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Gottlieb Guntern 

RASPBERRY-HULDA 

 

Comprehensive description 

 

Satire is protest couched in wit. 

Kenneth Tynan 

 

The novel depicts the lunar side of human beings: beneath the veil of rational pretensions, irrational 

forces prevail. In a setting worthy of Breughel we encounter power struggles, intrigues, Christian 

hypocrisy, pagan hedonism, alcoholism, greed, lust, naivety, true love, creativity and courage.  

 

The basic question posed and answered by the novel is: what happens in any closely-knit community 

when two social outcasts come up with a creative idea and a technological invention that radically 

change time-honored methods of childrearing? In other words, what happens when excellence in 

performance and musty mediocrity meet head-on? 

 

Place 

Lismerwil, a small town in central Switzerland. The inhabitants are Roman Catholics. Lismerwil is a 

metaphor for human entanglements (lismä = idiomatic Swiss expression for ‘knitting’). 

 

Time 

Second half of the 20th century. 

 

Gist of the story 

Raspberry-Hulda is an unwed mother of seven children, each fathered by a different suitor. 

Unencumbered by moral fetters, the buxom and warm-hearted redhead makes a living by secretly 

granting inhibited men the lustful experiences their wives and girlfriends are neither able nor willing to 

offer. 

 

Hulda’s children, especially the youngest ones, are bursting with energy and always on the move. 

Hulda has to run after them all day long to keep them out of harm’s way. One evening, completely 

exhausted, while staring out of the window and rubbing her aching calves, a question of 

philosophical implications emerges in her mind. What would daily life be like if children didn’t have 

legs and mothers wouldn't have to continuously run after them? Obviously, she would not be 

exhausted every evening and her calves would not hurt so. 
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All of a sudden she thinks of Balthassar von Ballmoos, alias Crazy Balz. Being an outcast like herself 

and, moreover, a gifted inventor of quite extra-ordinary gadgets nobody wants to buy, he might 

come up with a solution to her problem.  

 

Crazy Balz is pleasantly surprised when Raspberry-Hulda presents him her mind-boggling question. 

Highly inspired and motivated by both the woman and the problem, he immediately sets out to 

tackle the task. As time goes by, it dawns on him that in locomotion there is a crucial interplay 

between feet and ground. Mobile legs interacting with an immobile floor permit crawling, walking 

and running. Thus, in principle, there might be two solutions to Hulda’s problem: either you immobilize 

the children’s legs, or you mobilize the floor. After a lot of deliberation and u-turns in dead-end alleys 

Crazy Balz gleans two radical alternatives: you do away with either the children’s legs or the solid 

ground. 

 

 

Crazy Balz is a kind and peaceful fellow. To hurt the children’s legs is out of the question. But he 

seriously considers the pros and cons of eliminating the solid ground beneath their feet. With a mega-

cocktail of highly concentrated sulfuric acid, nitric acid and hydrochloric acid he might liquefy the 

solid floor within the house and the ground outdoors. The little legs would then no longer be able to 

use those platforms for getting about. So far, so good. But such a monstrous cocktail might, like a 

giant ferret, gnaw its way through the crust of the earth and right into the magma of our planet. 

Volcanic eruptions and hot lava would turn Lismerwil into an apocalyptic landscape. He doesn't like 

this prospect at all. 

 

So, what else?  

 

Once more Crazy Balz racks his brain, resorting to the principle of relativity (discovered, by the way, in 

1905 in Bern by a third class and poorly paid employee of the Swiss Federal Patent Office whose 

name was Albert EINSTEIN). After a lot of trial and error Crazy Balz eventually comes up with the 

solution: a helium-filled balloon (used by the Swiss Army to gather meteorological data during World 

War II), a leather harness and an anchoring rope to guarantee the safety of the sky-farers will do the 

trick. The contraption will lift children up into the air, where they can happily float about.  

 

This new way of babysitting and childrearing soon revolutionizes not only Lismerwil but the whole 

planet with unforeseeable demographic, economic, political, religious, and socio-cultural 

consequences.  

