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Subject: Kaffisetrid Cafe, 
Laugavegi 103
Dear Sir
My wife and I have just returned 
from a week’s holiday in Reykja-
vik, and I would like to say how 
much we enjoyed our evening meals 
at the above cafe/pub/restaurant. 
The food (Asian and Icelandic) is 
substantial, tasty, and reasonably 
priced (unlike one or two other 
places we visited near the town cen-
tre). People in this cafe were mainly 
locals, presumably due to the 
distance from the centre of town. 
If you print this letter, I hope other 
tourists will give this establishment 
a try - it deserves it!
Michael Davidson
Southport
England

Damn, you Englishmen are polite. 
Assuming you are English. Hmm…

Hi there Bart & the gang!
As a Scotsman in London with 
a lovely Icelandic fiancé, I’m a 
regular visitor to Iceland and your 
newspaper & website is more than 
a valuable resource, especially when 
it comes to a non-Icelandic view on 
news & culture.

In particular, your editorial on 
18/04/06 (Silvía Nótt Officially 
Jumps the Shark) made me smile 
a lot. At last, I thought. Someone 
who actually agrees with me on 
this!

Like Iceland, the UK has had 
“fake” media characters before, 
such as Ali G, who would often be 
controversial and generally take the 
piss at the establishment’s expense. 
Indeed, watching Silvia Nótt’s pro-
grammes and her performance at 
the Eurovision nominations concert 
in Iceland a couple of months ago, 
I’ve found her to be pretty funny 
at times, although a little on the 
same-y side.

However, that was until I saw the 
Kastljós programmes in the week 
running up to the actual Eurovi-
sion finals. God, I’ve seen some 
crap things on TV before, but it’s 
been a while since I’ve cringed so 
much at the TV from Silvia Nótt’s 
“comic” exploits in Greece. My fi-
ancé and her friends stated that she 
was simply being in character and it 
made funny viewing. I disagreed as 
I do believe that the main aspect of 
a comic character is that they need 
to be FUNNY, which Silvia Nótt is 
no longer I’m afraid. 

If you look at similar films/pro-
grammes such as “This is Spinal 
Tap”, although the audience was 
real, the rest of people involved 
(technicians, reporters, etc) were 
in on the joke. However in Greece, 
treating technicians & people who 
have probably worked 12 hours 
straight like scum at the bottom 
of your shoe and then laughing at 
them for not being in on the joke is 
not funny. And often when people 
not in on the joke are taken the 
piss out of in these situations, it’s 
often to expose their hypocrisies or 
prejudices. So far, I’m still getting 
my head around what was actu-
ally gained from generally treating 
people as crap.

But, you may argue, the whole 
point is that we are laughing at her 
and not with her. Fair enough, but 

often what makes a comic monster 
funny (If you’ve ever seen The 
Office or Alan Partridge in the 
UK) is that even though we laugh 
at them, we do feel some sympathy 
for them and their disasters. So far 
I’m not really feeling any pangs of 
sympathy coming form a third rate 
character such as poor old Sylvia.

I do believe that Ágústa Eva 
Erlendsdóttir, who played Silvia 
Nótt, did do a good job in keeping 
in character and I’m sure that given 
the right material she can go on 
to do bigger & better things. But 
perhaps it’s now time that she be 
put out of her misery, perhaps in 
some bizarre hairspray combustion 
explosion or something. Let’s hope 
that something or someone funny 
comes in her place soon.

All the best and keep up the good 
work!!

Regards

Bob Cluness
21a Birkbeck Hill,
London,
bobcluness@hotmail.com

Okay, listen Mr. Cluness, with 
your astute observations and your 
comprehension of the goals of humour, 
I disagree with the opinion piece, 
and I find treating people like crap 
to be profoundly amusing. Maybe it’s 
not funny to treat Greek people like 
crap, but Greek people working on 
Eurovision, the single greatest assault 
to taste, culture and art in the history 
of man, yes, that is both amusing and 
justified. Sylvia Nótt was just Ali G 
before Eurovision, but when you go 
in front of millions and do what she 
did—rip apart everything that a cor-
rupted, white trash institution, stands 
for-- then you deserve respect.

By the way, weren’t those employ-
ees at Eurovision volunteers? As I 
sat, watching five minutes and dry 
heaving through some buxom blonde’s 
bullshit disco tune, I swear the hosts 
made us clap for the morose teenag-
ers shuffling about the stage pointing 
out that they were volunteers. I just 
can’t think of anything worse than 
Eurovision, it’s like Disneyworld 
without the stench of profitability and 
self loathing. 

Subject: Silvia Night
What a fucking bitch you have in 
your country. How could you select 
her to represent Iceland in ESC? 
She has made a fool of your whole 
country. You should be ashamed! 
This woman has lots of problems, 
maybe she is sicker than we under-
stand. Otherwise you should send 
her to Hamburg in Repherbahn. 
There she fits in very well in the 
windows between the other hook-
ers. Fuck you Silvia Nótt. Regards 
Carola.

You see, that’s a Eurovision fan. You 
see that Mr. Cluness? Eh? Eh? Fuck-
ing Eurovision.  

In our last issue, we ran two letters 
criticising columnist Þórdís Elva Þor-
valdsdóttir Bachmann’s article Turn-
ing Tricks for Movie Tix. I warned 
the writers that she would respond in 
turn. Below are the letters, again, and 
the wrath of Þórdís. 

I’m glad Ms. Þórdís is OK with 

prostitution. Living in a country 
like Iceland - with a low incidence 
of poverty and a relatively inex-
pensive drug treatment system 
- it’s no surprise that her notions of 
prostitution are her cherry-picked 
examples of people who gleefully 
sell themselves for movie tickets 
or airplane f lights. Þórdís should 
maybe take a trip to west Philadel-
phia, or New Delhi, or East Los 
Angeles…My only hope is that 
Ms. Þórdís learns the difference 
between starting a discussion on a 
topic with an intelligent argument 
and just plain demonstrating her 
ignorance of reality outside of our 
tiny island. Sóley Jónsdóttir

RE: Column By Thórdís
So you and your boyfriend didn’t 
know about these traditional mas-
sage places that lined your street in 
Berlin…Every guy[except yours] 
knows what goes on in them. The 
other day I was going to one, I 
patted my dog good-bye, told him 
where I was going, and he barked 
out to me, “ruff ruff ”.  Which 
meant wear a rubber…. Harry, 
Detroit

Dear Ms. Sóley Jónsdóttir 
First of all, thank you for your reply 
to my column. However, I don’t quite 
understand your letter, which reads 
to me as an angry answer to some 
sort of misunderstood notion of yours 
that I am “OK with prostitution”, as 
you wrote. In my article, I never once 
passed judgement on prostitution, 
least of all a positive one. In fact, I 
said that I felt “ dirty” after getting off 
a plane that was arranged by a girl 
who was willing to give a blowjob 
in exchange. To answer your letter in 
spite of the fact that I think you’re on 
the wrong track, here are my points: 
You accused me of “perpetuating the 
old stereotype of Thai women being 
sex workers” by telling a story of when 
my boyfriend and I decided to try a 
‘traditional Thai massage.’ However, 
I never said the ‘masseuses’ were Thai. 
In my experience, most of the tradi-
tional Asian cuisine or services I buy 
these days is sold to me by Caucasians. 
As a result, your jump to the conclu-
sion that the ‘masseuses’ were Thai 
says more about your stereotypical 
views on Thai women than mine. 
You seem convinced that there’s only 
one correct notion of prostitution, 
suggesting I travel to New Delhi, Los 
Angeles or Philadelphia to witness 
drug-addicted, poor, ignorant women 
forced to sell access to their bodies. 
Until recently, I agreed with your 
views on prostitution. It was distant, 
somewhere far away in gigantic cities 
of the world, ridden with dope, AIDS 
and ignorance, just like you described. 
Certainly it was nowhere near me in 
my sheltered little Iceland. Since then, 
I’ve stepped into reality. Prostitution 
is here, for sure. Yes, it’s very different 
from the life of the New Delhi crack 
whore, but it’s still sex in exchange for 
something else. The way I see it, the 
only difference between you and me is 
that I’ve widened my perspective. 
Keep reading and writing. 
Þórdís Elva Þorvaldsdóttir Bach-
mann 

Dear Harry from Detroit, 
I would very much like to meet your 
dog. 
Þórdís Elva Þorvaldsdóttir Bach-
mann

SOUR GRAPES
Complaints, criticism, suggestions, praise, money, anything at all: Contact letters@grapevine.is or send 
your mail to: The Reykjavík Grapevine, Faxagata 2, Faxaskála við Faxaport, 101 Reykjavík.

