
 GRAND–
MOTHER



© Caroline Nikoline Gundersen Enge
2013

Assignment: A photoessay in three parts. You will document in photos 3 different people. Each of these people will be 
documented separately. Shoot them over time, in different situations. 

Who are they? What do they do? How do they live? What do they like, what are their interests, dreams, loves, hates?
—decide on your own themes and questions, and decide for yourselves how to tell each of these 3 stories. 

You will probably need to make 20 or 30 photos for each (so, 3 x 20/30 pictures—60 – 90 images in total). The result is 
a book/essay including all three sections. At the end of the book/essay, write a short piece (250 – 500 words) about the 

experience of doing this project, and about the pictures you’ve chosen to include.
The project must be in a digital “book” form (pdf, issuu, etc) but can be printed as well if you wish.



”Nowadays it’s impossible to recruit younger members. We were urged to start our own branch of the assiociation ( Norwegian Women’s Public Health Association, NKS) in 1972, called ’Kløver-
blomsten’. We are still active, and  arrange lotteries and such to collect money for charity. But we are not as many as before, of the 2000 local members only a few hundred are left. Noone has the time 
anymore. But we still enjoy it, visiting nursing homes, going on cabin trips, and hold monthly meetings.”
es+

”We had five cows, 
a couple of calves, some 
pigs, a horse, hens of 
course.. All the children 
helped with the work at 
home. I remember my 
older sister Ragnhild and 
I had these pretty, little 
aprons with pockets in 
them. One day she came 
running to feed the chic-
kens, her apron pockets 
filled with worms she had 
collected for them.”

ASTRID ENGE



”I first saw him in the shop where I worked. After a while we 
went to the city with two other friends, and after that time, I 
guess we were together. 
And so it was that we were to get married, and I moved to the 
farm Enge. But in the fall, mind you, after the harvest was done.”
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”Sometimes I ’cheat’ using sauce mixes and such, but I do spend a lot of time 
cooking. Every day. When the grandchildren comes over, they usually want 
porridge or meat balls, so then I make that in addition. And I bake bread some-
times, seven sorts of cookies for Christmas, of course. 
I never drink coffe without homemade bakery on the side. We must have food! 
That is my mantra, you know. Because we all need to eat to live.”



”I never thought I would have as many as four children. 
At least not in such fast order. It’s quiet in the big house 
now that everyone have moved out. 
But since Olav inherited the farm, and a only a few hun-
dred meters away, the grandchildren come here almost 
every day.”

”I always used to say: Up on the hill is where my 
house will be when I retire. But it never happened. 
Now my son and his family built their house there. 
But I’m quite happy with things the way they are. 
When I was young, my husband’s parents were
living in the same house as us. I wouldn’t want to 
do that again, we are just too different.”



”Have you ever been to a sawmill? I usually ask. 
That is the only way to describe the sound. Or sometimes 
it’s more like very strong wind. But it’s constantly there.
The loud pitched tone came around 1986, and since then 
my hearing have only gone worse. I have tried all kinds of 
different hearing aids. I often have a hard time following 
conversations and it is annoying always having to ask 
again. But many tinnitus sufferers can’t sleep because of 
it. I’m not that bothered by it, fortunately.”

”Nowadays it’s impossible to recruit younger members. We were urged to start our own branch of the assiociation (Norwegian Women's Public Health 
Association, NKS) in 1971, called ’Kløverblomsten’. We still arrange lotteries and such to collect money for charity. But we are not as active as before. 
Of the 2000 local members only a few hundred are left. Noone has the time anymore. But we still enjoy it, holding monthly meetings, visiting nursing 
homes and engaging in the local community.”



”I miss my sisters a lot. Aud was the youngest, and already as a little girl, she was determined 
to go to sea. My brother teased her, saying that she would have to peel potatoes all the way. 
Then pass me the potato peeler!, she replied. And so she went, but she didn’t peel potatoes. 
She became a ’Gnist’, which is what they called telegraph operators, and travelled for years. 
When she was 27, she died in a boat fire in England. 
Then, this summer, I got a phone call from Oslo. It was a man, saying he used to work for the 
same ship company as Aud. He wanted to return something that belonged to her. A living 
thing. Then he shows up with this enormous plant. A ’snake plant’ that she asked him to take 
care of until she came back. He took care of it for 22 years. But she never came back.”

”My aunt Rutt taught me how to knit. I was sick 
with diphteria the whole winter, when I was eight 
or nine. They put up a sign on the door that no 
one could visit, because of the contaigon. So to 
have something to do, I started knitting – a scarf of 
course. It was twisted and uneven, but I kept trying. 
The first proper garment I made was a jacket for my 
husband, and since then I have knitted for every one 
in the family. I still think it’s a lot of fun. Now I am 
making socks for my granddaughter, Charlotte.”