 

Raspberry-Hulda, totally confident in Crazy Balz and his invention, pioneers the new way of 

babysitting by letting Lilly, her youngest, lift up into the air. Held by the balloon and the cord fixed to 

the ground, the one-year old floats over the wall of the nearby convent, hovering gently above a 
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rosebush in full bloom. Sister Sultan, from the Order of Glowing Admirers of the Sweet Heart of Jesus, 

sees the celestial phenomenon. The young and rather impressionable nun enters a state of exaltation 

convinced that, by the grace of God, she is offered a heavenly manifestation: the Baby Jesus 

himself! Overwhelmed the nun faints, and in her fall, cracks her nasal bone.  

 

In the convent all hell breaks loose. Hysterical scenes and vain attempts at rational explanations of 

Sister Sultan’s rosebush apparition dance a tumultuous tango. The abbess, a wise woman, consults 

the convent council consisting of four nuns, two of whom are senile. Getting no help or illumination 

from them, the abbess decides to do what shrewd tacticians tend to do: she delegates the 

mysterious phenomenon and its yet-to-be-worked-out explanation to a higher authority.  

 

His Excellency, Bishop Alfred Vetterli, a fat, pot-bellied man with a huge lust for power, is faced with 

the delicate task of deciding whether Sister Sultan’s heavenly apparition is a miracle or only the 

figment of an imagination gone wild. No easy task. Though not very bright, the Bishop is endowed 

with good instincts which now tell him that Sister Sultan’s broken nose and her subsequently 

obstructed nasal airways might open up new career opportunities in Rome able to catapult him into 

the wonderful position of Cardinal! Due to a series of greedy financial transactions involving the 

mafia, the financial situation of the Vatican is in bad shape. The Pope just might like the idea of a 

new pilgrimage destination: the convent of Lismerwil, where (as in Fatima or Lourdes) huge profits 

may be generated by gullible pilgrims. Bishop Vetterli, immediately overwhelmed by a surge of 

tremendous mental forces that lead him to confuse the purely possible with the probable and even 

with total certainty, begins to scheme on how to make the best out of the unexpected windfall in 

Lismerwil. 

 

Meanwhile Crazy Balz’s spectacular invention turns sleepy Lismerwil into a buzzing gold-digger town. 

In no time the sky is crowded with balloons and happy kids. Every day it looks as if hundreds of little 

moons rise over the rooftops. Journalists from international mass media overrun the town to report on 

the radical revolution in the hitherto rather traditional concepts and methods of childrearing. In their 

wake tourists mass onto the steamer that crosses the lake to Lismerwil, turning it into a veritable 

boomtown.  

 

A cherub suspended from a balloon becomes the mascot and official trademark decorating tons of 

souvenirs. Mass media praise the enchanting sight of kids floating in the sky over Lismerwil. In his 

famous TV-show in California Johnny Carson asks a clamoring public: “Did’ya know that right now 

they are hangin’ kids in Lismawheel?” The METI in Japan sends a delegation of Shinto priests to study 

the local Kami of Lismerwil. Talk-shows on CBS, BBC and other TV networks have psychoanalysts, 

cultural anthropologists, physicians, politicians, bishops and other authorities discuss the radical break 

of traditions in the realm of childrearing. Conservative and future-oriented minds clash and emotions 

run high. 
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In Lismerwil, parents discover new sources of income. On the balloons and ropes harnessed to their 

kids, they sell advertising space for famous brands. One day their offspring float for Pepsodent, the 

next for Coca-Cola, the following for BP and so on and so forth. The wealthier parents force Crazy 

Balz to come up with more sophisticated and flashy harnesses and balloons so as to distinguish their 

progeny from the lower-class kids. And so the inventor’s business keeps expanding rapidly. 

 

While most people, especially mothers, cheer the proverbial silver lining on the horizon, some groups 

with vested interests are soon threatened by dark clouds looming over their own sky.  

 

The new fashion of childrearing produces social consequences nobody could have predicted. Kids 

shrieking in sheer delight during their daily float in fresh air under sunny skies develop a vigorous 

immune system able to ward off all viruses, bacteria and parasites. Pediatricians, general 

practitioners and pharmacists lament the sharp drop in the sale of drugs and expensive preventive 

medicines and treatments. As for the mothers, relieved and happy to see their children happy, they 

become healthier, too. With lots of leisure time to meet in tea rooms, lie around the municipal 

swimming pool admiring the taut muscles and golden sun tan of young life-guards, they no longer 

need the help of doctors, psychologists and pharmacists. In short, the town’s health care business 

takes a nosedive. 