For more than a decade the Progressive Party and 
the Independence Party have been the leading 
proponents of Iceland’s decision to support the 
war in Iraq, despite an overwhelming majority of 
the nation being opposed to it. They have sacri-
ficed our nature at the expense of heavy industry. 
They have made a point of privatizing every 
government institution, they have neglected the 
elderly, they have run the economic system to the 
point where inflation is reaching double digits. 
 In the recent mayoral elections, the people 
of Reykjavík decided that this would be the ideal 
majority to run the city council as well. Seeing 

how they did such a good job on the national level 
and all. 
 At least the Independence Party can claim 
some sort of ideology behind their policies, being 
a right wing party, whereas The Progressive Party 
have never had ideology, other than to stay in 
power. I truly believe that if evil resides in Iceland, 
it votes Progressive. 
 The Progressives have always campaigned 
heavily on what they believe to be popular issues, 
making wild promises that attract people with 
no grasp of political discourse. I guess if you run 
a campaign on the premise that a tenth of the 

population is more or less mindless and tailor your 
campaign to impress the mindless herd, you are 
likely to receive a good proportion of their votes. 
 If you convince them that you are cool for ex-
ample, so cool that you drive around in a Hummer 
H2, so cool that you party at Pravda, you know, 
hnakki cool, that is all it takes. Never mind the 
issues, or the lack thereof. 
 So, congratulations, Reykjavík, you have been 
duped. 

Congratulations, Reykjavík!

EDITORIALS

Bart Cameron, Editor

Welcome to Iceland. You are visiting the 
home of the oldest parliament in the world, of 
some of the oldest and most revered writing 
in Europe, and country of pronounced natural 
beauty. The tradition of democracy is so strong 
here, that we dedicate a good deal of our 
time in this tourism and lifestyle magazine 
to political issues and political coverage. For 
visitors from America and much of Europe, 
we can point out that Iceland has one of the 
highest rates of voter turn-outs for any Western 
country, and we can therefore claim that 
democracy is still going strong here.
 Wait. Hold it. We can’t.
 You see, this election, the one that took 
place f ive days before we went to print, had one 
of the lowest voter turn-outs on record. Only 
77% of registered voters showed up to vote 
in an election that will decide, among other 
things, whether the Landsvirkjun power works 
will be privatized, thus allowing a great deal 
more heavy industry to come into Iceland, as, 
until now, the City of Reykjavík ’s ownership 
of Landsvirkjun has been able to have some 
moderating effect.
 Let’s see, come to think of it, those key 
points we see as attractions for Iceland were 
just undone, at least the democracy and the 
nature—the sagas are still safe.
 What is most fascinating about the recent 
elections, to me, were the actions of one 
man, Björn Ingi Hrafnsson. Possessed of an 
engaging smile and the intangible qualities 
that make up charisma, Hrafnsson dominated 
this year’s elections… as the least popular 
candidate. And in the end, his unpopular ideas 
got him elected and got him a great deal of 
power. How is this possible? 
 First off, he had funding. A lot of it. How 
much, I have absolutely no idea and will never 
f ind out, as Iceland has no laws about showing 
the books of political parties. Osama Bin 
Laden, or Alcoa, could have personally handed 

Hrafnsson a few million kronur, and nobody 
in Iceland would be the wiser. But judging by 
the number of times I saw Hrafnsson smiling 
on TV in vaguely charming commercials with 
the following message: He doesn’t know how 
to play golf, but he does know how to play 
politics, in which Hrafnsson looked like the 
Bachelorette competitor that you were really 
pulling for, I would say Hrafnsson had a hefty 
chunk of change.
 But money along wouldn’t have been 
enough. Hrafnsson had a nation of followers, 
of reactionary thinkers, just as George W. Bush 
has had the last few years. As Hrafnsson quite 
correctly pointed out at his Election Day party, 
he “led the discourse during the campaign.” A 
remarkable feat, considering how low the level 
of intelligence was in the discourse: the man 
actually recommended, in a series of ads, that 
the city of Reykjavík should move its airport 
to a protected wildlife area… belonging to 
another town. And this was the best of his 
ideas.
 Throughout the election, Hrafnsson, who 
initially stepped into the Icelandic spotlight 
as a proponent of Iceland’s involvement in the 
Iraq War, continually led the charge, and his 
opponents stood by, blinking like cows in the 
midday sun. Yes, they could correct him, but he 
was the one setting the agenda, he was the one 
going somewhere. 
 The whole concept hints at the diff iculties 
of democracy, and, for me, it shows the role the 
media must play, and the damage that can be 
inf licted when the media fails to inform and 
question. By not stepping in and demanding 
clear talk about the future of Reykjavík, and 
Iceland, the media left the voting public 
uninformed. Many simply didn’t vote. Of those 
that did, few realized the ramifications of their 
choices.
 The political parties themselves are to 
blame, too. That the Social Democrats or 

Leftist Greens couldn’t lift their heads and 
make their own points is shameful and suggests 
that they will be out of off ice for a long time, 
despite having policies that likely match the 
views of the typical Icelander a great deal more 
than the parties in power.
 All of this reminds me of the American 
home of democracy, the original home, 
that is, Philadelphia. In the grand city of 
Philadelphia, there is a basketball team. And 
on this basketball team, there is a point guard. 
And this point guard is fantastic to watch. He 
f lails fantastically, he scores often, though he 
misses even more often, and he has cool hair 
and tattoos. And he is repeatedly awarded the 
honour of MVP or at least All-Star when it 
comes to voting. And because he is charismatic, 
the press treats him like a star. And, according 
to everything you read, he is the best in the 
business, one of the best basketball players to 
ever play.
 Except his team never wins.
 This is where the passive journalism in 
Iceland and America have taken countries with 
proud histories of democracy. With no hard 
numbers, with no actual knowledge, voters 
were forced to vote based on charisma. The 
parties forced us to do this. They told us, in 
our last issue, that there was no difference in 
campaign platforms, just methods, which they 
didn’t care to elaborate on. When you vote 
solely on charisma, and you report solely on 
charisma, things don’t always go so well.
 Björn Ingi Hrafnsson ran a campaign full 
of nothing but air balls and turnovers, and now 
he will be deciding the future of Reykjavík. 
And that’s not particularly comforting. 

The Allen Iverson Election

Sveinn Birkir Björnsson,
Co–editor

Soup of the day + 1/2 panini + koffee = 870 kr.

The luck is 
with you 

Espresso bar open every day 08.00-00.00 - Lækjatorg (main square) 

Lunch special!
From 11.00-14.00
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Þorsteinn J. is one of Iceland’s premier 
media people. For two years, this former 
host of Who Wants to be a Millionaire has 
been running an independent web-based 
TV-magazine called This Life, This Life. 
Governed by his desire to break the barriers 
and explore new ground, his short docs and 
portraits of people have caught the eye of 
the public for its originality and innovative 
narrative. 

/// How long have you been working in the 
media really? 
– Well, My mom was working for the 
state-owned broadcasting company (RUV) 
when I was young, and I remember taking 
the elevator up to her off ice on the f ifth 
f loor when I was 14 years old. I just felt as 
soon as I came in that this was something 
that I wanted to work with. There was just 
something that caught me. All those sounds 
coming from the studios, the smell… This 
miracle really, to be able to be in one place 
and talk, and it can be heard everywhere. 
Soon after that, I started to read from chil-
dren’s book on the radio before Christmas, 
and I have been doing this ever since, and I 
f ind it just as exciting now as I did then. 

