and runs outside to where you are waiting.  "Je l'ai trouve."  You become very excited, but you still don't know what to expect.  He opens the book to the page.  On that page, it tells you that Adolphe Borner came to Villier in April of 1899.2 It lists him as a pension 


or a roomer at a particular house, owned by Jules Cucher.  The old man tells the man in the office where this house is located, while you were driving around in your car.  Incredible, you know where your grandfather lived but is the house still there?  The man in the office says yes, of course.  He turns around and points to a house not 100 feet away and says "That's the one."  You walk to the house and take several pictures.  The feeling is overwhelming.  Here and in Neuchatel are the roots of your family.  Your stake in this beautiful, well preserved, civilized country.  A country of honesty, so clean, so efficiently run, so united.


     You go back to the man from the Bureau Communal and he shows you the page before the one with your grandfather's name.  There you see "Arnold Ariste Borner" or your Uncle Harry.  He had left several months before your grandfather had arrived.


     You thank the man from the office very much, but he was satisfied by the happiness his efforts brought.  You all get back in your car feeling very content and head towards the sunset, back to Lausanne where your brother holds the fort.  You feel a bit more like you belong here.  Imagine that!  


                                           Bruce.














Dear Rusty,





After completing both the enclosed letters, it occurred to us that you would be the best person to make an occasion of their reading.  We know that your excitement and enthusiasm will come as close to equaling ours even though we are here physically and you are here in spirit.  We trust in you to convey the spirit behind what Bruce has written.  When you have experienced a day such as we did, it is difficult to transmit the emotions felt during that experience.  Knowing you as we feel we do, you will enjoy it as much as you will give Pop the joy of hearing it.  


     We also hope that you will arrange to share this experience with Dick & Alice, either at the same time or very close to it.  Dad's vacation has been so good I think he may be a bit speechless.  We, naturally, are never speechless.  The next time, however, we expect you to join us because from Nuechatel we go on to do our detective work in Soloturn (Soluer in French) and will be really digging into the origins of the Borners.  The further back we dig, the more help we will need.  You cannot imagine the elation and joy we all felt as we uncovered clue after clue and came up with written proof of vaguely mentioned facts.  I know that you have on tape a lot of details from Pop which will help us to further investigate.   It is so much Fun!  Kathy expressed a desire to see Pop's face when he learned of all we had uncovered...so will you get your camera at hand and take a few snaps of Pop when he learns what we have done?  The amazing part of this is that this may be the last generation whereby grandchildren can discover the actual origins.  We visited a village in Switzerland which has 


changed little even given the appearance of automobiles and electricity... can you imagine our grandchildren trying to find the equivalent of the valley we played in Yonkers...ha-ha.  They'll find high-rises where we played hide and go seek in the woods.


     Isn't it funny that Dick & Alice named Suzanne after Alice's aunt not knowing that Susanne was her great-great-grandmother's middle name, and her great-great-great grandmother's name on both sides.  Hugs and kisses.  Us.  (Evie and Bruce)





(Transcribed by Dick Borner, 7/22/93 18 years later.  Alice and I are leaving on 7/24 to go to Switzerland to continue this quest, though not with the luxury of having Dad along to translate.  More later....)





Footnotes:





1. Notice the date - the 5th, not the 6th of September, contrary to what has been celebrated.  (Poppy was 87 years old when he found out that his birthday was really one day earlier.)





2. You find out that the date of departure (for the U.S.) was September, 1899, only 5-6 months later.