 

As mothers no longer get depressive, their headaches, sleep disorders and premenstrual syndromes 

disappear; varicose veins heal and chronic frigidity is replaced by a vigorous lust for extra-marital 

adventures. Their husbands, who come home tired after a day’s work, are overwhelmed by marital 

demands they cannot satisfy.  

 

The radical change in social customs prompts the protest of traditional-minded citizens and the deep 

concerns of the parish priest, the bishop and his four advisors. Ecclesiastic misgivings are soon 

heightened by a deplorable accident. One day, little Gottfried’s mother, a notorious alcoholic, 

forgets to tie her son’s balloon-rope to the water hydrant properly. The rope uncoils and little 

Gottfried vanishes into the atmosphere. A flotilla of helicopters sets out to find him, but in vain. 

Immediately headlines evoke “The Ascension of Little Gottfried” and “The Assumption of Little 

Gottfried.”  

 

The poor bishop is in a quandary. Hitherto the Ascension of Christ and the Assumption of the Virgin 

Mary have been the exclusive privilege and spiritual realm of the Roman Catholic Church. Now the 

mass media are threatening to break that monopoly! Endless sessions between His Excellency, the 

four canons, and the political and theological advisors yield little more than absurd debates on 

scholastic issues such as the anatomic seat of the human soul or the relationship between heaven, 

hell and the thermosphere into which little Gottfried has possibly disappeared. 
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The feisty Bishop enters a period of deep crisis. His preferred hobby is in jeopardy, namely sitting in his 

huge bathtub, crowned with a violet, plastic miter, cocking his crossbow and shooting mothballs to 

sink little paper ships he has named after his ecclesiastic opponents. Now unable to concentrate and 

get rid of his frustrations by indulging in his daily sea battle – and suffering from a sharp heartburn to 

boot – His corpulent Excellency falls into a state of sheer despair. His attempts to forge a “Holy 

Alliance against the Ungodly Balloon Floating” fail miserably. So does the town council’s attempt to 

eliminate Raspberry-Hulda and Crazy Balz by means of a psychiatric expertise and their subsequent 

life-long custody in a loony bin. And so do fail the secular and ecclesiastic power gamblers who are 

utterly defeated when their official prohibition of Balloon Babysitting is met with a rebellion of all the 

mothers of Lismerwil who, in a concerted action, buy all the sickles available in town and threaten to 

cut the ropes of their kids’ balloons should there be a police intervention. 

 

To end a turbulent story full of absurd events, sardonic humour and hilarious laughter, there are a few 

lovely surprises in store. To name but two: Raspberry-Hulda and Crazy Balz, the latter by now a 

wealthy entrepreneur, become lovers and get married in a luxurious stretch limousine Balz has 

bought for his new wife and her seven children, all of whom he dearly loves. And in a night of 

nostalgic enchantment provoked by the soft light of a full moon, the two young nuns, Sister Sultan, 

whose fractured nose has healed by now, and Sister Odaliske, share the bed in the latter’s cell while 

playing a time-honoured Swiss game called ‘pinching.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

Gottlieb GUNTERN 

 

Born in 1939 in a tiny hamlet in the Southern Swiss Alps. 

 

Studied medicine and psychiatry in Switzerland, Paris and the USA. Left that realm after twenty years 

of successful professional activities — ten of them in the role of Medical Director of an in-patient/out-

patient treatment facility. 

  

Entered creativity research; The Spirit of Creativity — the results of 25 years of creativity research —

published in 2010 by UPA, University Press of America.  
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Together with his wife, visual artist Greta Guntern-Gallati, he founded, in 1979, the International 

CREANDO Foundation for Creativity and Leadership that organized some 20 international symposia 

on those topics. For 15 years he worked as a special advisor for boards and the top management of 

multinational corporations eager to develop creative leadership.  

 

Author of twenty topic books on eco-anthropology, systems therapy, creativity & leadership, some of 

them translated into Italian, Dutch, French, Chinese and English.  

 

Author of two novels: 

• HIMBEER-HULDA  

• SCHNURRGEIGE 

 

Cantautore having produced three CDs:  

• SUN TRAIL 

• SILK ROAD 

• WALLISER BALLADEN 1 