/// What stands out during this time?
– I think what really stands apart is the 
digital revolution of the media a few years 
ago. When we f irst started to work with 
computers to edit material. The media is 
very traditional and conservative; every-
thing has always been done before. That is 
just the way it is, you do an interview, or 
take a photo, but when you are able to move 
around more freely… That is really the con-
cept behind the web-based TV magazine, 
this mobilization. I don’t need to plug in 
anywhere. I don’t need any sort of institu-
tion, I just have my own permission to do 
what I want, and more literally as well. I 
don’t need to even plug into the electrical 
socket in the wall. All I need is the video 
camera, I take the material, record it, load it 
onto my laptop, edit it, and upload it to my 
website, without even having to plug into 
220 volts. This is the big revolution in my 
opinion. 
 The industry is just the same as it ever 
was. News should still be about the facts, 
what happened, where and when. Then you 
have the other more news related material 
and that gives you a lot more space to work 
with. It is possible to put a lot more into it, 
and to play around with the narrative. 

/// Is there some aspect of this that you like 
more than others?
– Yes… What I most like… How should I 
say this without it sounding too bad? Is this 
intimacy with people, and the curiosity you 
are allowed to have as a journalist. You have 
a reason to call people, or come by, and ask 
about things. You have reason to look into 
different worlds and see different situations. 
I’ve always said that is a privilege. You are 
always entitled to ask questions and follow 
upon that. 

/// You were the host of the Icelandic Who 
Wants to be a Millionaire, and you go 
from there to doing this type of stand-
alone journalism. These are pretty differ-
ent mediums.
– I guess. For me, Who Wants to be a Mil-
lionaire was just like doing a radio show 
I used to do on RUV called Songs for the 
Young, where the whole concept was that 
I received letters from young people who 
requested songs they wanted to hear. This 
was just a regular format show. When the 
offer came to do the show, I was a bit tired 
of taking myself so seriously all the time, to 
always be doing my own thing. I was ready 
to try to do something different. It was a 
good experience, those two years I did it, 

a nice change. But I have always been do-
ing my own things on the side, to varying 
degrees. 
 I have always thought affectingly of 
when I was younger and was writing poetry, 
I hand-wrote one hundred copies of my 
poetry book in three months, which was 

sort of a ridiculous idea, but it was a form I 
felt was f itting at the time, and no matter if 
I am doing radio or writing or now with the 
internet, I like to do it based on my ideas, 
because a lot of people just tell me that this 
is never going to work, this is doomed, and 
that is when I get excited to do it. You just 
assume from the beginning that not every-

one is going to get the idea, not everyone 
are going to think it is an exciting idea, but 
if you know yourself what is that idea that 
makes it exciting for you, then you are hav-
ing fun. 

/// How do you choose your subjects?
– It is so strange, I sometimes hear people 
complain that there is nothing happening. 
But, oh my god, there is so much happen-
ing. I only have to walk down Vesturgata 
to see at least three or four stories that are 
just ripe for the picking. It is all relative to 

criterion you use for the material. If you are 
always looking for the big f ire or the big 
political scandal, then there is probably not 
much happening. I’m more interested in my 
own surroundings, the people around me 
and what people are doing. I used to have a 
two-hour radio show on Bylgjan from noon 

until two in the afternoon. I did the show 
by going out each morning and f inding the 
material and the subject in that same day. 
I would never have any sort of plan before-
hand; I would just go out and f ind the mate-
rial. Of course, it was often a lot of pressure 
to f ind the material, but it always surprised 
me how much material there is around us. 

The standard for the material in This Life, 
This Life is really just nothing in particular. 
I don’t start by shaping the box, and then 
f ind the material to f it the box. I do it the 
other way around, I start by f inding the 
material, and then I shape the box. 

/// How do you experience the material 
yourself ? 
– How would you classify it? There often 
seems to a poetic undertone to what you are 
doing. 
 I am always very much aware that what 

I am presenting is just one perspective. This 
is never going to be a defining description 
of one man or one situation. This is always 
my perspective. When I am working on 
a story with someone, I try to do it very 
spontaneously and unorganized. I try not 
to direct the situation too much, but rather 
to work with the situation as it is. I don’t 
ask people to repeat, or to do a walk again 
in order to capture it better. I have been 
very inf luenced by my friend, the photog-
rapher Einar Falur Ingólfsson, and other 
photographers. I just work with the material 
that I am able to capture from spontaneous 
situations. I think that is just as plausible 
depiction as anything else. This is just my 
modus operandi. The material really decides 
the production. 

/// How do see the future of media? 
– I am always waiting for people to discover 
the Internet as a medium in its own condi-
tions. The Internet is not a printing medium 
and it is not just an archive to look for 
information. It is a picturesque medium that 
follows its own set of laws. I am waiting 
for people to stop trying to use it to always 
try to write text, and realize how it can be 
used with moving pictures. If I need to f ind 
information about China, I can do that, but 
it is not like I need info on China every-
day. People have to realize the enormous 
potential the Internet has as a medium in its 
own right. 

/// So, the revolution is just waiting to be 
discovered?
– Yes, exactly. 

You can access his This Life, This Life through 
www.thorsteinnj.is

“When the offer came to do (Who Wants to Be a Mil-
lionaire), I was a bit tired of taking myself so seriously 
all the time, to always be doing my own thing.”

The Revolution is Waiting to be Discovered
Interview with Þorsteinn J. Vilhjálmsson

by sveinn birkir björnsson   photo by gúndi

“If you are always looking for the big fire or the big 
political scandal, then there is probably not much hap-
pening.”

�



Love Valgerður – Not the Highlands
Minister of Industry and Com-
merce, Valgerður Sverrisdóttir 
has filed police complaint over 
protest signs used in a protest 
march organized by The Friends of 
Iceland on Election Day. The sign 
read: “Drown Valgerður – Not the 
Highlands”.
Sverrisdóttir has been a leading 
proponent of heavy industry in 
Iceland and is as such an obvious 
target for protestors.
 On her website, Sverrisdóttir 
explains that this obvious threat of 
violence directed at her personally 
as a public official, dutifully serving 
her country, is a public encourage-
ment to violent acts and the threat 
is intended to cause her self, her 
daughters and family to fear for 
their life, health and well-being. 
 Sverrisdóttir goes on to hold 
the parliament opposition party the 
Left-Green Movement responsible 
for the protest, saying: “I hope the 
Left-Greens are proud of these ac-
tions when they and their support-
ers encouraged that I be drowned.”
 On her website, Sverrisdót-
tir also reprimands the media for 
showing the signs on photos and 
on TV without mentioning it as an 
atrocity. 

Silvia Nótt Eliminated, Finns Win 
Eurovision by Default
Eurovision hopeful Silvía Night 
(the artist formerly known as Silvía 
Nótt) did not make it into the final 
rounds of the Eurovision Song 
Contest, though she apologised to 

eventual winner Lordi, as, having 
won without direct competition 
with Silvía, they knew they were 
losers. 
 Among the highlights of Silvía 
Night’s three-minute song, a lyric 
hoping that her song wasn’t “totally 
gay,” in a context suggesting the 
slang for of inferior quality, a brief 
goose-step dance, an interlude dur-
ing which the songstress stepped 
below a drain, pulled a cord to 
reveal yellow confetti, and shouted 
“oh no, a golden shower,” and a 
prolonged phone conversation with 
God.   
 She was met with thunderous 
boos, the worst response com-
mentators remember hearing in the 
50-year history of the competition.
 Ms. Night, interviewed after-
wards on RÚV, was seemingly in 
tears, saying that she intended to 
leave Europe and move to Los An-
geles to put out an album. She also 
cried out, repeatedly, for her daddy. 
 Silvía Night’s audience may 
have changed significantly during 
the week of the Eurovision com-
petition. The webmaster of the of-
ficial fan site, www.silvianott.com, 
announced that she had taken the 
site down. Text on the site stated 
that “stjörnustæla” (diva behaviour) 
had gone too far, and that the final 
straw was when Ms. Night failed 
to show for an autograph session at 
an Esso gas station where dozens 
of children were expecting her. 
The same site had earlier sup-
ported kiddie star Birgitta. At the 
same time, older fans found Night’s 
performance bizarre enough to keep 

Eurovision interesting, while grant-
ing that it might be nice if she took 
a vacation for a while.