”I get so dizzy in big places with a lot of traffic and people. Sure, I like meeting 
people and getting out, but travelling abroad? I have never been to the 
airport, even! I sometimes wonder how it would be living somewhere else, 
only having myself to worry about… But that would be a bit sad, too. 
This is where I like being, and Enge is where I belong. ”



LIV TALLERUD

”He bought these Christmas baubles 
the first year we were married. And the 
children made the silver bells in school. 
It’s been a long time, and not all the 
decorations have survived cats and 
children, but I think it’s nice that I’ve 
always had these ones on the tree.”



”I have three sisters, 
and we all have several 
children. So the family 
has always been 
close, and we took 
turns hosting celebra-
tions like midsummer 
and new years eve 
every year. When you 
have good contact with 
your family, 
you’re never alone.”



”Guttorm and I both worked at the textile manufactury, and we had known each other for a while. He took this photo on a cabin trip we went on, 
I must have been around 20. It would have been our 50th wedding anniversary this summer.”

”It’s been sixteen years since I had the stroke. 
At first I couldn’t talk, I couldn’t move my left side, or feel my 
leg and arm. My husband was so panicked he had no clue what 
he was doing, but luckily my daughter was there, and she called 
an ambulance. I spent half a year in rehabilitiation, and things 
started to come back to me, little by litte. But of course 
it changed mye life. Our life.”



”We bought the house before 
we got married, and spent the 
summer redecorating it. 
My husband learned masonry 
when he was working in Oslo, 
and built a fireplace both 
inside and outside. 
He loved working in the gar-
den, and every summer we had 
so many flowers, we always had 
some to give away to neighbors 
and friends. 
We lived at Bakketun from our 
wedding night until he died 
from cancer five years ago.”



”I like flicking through magazines, although I can’t read too much at the time. 
And I’m not knitting anymore. But I like sports. Football in the summer, and 
right now I follow the skiing events. Biathlon, for example, is very exciting to 
watch.”



”I needed a lot of help with practical things, but I lived alone for about a year.
Although I felt a bit uneasy, especially after the house across the road was 
robbed. When my son asked if I wanted to move into the apartment in their 
basement, I accepted immediately.”



”One of the worst things was that I couldn’t drive a car 
anymore. When Guttorm was alive we still went on trips, 
holidays, shopping, everything. Five months ago I fell 
while I was at home, and now I need a nurse here to help 
me change stockings.I am training to walk yet again. But 
hopefully I can put the wheelchair away soon. I am loo-
king forward to the summer when I can go outside.”



ASTRID GUNDERSEN



”I created this lamp from a bottle which was the exaact same as 
one I saw in a an antique magazine. Everything in moderation, 
but I like old things. And old cats and old men.”











Unfortunately, I haven’t had the time to complete the 
book like I wanted to. Some photos are even unedi-
ted, text is missing, and the design is a mess. But you 
get an idea of my idea. I hope. Caroline



”Oh, not now, my hair is a mess!” 
Three times I asked, and three times I got the same reply. Although the three women were 

reluctant at first, they all gave in. I think it was the card I pulled out of my sleeve combined with 
some heavy blinking of the eyes that made them unable to refuse. Because what grandmother 

will say no to her oldest granddaughter? Not mine, anyways.

Astrid, Astrid and Liv. 
All born in 1938. Together they can share stories from 225 years of experience. 

Of hard work, fun trips, heavy tears and countless smiles. 
For 3 portraits, I needed 3 different people with something in common. 

The choices they made and the paths their lives took, made them three very different women. 
But in a way they are the same. 

They are grandmothers.

Astrid and Astrid are my mum’s and dad’s mothers. (Wouldn’t it have been fun if I was named Astrid, too? Everyone thought so when I was born, except my 
mum.) Anyway, they have always been there, and I feel that I know them pretty well. Having said that, I realize I only know them as grandmothers. They 
must have done something else than baking cakes, knitting mittens, and worrying about the hungry, small birds in the winter cold before I knew them. 

Then a third grandmother came into my life when I was about seven. Liv is my stepdad’s mother. Even if I didn’t feel like I needed another one, she is now 
the grandmother who lives in my family’s basement and calls us down for coffee every time I’m visiting. It is quite nice having 3 of them, I must say.

So this Christmas I got to know them a little bit before they were grandmothers, and I got to catch up with them as they are now. I’m not visiting home very 
often, so spending a whole day with each one was a pleasant holiday break on its own. Because my grandmothers are more than cake-baking, sock-knitting, 

worrisome old ladies.And by the way, the Norwegian word Bestemor would be translated, not into a grand mother, but the best mother. 
So thank you all so much for the help, the patience and the care. Thanks for all the coffee, cookies and wonderful poses. 

And stop worrying, your hair looks fine!