Investigation Reveals Government-
Approved Wiretapping
According to a thorough investiga-
tion conducted by historian Guðni 
Th. Jóhannesson, there were many 
incidents of politically motivated 
government-sanctioned wiretaps 
made between 1949-1968. Al-
though evidence is inconclusive, 
several of the victims of these 
wiretaps insist that such monitoring 
continued well into the 1980s.  
 Among these victims were 
the leaders of socialist publica-
tion Þjóðviljinn, the now-defunct 
People’s Alliance Party and other 
leftist political and social move-
ments. Ragnar Arnalds, former 
minister and leader of the People’s 
Alliance and current chairman of 
anti-NATO organisation Heimssýn 
said that the wiretaps are nothing 
short of an insult to democracy, 
and hinted that a more conclusive 
investigation would reveal Guðni’s 
findings to be merely “the tip of the 
iceberg.”  
 Social Democratic party MP 
Björgvin G. Sigurðsson said that 
once the mayoral elections are 
complete, he will make a parlia-
mentary appeal that not only should 
the matter come under thorough 
investigation, but that a special 
commission be established to moni-
tor the considerable amounts of 
wiretapping done today by Icelandic 
police, much like the committees 
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established in Norway and Sweden 
to counter the incessant political 
intrigue taking place there during 
the Cold War.  
 While Björgvin seriously doubts 
that many government wiretaps 
have political motivations today, 
their main focus being drug-related 
criminal activity, he maintains that 
a repeat of Cold War-era paranoia 
and eavesdropping cannot be toler-
ated, and that while Iceland may 
have a comparatively stable political 
climate today, it would be wise to 
have a neutral investigative author-
ity in place, should a more volatile 
situation arise.

Danish Newspaper to Make Pre-
Emptive Strike on Dagsbrún
In response to the anticipated 
launching of Nyhedsavisen, a free 
door-to-door newspaper from 
Icelandic media company Dagsbrún 
that will be distributed in Den-
mark, the Danish media company 
JP/Politikens Hus - which distrib-
utes the papers Politiken, Jyllands-
Post and Extra – will be launching 
their own free door-to-door paper 
this fall.  
 “We decided that going aggres-
sive was the best way,” JyllandsPost 
managing director Torsten Rasmus-
sen told the Grapevine. “We believe 
there are going to be some struc-
tural changes in the Danish media, 
and that this is a dynamic new 
media strategy.”  
 Rasmussen considers the move a 
pre-emptive strike, to launch the as-
yet-to-be-named paper – of which 
he will be the director –  in time to 
compete with Nyhedsavisen.  
 “We want to go on the offensive 
but also defend our own position,” 
Rasmussen told us. “As Dagsbrún 
seems like it will be aggressive in 
the market.” 

Independence Party and Progres-
sive Alliance Takes City Hall
After preliminary talks with 
Liberal Party leadership, the 
Independence Party abruptly ended 
their discussion with that party 
at around noon on May 30th, and 
have instead formed a majority 
coalition with the Progressive Party. 
This will make Independence Party 
first seat councilman Vilhjálmur Þ. 
Vilhjálmsson mayor of Reykjavík, 
and Progressive Party councilman 
Björn Ingi Hrafnsson chief of city 
council. 
 The Independence Party 

managed to win seven of Reykjavík 
city council’s fifteen seats, needing 
only one more to form a majority 
coalition. While the Liberal Party 
was formed in 1998 by disgruntled 
members of the Independence 
Party, and the two share many 
similarities with each other, the 
Progressives and the Independence 
Party hold a majority coalition in 
the national parliament. 
 The city coalition could be 
seen as a gesture of appeasement 
and support to Hrafnsson’s 
former employer, Prime Minister 
Halldór Ásgrímsson, for whom he 
worked as an assistant. Hrafnsson 
remarked earlier this month that 
a Progressive Party loss of seats 
- and an Independence Party 
gain - in municipal elections 
around the country could hurt the 
parliamentary coalition. No other 
member of the Progressive Party 
concurred with Hrafnsson, with 
Ásgrímsson making a point to 
announce that the parliamentary 
coalition was in no danger.

Icelander Wins Palm D’Or 
Cinematographer Jakob 
Ingimundarson won a Palm D’Or 
award on Sunday, May 28th,  at 
the Cannes Film Festival for his 
work in the Norwegian short film 
“Sniffer”. 
 The film, which won in the 
category of Best Short Film, was 
directed by Norwegian Bobbie 
Peers; a first win at Cannes for 
Norway. Iceland last won a Palm 
D’Or when Björk Guðmundsdóttir 
was awarded one for her part in 
Lars von Trier’s Dancer in the 
Dark in 2000, and when Sigurjón 
Sighvatsson was awarded for 
producing David Lynch’s Wild at 
Heart in 1990.

Israeli Embassy Issues Apology
The Israeli embassy in Oslo, which 
serves as the embassy to both 
Norway and Iceland, has issued 
a statement expressing regret 
for the treatment that Iceland’s 
first lady received at the hands of 
security personnel in Ben Gurion 
airport. While expressing regret 
that the incident took place, the 
statement also mentions the fact 
that according to Israeli law all its 
citizens must carry their Israeli 
passports when in the country, and 
that the foreign ministry could 
not be of assistance in this matter 
because they were not informed of 

Dorrit Moussaieff ’s travels.  
 Moussaieff, wife of president 
Ólafur Ragnar Grímsson, was 
detained for more than two hours 
and had her identity called into 
question when she was attempting 
to leave Israel following a recent 
private visit.

Half of Icelandic Merchant Fleet 
Registered in the Caribbean
A staggering majority of the 
Icelandic merchant f leet is 
registered in foreign harbours, 
chief ly in remote Caribbean islands 
they never visit, most prominently 
Antigua & Barbuda and St. Vincent 
& The Grenadines.
 “There are...various fines and 
permit fees which we don’t have to 
pay if we register abroad,” said an 
anonymous Eimskip employee. As 
to why these specific nations were 
selected, there was no particular 
response, although a graphics 
expert the Grapevine consulted 
revealed sinister undertones.
 “...the strongest interpretation 
(of the Antiguan f lag) would be 
that it points to a willingness to 
‘overcome nature’, a sinister reversed 
pyramid with the sun rising over 
it all, an omen of dawn, a new 
civilisation, a better time.”
Whether or not this is any 
indication of Eimskip’s future 
strategies remains unknown.

Summer Cottage Burglars Caught
Police in Selfoss have apprehended 
the people responsible for 
breaking into a summer house 
in Grímsnes last weekend. The 
burglars apparently broke in and 
threw a party, but left behind 
a camera containing film that, 
when developed, made it possible 
for police to identify one of the 
suspects.
 “They were rather neat, and 
didn’t break much,” a Selfoss 
police officer said. “You got the 
impression they were looking for 
something specific, and it’s not 
known that they stole anything of 
value. Usually things get stolen...we 
had two other break-ins of a similar 
nature, and those cottages were 
wrecked.” 
 When asked if the photographs 
were considered important 
evidence, the officer said “hardly.” 
The Grapevine would like to open 
the bidding on the photographs at 
500 ISK.
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For bookings or information: 
Telephone: (+354) 562 1011 • main@re.is • www.re.is
Our Sales offices: Hotel Loftleiðir, Hotel Saga, Hotel Nordica and BSÍ Bus Terminal

15 MAY-15 JUNE

ISK 3.420
Regular price ISK 3.800

Special Offer

ISK 3.870
Regular price ISK 4.300

Includes: Bus fare and guidance. Lunch and refreshments 
not included. Note: Some walking is required on this 
excursion. Pick-up at hotels and guest- houses 
30 minutes before departure.

RE 10 ÞINGVELLIR NATIONAL PARK
Duration:  41/2 - 5 hours

Operation: English: All year - Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday 

at 12:30. For sale at Reykjavík Excursions tour desks only

WHALE WATCHING TOUR
Show this coupon at the Ticket Office located at 

the Reykjavík harbour (Ægisgarður) and receive a special

discount. Valid only for the 09:00 am departure. 

For sale at the Whale Watching Centre only. 

Special Offer

SPECIAL OFFER
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Sveinn Birkir Björnsson gives us Grapevine’s Government Guide

Grapevine’s City Council Guide
Who They Are and How They Vote 

The Leftist-Green Party (Vinstrihreyfingin-
Grænt Framboð)
Guiding principles: Far-left, pro-environmental, anti-NATO, feminist.
Party Chairperson: Steingrímur J. Sigfússon
Number of seats: 5
Registered members: about 2,000
Ministers: none
Strange but true: The Leftist-Green Party were least active in advertising 
among all parties in the recent elections. Yet, the party increased its support 
the most on a national level. 
Website: www.vg.is
E-mail: vg@vg.is
Phone: 552-8872
Address: Pósthólf 175, 121 Reykjavík

The Social Democratic Party 
(Samfylkingin)
Guiding principles: Left-centrist, social-democratic.
Party Chairperson: Ingibjörg Sólrún Gísladóttir
Number of seats: 20
Registered members: about 20,000
Ministers: none
Strange but true: The Social Democratic Party bought the most 
advertisement space in the recent mayoral elections according to the Icelandic 
media analysing company The Media Watch. They maintained their four 
representatives on City Council. 
Website: www.samfylking.is
E-mail: samfylking@samfylking.is
Phone: 4142200
Address: Hallveigarstíg 1 (2nd Floor), Box 160, 101 
Reykjavík

The Progressive Party 
(Framsóknarflokkurinn)
Guiding principles: Right-centrist; believes in fewer economic and 
environmental regulations while strengthening the social system.
Party Chairperson: Halldór Ásgrímsson
Number of seats: 12
Registered members: about 10,000
Ministers: Prime Minister Halldór Ásgrímsson, Minister of Social Affairs 
Árni Magnússon, Minister of Agriculture Guðni Ágústsson, Minister of 
Health Jón Kristjánsson, Minister of Industry Valgerður Sverrisdóttir
Strange but true: For a party that is a member of a government coalition and 
holds the Prime Minister’s chair, the recent mayoral elections in Reykjavík 
spell trouble with the party receiving only 6.3% support.
Website: www.framsokn.is
E-mail: framsokn@framsokn.is
Phone: 540-4300
Address: Hverfisgata 33 (2nd Floor), 101 Reykjavík

The Liberal Party (Frjálslyndir)
Guiding principles: Right-centrist, emphasising on 
the rights of fishermen and increasing government 
transparency.
Party Chairperson: Guðjón Kristjánsson
Number of seats: 3
Registered members: about 2,000
Ministers: none
Strange but true: The Liberal Party increased their support considerably in 
the recent mayoral elections, a good indicator for the upcoming parliamentary 
elections next spring. 
Website: www.frjalslyndir.is
E-mail: xf@xf.is
Phone: 552-2600
Address: Aðalstræti 9, 101 Reykjavík

The Independence Party 
(Sjálfstæðisflokkurinn)
Guiding principles: Right wing, believes in further 
privatization in all areas of society.
Party Chairperson: Geir H. Haarde
Number of seats: 23
Registered members: about 34,000
Ministers: Minister of Fisheries Einar K. Guðfinnson, Minister of Justice 
Björn Bjarnason, Minister of Foreign Affairs Geir H. Haarde, Minister 
of the Economy Árni M. Mathiesen, President of Parliament Solveig 
Pétursdóttir, Minister of the Environment Sigríður A. Þórðardóttir, Minister 
of Communications Sturla Böðvarsson, Minister of Education Þórgerður 
Katrín Gunnarsdóttir
Strange but true: Renowned Independence Party opposition, author 
Hallgrímur Helgason, recently admitted that he voted for the party in the 
2002 mayoral elections.
Website: www.xd.is
E-mail: xd@xd.is
Phone: 515-1700
Address: Háaleitisbraut 1, 105 Reykjavík

Parliament recently re-convened and will be meeting through the sum-
mer. What will main issues for this summer session?

And this issue’s question is . . .

broadcasting company (RÚV) 
and the Innovation Centre issues 
obviously. I think it is going to be 
very difficult to push these issues 
through parliament. Then we will 
probably be discussing the situation 
with the defence agreement.” 
MP Magnús Þór Hafsteinsson
 Independence Party: “Well, 
right now it is state-owned 
broadcasting company (RÚV) that 
is in focus. I can not really say at this 
time that it will be the main issue for 
the whole summer, but, right now 
it definitely is. The opposition is 
going to discuss that for a long time. 
There are also other bill proposals 
to turn state-owned institutions 
into corporations, so guess that is 
the overall theme for the summer 
session.” MP Kjartan Ólafsson

and the Innovation Centre. These 
issues will take a long time to 
resolve. The Innovation Centre 
has been disputed by everyone who 
has reviewed it. We would like 
to focus on discussing economic 
issues and other issues, but those 
matters are not even being put on 
the agenda by the government. Most 
of our issues never make it out of 
committee.” MP Katrín Júlíusdóttir.
 Progressive Party: “The biggest 
dispute will be over the state-
owned broadcasting company 
(RÚV) and the Innovation 
Centre, I believe. I think we will 
spend a lot of time discussing 
those issues in the parliament.” 
MP Kristinn H. Gunnarsson
 Liberal Party: “Well, it is 
going to be the state-owned 

 Leftist-Green Party: “It looks 
as though there will be mostly two 
issues in focus this summer, the 
proposal to turn the state-owned 
broadcasting company (RÚV) into 
a corporation, and the plans to 
merge several institutions, funds 
and scientific research centres to 
create one Innovation Centre. 
Both of these issues are extremely 
controversial, even within the 
government coalition. I’m just going 
to wish them luck with trying to 
get these two issues through the 
opposition during the summer. That 
is going to be extremely difficult,” 
MP Kolbrún Halldórsdóttir.  
 Social Democratic Party: “The 
most obvious issues are going to be 
the dispute over the state-owned 
broadcasting company (RÚV) 

Grapevine’s Government Guide Bonus:
Witness Democracy in Action!

It’s possible to watch parliamentary 
sessions live, and you don’t need 
cable – or even a television, 
for that matter. 
 The government television 
station RÚV, attainable by even 
the poorest TV aerials, regularly 
broadcasts live from the halls of 
parliament. Check RÚV’s listings 
in any of the country’s newspapers, 
look for “Alþingi” and tune in.
 If you prefer, you can also 
watch the action in person – from 
a gallery within the halls of 
parliament themselves. Simply go 
to the parliament’s web page, www.
althingi.is, to see the dates and 
times of the next parliamentary 
session. Then make your way to 
the parliament building, which 
faces Austurvellir, and use the 
entrance opposite the church 

Dómkirkjan. Admission is free, 
although you might be asked to 
check large bags with security 
and remove your hat. From there, 

you can go up to the gallery and 
witness democracy in action. 
Popcorn currently unavailable.

How to stay alive 
        in the North Atlantic

Lysi Cod Liver Oil is a rich source of polyunsaturated fatty acids and vitamins A and D with added vitamin E. The omega-3 
fatty acids EPA and DHA have been a special focus of interest for researchers worldwide. These fatty acids are known to 
play an important role in preserving health. Lysi Cod Liver Oil has been an important part of the Icelandic diet for decades 
and is perhaps one of the contributing factors to the longevity of the nation.

Natural, lemon and fruit flavors
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The Grapevine Guide to the World Cup 
by sveinn birkir björnsson

The Icelandic subscription-based sports chan-
nel SÝN holds the broadcasting rights to the 
World Cup in Iceland. For a subscription pack-

age that includes live broadcasts from every 
game played in the tournament you will need to 
fork over 14,898 ISK. For further info, contact 
SÝN, tel.: 515-6100, or log on to: www.syn.
visir.is. Keep in mind that the semi-finals and 
the finals will be aired free of charge. 

 There are several sports bars in Reykjavík 
that show the games live on a big screen. The 
Grapevine recommends you visit Glaumbarinn, 
Ölver or Players to enjoy the festivities with a 
cold lager. 
 As a rule of thumb, Icelanders generally 

support the English team, due to the longtime 
popularity of the English Premier Division in 
Iceland. Teams from the neighbouring Scan-
dinavia also draw much support and Sweden, 
the region’s representative this year, is likely to 
gather the support of many Icelanders.

Following the FIFA World Cup is an experi-
ence rivalled only by the Open Bar and the 
Mile High Club. Sure, the Olympics are both 
bigger and more respectable as an event, but 
nothing captures our collective imagination like 
the FIFA World Cup. What happens at the 
World Cup is the stuff of legends and is retold 
in folklore for ages to come. Previous World 
Cups have brought us stars like Pelé, who was 
so astonishingly talented that every other super-
athlete will be measured against his persona for-
ever. Michael Jordan was the Pelé of basketball, 
Wayne Gretzky the Pelé of ice hockey. 
 In the 1986 World Cup, in the aftermath 
of the Falkland Islands dispute, Argentina and 
England met in the quarterfinals in front of 
115,000 spectators in Mexico City. Five minutes 
into the scoreless second half, Argentina’s Diego 
Armando Maradonna pounced on a failed pass 
back to England’s goalkeeper Peter Shilton. 
Maradonna beat Shilton to the ball but clearly 
used his hand in the process, although this went 
unnoticed by the game’s referee. 
 Five minutes later, Maradonna eluded five 
England players to score what many consider 
the best goal in the World Cup history. Argen-
tina subsequently won the game 2-1 and went 
on to claim the tournament trophy. After the 
game, Maradonna insisted the ball had been 
aided by ‘the hand of God’, a phrase that has 
since entered the pop culture lexicon. The inci-
dent had a more lasting effect on the relation-
ship between the two nations than the Falkland 
Islands war. 

This year’s competition is hosted by interna-
tional football powerhouse Germany, runners-
up in the last World Cup in 2002. The games 
will be played in Berlin, Cologne, Dortmund, 
Frankfurt, Gelsenkirchen, Hamburg, Hannover, 
Kaiserslautern, Leipzig, Munich, Nuremberg 
and Stuttgart. 
 Going into the competition, the boys from 
Brazil look like the team to beat. They are the 
current champions, and have won two of the last 

three World Cups. With Ronaldinho, arguably 
the world’s best player, fronting a team that con-
sists of spectacular stars like Kaká and Adriano 
and savvy veterans such as Ronaldo and Roberto 
Carlos, this might be the most combined talent 
on a single team in any sport since the USA’s 
Dream Team at the 1992 Barcelona Olympics. 
Not surprisingly, Brazil remains a heavy favou-
rite to defend its title among oddsmakers. 
 England fields its strongest team in decades 
built around the midfield of Joe Cole, Frank 
Lampard, Steven Gerrard and David Beckham. 
With a midfield like this, the English team is a 
force to be reckoned with. However, their attack 
remains suspect and the team is shrouded in 
controversy over the situation surrounding the 
eminent departure of the team’s manager, Sven-
Göran Eriksson.  
 After coming up short in both the last 
World Cup and the last Euro Finals, France 
looks like it is back on track. ‘Les Blues’ are still 
able to field some of the world’s most prominent 
players in Zinedine Zidane and Thierry Henry. 
This is an experienced team that no one should 
be sleeping on. 
 Argentina will make a push for the title as 
well. With players like Javier Saviola and Pablo 
Aimar spearheading a talented team, it is still 
probably too young and inexperienced to go 
the full distance. In addition, Spain, Portugal, 
Czech Republic and even Holland and Sweden 
have an outside shot of going far, although none 
of them could realistically be considered a likely 
bet to take home the trophy. 
 At the end of the day, home court advantage 
is the mother of all advantages. My official pick 
to win it all is Germany. In 1974, the last time 
the FIFA World Cup visited (then West) Ger-
many, the hosts secured the title in a dramatic 
victory over Holland. I predict the Germans will 
repeat that accomplishment behind the talent of 
Michael Ballack and Sebastian Schweinsteiger, 
among others. You read it here first. Germany 
takes the World Cup.

 Group A
TIME HOME   AWAY 
Jun 9 16:00  Germany  v  Costa Rica  
Jun 9 19:00  Poland  v  Ecuador  
Jun 14 19:00  Germany  v  Poland  
Jun 15 13:00  Ecuador  v  Costa Rica  
Jun 20 14:00  Costa Rica  v  Poland  
Jun 20 14:00  Ecuador  v  Germany  

 Group B 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 10 14:00  England  v  Paraguay  
Jun 10 16:00  Trin. & Tob.  v  Sweden  
Jun 15 16:00  England  v  Trin. & Tob.  
Jun 15 19:00  Sweden  v  Paraguay  
Jun 20 19:00  Paraguay  v  Trin. & Tob.  
Jun 20 19:00  Sweden  v  England  

 Group C 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 10 19:00  Argentina  v  Ivory Coast  
Jun 11 13:00  Serb. & Mont.  v  Netherlands  
Jun 16 13:00  Argentina  v  Serb. & Mont.  
Jun 16 16:00  Netherlands  v  Ivory Coast  
Jun 21 19:00  Ivory Coast  v  Serb. & Mont.  
Jun 21 19:00  Netherlands  v  Argentina  

 Group D 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 11 16:00  Mexico  v  Iran  
Jun 11 19:00  Angola  v  Portugal  
Jun 16 19:00  Mexico  v  Angola  
Jun 17 13:00  Portugal  v  Iran  
Jun 21 14:00  Iran  v  Angola  
Jun 21 14:00  Portugal  v  Mexico  

 Group E 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 12 16:00  United States  v  Czech Republic 
Jun 12 19:00  Italy  v  Ghan 
Jun 17 16:00  Ghana  v  Czech Republic  
Jun 17 19:00  Italy  v  United States  
Jun 22 14:00  Czech Republic  v  Italy  
Jun 22 14:00  Ghana  v  United States  

 Group F 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 12 13:00  Australia  v  Japan  
Jun 13 19:00  Brazil  v  Croatia  
Jun 18 13:00  Japan  v  Croatia  
Jun 18 16:00  Brazil  v  Australia  
Jun 22 19:00  Croatia  v  Australia  
Jun 22 19:00  Japan  v  Brazil  

 Group G 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 13 13:00  South Korea  v  Togo  
Jun 13 16:00  France  v  Switzerland  
Jun 18 19:00  France  v  South Korea  
Jun 19 13:00  Togo  v  Switzerland  
Jun 23 19:00  Switzerland  v  South Korea  
Jun 23 19:00  Togo  v  France  

 Group H 

TIME HOME   AWAY  
Jun 14 13:00  Spain  v  Ukraine  
Jun 14 16:00  Tunisia  v  Saudi Arabia  
Jun 19 16:00  Saudi Arabia  v  Ukraine  
Jun 19 19:00  Spain  v  Tunisia  
Jun 23 14:00  Saudi Arabia  v  Spain  
Jun 23 14:00  Ukraine  v  Tunisia 

 Round of Sixteen 

TIME HOME   AWAY MATCH  
Jun 24 15:00  1A  v  2B Match 49  
Jun 24 19:00  1C  v  2D Match 50  
Jun 25 15:00  1B  v  2A Match 51  
Jun 25 19:00  1D  v  2C Match 52  
Jun 26 15:00  1E  v  2F Match 53  
Jun 26 19:00  1G  v  2H Match 54  
Jun 27 15:00  1F  v  2E Match 55  
Jun 27 19:00  1H  v  2G Match 56  

 Quarterfinals 

TIME HOME   AWAY MATCH  
Jun 30 15:00  Winner Match 49  v  Winner Match 50 Match 57  
Jun 30 19:00  Winner Match 53  v  Winner Match 54 Match 58  
Jul 1 15:00  Winner Match 51  v  Winner Match 52 Match 59 
Jul 1 19:00  Winner Match 55  v  Winner Match 56 Match 60  

 Semifinals 

TIME HOME   AWAY MATCH  
Jul 4 19:00  Winner Match 57  v  Winner Match 58 Match 61  
Jul 5 19:00  Winner Match 59  v  Winner Match 60 Match 62  

 Third Place 

TIME HOME   AWAY MATCH  
Jul 8 19:00  Loser Match 61  v  Loser Match 62 Match 63  

 Final 
TIME HOME   AWAY MATCH  
Jul 9 18:00  Winner Match 61  v  Winner Match 62 Match 64  

World Cup Info

© Peter Marlow / Magnum Photos

Goethe at the World Cup
In relation to the World Cup, the Goethe 
Institute in Iceland has organised a cultural 
programme, focusing on football and German 
culture. Among the programme’s highlights 
is the Weltsprache Fußball - Planet Football 
photo exhibition in Borgarleikhúsið, featuring 
photographs from members of the Magnum 
Photos Agency. The exhibition plays with the 
world’s fascination with football, focusing on 
diverse themes, such as football and religion 
and football and gender. The exhibition 
opens June 9th, 30 minutes before Germany 
and Costa Rica kick off the World Cup’s 
opening game. 
 The Goethe Institute also puts on a film 
festival as a part of the cultural programme, 
with football as the focal point. June 6th, 
The Miracle of Bern will be screened at the 
Icelandic Academy of the Arts. The critically 

acclaimed film tells the story of the 1954 
German national team that won a dramatic 
victory over Hungary in the ’54 World Cup 
Finals. The team’s success united a nation 
torn from the terrors of the WWII and gave 
the German people a sense of worth. 
 June 10th, a movie marathon, aptly 
dubbed Shoot Goals, Shoot Movies, is 
planned in the Old Library in Hafnarfjörður, 
from 11-18. On display will be cartoons and 
shorts from 44 directors, selected from a pool 
of out of 611 directors from 75 countries who 
entered their films in the 2004 Berlin Talent 
Campus competition. Also shown will be the 
feature films focusing on football. 

For more information on the film festival visit: 
http://www.goethe.de/ges/spr/prj/tor/film/fpw/
enindex.htm
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A great selection of souvenirs...

...stock up on souvernirs from Iceland.

2 stores in the Center of Reykjavík

1 store in the Center of Akureyri

You can find our stores at Reykjavik Center, Akureyri and Keflavik Airport.  

icelandgiftstore.com

Ewe won´t regret it...
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“What had until then (the departure of Ameri-
can military forces from Iceland) been regarded 
as Iceland’s ‘trump card,’ the military defence 
agreement, has now been rendered worthless.”

A recently published article by Valur Ingimun-
darson, professor of history at the University of 
Iceland, suggests that the imminent closure of 
the US naval air base in Keflavík had already 
been postponed for years due to the personal 
relationship between Iceland’s former Prime 
Minister, Davíð Oddsson, and US President 
George W. Bush, despite urgent recommenda-
tions from US military analysts that the base 
had long outlived its usefulness. 
 The Keflavík naval air station was installed 
as a part of a bilateral defence agreement be-
tween the nations in 1951, according to which, 
US military forces would take over the defence 
of Iceland. The base served as home to the Air 
Force’s 85th Group, responsible for “deterring 
aggression in the North Atlantic”. During the 
height of the Cold War, the 85th, known as 
the Guardians of the North, deployed up to 
15 F-15 fighter jets to Keflavík. The base also 
occupied a squadron or so of submarine hunt-
ers and played a central role in patrolling the 
North Atlantic due to its location. 
 Since 1967, US military authorities had re-
peatedly requested that the level of air defence 
in Keflavík be reduced and the fighter jets 
relocated, despite forceful objections from Ice-
landic government officials, who claimed this 
would be a breach of the bilateral agreement. 
The location of the Keflavík naval air base 
proved too valuable for US strategic purposes 
and Icelandic officials had their way, for the 
time being. 
 The fall of the Soviet Union all but ren-
dered the base obsolete 15 years ago. Yet, it re-
mained as an inconveniently positioned part of 
the vanguard in the ‘War on Terror’. Upon the 
advice of strategic and defence specialists, the 
Bush administration decreed the base to have 
no strategic value in 2002 and wheels were set 
in motion to relocate the fighter jets and dra-

matically downsize US operations in Iceland. 
Although the subject had been brought up 
repeatedly in recent years, the base had until 
then remained due to the firm insistence of the 
Icelandic government. 

Oddsson Steps Up
As earlier, the response from the Icelandic 
government, and former Prime Minister Davíð 
Oddsson in particular, was that such an action 
would be a breach of the bilateral agree-
ment, rendering it invalid, and that Iceland 
would then have ‘no choice’ but to completely 
desert their military alliance with the US. The 
problem with this argument was that Iceland 

was, after the end of the Cold War, steadily 
becoming less and less strategically useful for 
the US military.
 United States and Icelandic government 
officials met to discuss the matter on several 
occasions during this time. The US position 
did not change, however. That is, not until 
Oddsson met privately with George W. Bush 
and brought the matter up with him person-
ally. Quoting several unnamed sources from 
various branches of the Icelandic and US gov-
ernments, Ingimundarson claims that George 
W. Bush ordered Condoleezza Rice to ‘fix it’, 
and that Bush was not willing to do anything 
to undermine Oddsson, to whom Bush felt he 
owed a debt of gratitude and considered to be 
an important ally.
 Ingimundarson doubts that Davíð Odds-
son and Halldór Ásgrímsson supported the 
US invasion of Iraq to further their chances of 
keeping a US military presence in Iceland. He 

does however mention Oddsson’s support for 
Bush’s controversial missile defence system, 
proposed in 2001.
 The article also suggests that Icelandic of-
ficials were fully aware of US plans to close the 
base as early as 2001 but had kept the decision 
under wraps past the 2002 parliamentary elec-
tions in order to avoid making it an election 
issue. When the Bush administration finally 
got its way and shut it down and reassigned all 
personnel to bases closer to the Middle East, 
Prime Minister Halldór Ásgrímsson was not 
pleased, and indeed appeared rather surprised 
by the withdrawal, when what he should 
perhaps have been surprised by is that the base 

had remained for so long.
 What is most overtly controversial about 
Ingimundarson’s article is how heavily he 
stresses Davíð Oddsson as the sole reason for 
the continued existence of the US military 
base even though its usefulness had long since 
expired. He goes on to state, “after [Oddsson’s] 
disappearance from politics in October of 
2005, the United States no longer felt any 
obligation to Icelandic interests.” 
 Prime Minister Halldór Ásgrímsson has 
flat-out denied Ingimundarson’s claims, saying 
they are simply “wrong,” and that if they were 
true, they would be a serious indictment on 
the way the US government functions. The 
fact remains that the withdrawal of US forces 
very nearly coincides with Davíð Oddsson’s 
withdrawal from politics. 

Friends in High Places
Hannes Hólmsteinn Gissurarson, professor of 

political science at the University of Iceland, a 
well-known Independence Party policy advisor 
and a personal friend of former PM Oddsson 
told the Grapevine that although he had not 
yet had the opportunity to read Ingimundar-
son’s article, he considered his claims likely.
 “I was present for a part of that meeting 
between Davíð Oddsson and George Bush 
in the Oval Office, June 6, 2004, and I could 
clearly sense on how friendly terms the two 
of them were. It was obvious that Bush held 
Oddsson in high regard and that Oddsson 
was greatly respected among US officials. 
Therefore I fully believe that Bush halted 
Department of Defence plans to withdraw US 
military presence in Iceland out of his friend-
ship with Davíð Oddsson,” Gissurarson said. 
 Reading between the lines, it seems obvi-
ous that Ingimundarson believes that Icelandic 
officials were well aware of the base’s strategic 
downfall, and that the four F-15 fighter jets 
remaining in Iceland for much of the nineties 
and the last few years had little or no value in 
terms of defence for the country. Ingimundar-
son repeatedly hints that the ulterior motives 
for Iceland’s insistence on keeping the fighter 
jets in Keflavík were not strategic, but eco-
nomic. 
 Gissurarson agrees this played a role. “Em-
ployment in Keflavík Airport certainly did play 
a role, but it did not play a leading role,” he 
said. “The real reason was that many respon-
sible men do not wish to see Iceland become 
an experimental project for being an unarmed 
country. In a dangerous world, you need de-
fence, or has mankind suddenly changed, can 
the lambs now suddenly play with the lions?”
 Ultimately, Ingimundarson’s article raises 
many questions. Whatever the truth may be, 
the article still rings true in its portrayal of 
Iceland as a militarily unimportant nation, and 
perhaps this is an augury of a future where 
Iceland does not have to heap all its support 
upon one other nation, but participate in world 
affairs in a manner befitting an independent 
nation.

Davíð’s Deal

by sindri eldon and sveinn birkir björnsson   photo by gúndi

“I fully believe that Bush halted Department of Defence 
plans to withdraw US military presence in Iceland out 
of his friendship with Davíð Oddsson.” Hannes Hólm-
steinn Gissurarson
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The first thing to strike me about the 
Friends of Iceland protest march on May 
27th, Election Day, were the freaks. When 
you’ve been living in Reykjavík for a decent 
amount of time, anyone in downtown 
unfamiliar to you immediately stands out 
in a crowd, but this was something else 
altogether. This was a parade full of weirdos. 
Everywhere I turned there was a person of 
immodest height and/or weight, an un-
conventional arrangement of facial hair or 
someone with way too many pieces of metal 
jammed through their skin and face.
 And, of course, no freak show parade 
would be complete without a weird band to 
round things out, and this was no exception: 
A decidedly makeshift brass ensemble com-
plete with huge drums and a very impres-
sive tuba led the column marching down 
Laugevegur with the steady, solemn pace of 
people who meant business.
 While the same could not be said for ev-
eryone – for as is often the case with marches 
such as these, there were a fair amount of 
people who were just there for the company 
and a pleasant noon walk – most of the 
people there appeared to have issues which 
they felt could be resolved by this demonstra-
tion. The issues were varied, ranging from 
dissatisfaction with the Icelandic school 
system to general concern over the state of 
the country, but, as advertised, the main item 
on the protestors’ agenda was aluminium and 
the smelting thereof.
 One particularly colourful group were 
dressed in white painters’ overalls and had 
fashioned crude percussion instruments 
of their own from lampshades, coke cans 
and other metal garbage. On their backs 
they had stencilled one of the day’s more 
memorable, if not terribly poetic, slogans: 
DROWN VALGERÐUR, NOT THE 
HIGHLANDS, the Valgerður in question 
being Minister of Industry and Commerce 
Valgerður Sverrisdóttir. 
 Other slogans ranged from the eloquent 
BLOOD-COVERED MOUNTAIN-
TOPS to the simple and desperate WE 
WILL NOT LOSE OUR COUNTRY, 
WHERE’S THE DEMOCRACY? to 
the incomprehensible and vague RICHES 
MAKE FOOLS OF MEN. 
 Minor differences aside, the march was 
an impressive and surprisingly unified effort, 
compared to the Icelandic ‘protests’ of the 
recent past. It felt like things were changing, 
and that something, either an event like the 
January 7th anti-smelter concert or the In-
dependence Party’s impending victory in the 
Reykjavík mayoral elections, had suddenly 
upped the ante and made people a bit more 
aware of what they really fought for.
 And almost anyone who has had occa-
sion to question the Icelandic government’s 
judgement would agree with me when I say 
that making a meaningful statement by way 
of public protest is a dying thing. In an age 
where protestors have been compartmen-
talised and categorised and filed away as a 
‘dissident fringe element,’ it seems almost 
impossible to imagine anything short of 
a violent, chaotic riot to fully convey the 
public’s anger at a negligent or irresponsible 
government.
 So imagine my surprise when the kind 
of solemn, steadfast people that never ever 
get their points across actually began to fill 
the air with a sense of lofty idealism. The 
presence of a common, unified goal – the 
abandonment of the smelting projects in the 
east country – was slowly starting to work its 
magic on the nation’s disenchanted, and it 
was a pleasure to behold, especially when it 
was a unity of so many people. The full count 
for the march is estimated to be 3000 people, 
which, if we’re not mistaken, is a full one 
hundredth of the country.
 But all hopes were very nearly dashed 
upon arrival at Austurvellir square and the 

beginnings of what had all the makings of 
just another outdoor-concert-with-a-noble-
cause-conveniently-attached-to-it. There 
was a very makeshift-looking stage, a tent 
where you could pledge your support by 
either buying a t-shirt or writing your name 
on a list, people running around offering to 
sell other people t-shirts or put their names 
on lists. The passionate individuals were of 
course still there, but it seemed their ardour 
had somehow vanished to be replaced by the 
timid, scowling bitterness of people resigned 
to their fate, a look often seen on the faces 
of outvoted politicians and teachers unable 
to maintain any semblance of control over a 
classroom.
 Perhaps it was simply that the hype had 
gotten to everyone. They had gone marching 
down Laugavegur in such great confidence 
that they had begun to think the battle won 
without realising that once they arrived at 
Austurvellir, things could only go as well as 

planned, which is where the hitch in all this 
is.
 You cannot plan an effective protest. 
In order for a protest to be effective, the 
very mention of it will put the ones being 
protested against in action against the protest 
(you may want to read that sentence over a 
few times). The point of a protest is to show 
solidarity in a common disapproval of some-
thing being implemented or stood for, such 
solidarity that the implementers rethink their 
schemes or abandon them altogether. None 
of these things were inherent in the election 
day protests, nor in any other recent Reykja-
vík protest.
 Granted, there are unconfirmed reports 
of a shaken Davíð Oddsson balefully regard-
ing the gathered ‘masses’ with a this-sort-

of-thing-would-never-have-happened-on-
my-watch expression, but raising eyebrows is 
simply not enough, especially this late in the 
game. And besides, the only eyebrows raised 
at this particular protest would be those of 
incidental bypasser; as soon as the music and 
the reading got going, it was preaching to the 
choir, all the way.
 This was made especially true by the 
fact that a fair number of people immedi-
ately abandoned the protest to vote at City 
Hall once they reached Austurvellir. Those 
remaining had most likely already voted, and 
were there to enjoy the simple but satisfying 
pleasure of being surrounded by people you 
agree with.
 Actress Sólveig Arnardóttir read an 
interesting speech penned by Social Demo-
cratic nominee Dofri Hermannsson which 
detailed the planning process for a company 
to gain permission to build a smelter such as 
the one under construction in Straumsvík. 

The speech itself was poignant, showing 
how pathetically easy it is to swindle large 
amounts of money through nepotism and 
total disregard for the welfare of future gen-
erations, but I was rather disappointed that 
Dofri didn’t make time to read it himself; it 
certainly would have bought him a few extra 
votes by showing his dedication to the cause, 
and his reading couldn’t have harmed the 
speech that much.
 The musical acts didn’t help matters 
much by completely abandoning stage pres-
ence and relying solely on the ‘high spirits’ 
they were evidently certain permeated the 
grounds. They demanded sing-alongs, 
tweaked lyrics to be slightly more political, 
or dedicated the odd song to either a disliked 
politician, a favourite activist or, most clichéd 

of all, to Iceland itself, hoping to draw roars 
of approval, but getting only the half-hearted 
cheering of friends or those really irritating 
people who always hoot excitedly at every-
thing that’s said onstage.
 In the end, the whole thing failed to 
amount to much despite the charged atmo-
sphere at the outset, and perhaps actor/direc-
tor Stefán Jónsson said it best upon seeing 
sadly out-of-place electro outfit Dr. Disco 
Shrimp attempting to create an atmosphere 
at the crowd’s initial arrival at Austurvellir: 
“It’s like starting to have great sex, but then 
when you feel the climax coming, your dick 
gets slapped out. It sucks.”
 Approximately 1600 people signed the 
list going round, which was in fact a peti-
tion to the Icelandic government to put to 
a halt all exploitation of natural resources 
by big business, and that steps to taken to 
ensure a lasting protection of said resources. 
While 1600 may not seem like much, the 
Friends of Iceland organisation have put up 
a website, www.islandsvinir.org, where the 
petition can also be signed, and organiser 
Andrea Ólafsdóttir told the Grapevine that 
they will be going door to door collecting 
signatures, knowing that in a country run by 
men with such a f lexible take on democracy, 
the chances of a petition of this manner to 
be taken seriously are dim unless signed by 
a large enough amount to be impossible to 
ignore.
 This does seem a more effective method 
to show the people’s mistrust in the gov-
ernment’s policies than the disorganised 
shambles at the protest itself, but the problem 
dwells not within miscommunication be-
tween government and people, but in gov-
ernment arbitration; the people can prattle 
on all they want, but little do they realise 
that their government is listening even less 
to them than they are to it. They mistrust 
their people to such an extent that they have 
pledged support to a foreign war without 
believing public consent to be necessary, and 
that the people’s opinion on the matter to 
be too uninformed for their judgement to be 
sound. It can hardly be considered surprising 
that such a government would turn a deaf 
ear to the people’s stance on as convoluted an 
issue as conservation in the face of big busi-
ness.

A Great Protest, Utterly Ignored By the Government

by sindri eldon   photo by skari

“It felt like things were changing, and that something, 
either an event like the January 7th anti-smelter con-
cert or the Independence Party’s impending victory in 
the Reykjavík mayoral elections, had suddenly upped 
the ante and made people a bit more aware of what 
they really fought for.”

On Austurvöllur, right next to the campaign 
office of the Independence Party, the Friends 
of Iceland had orchestrated a big protest 
against heavy-industrialization and proposed 
damming projects around the country. There 
was a festive spirit in the air as people gathered 
to witness the musical acts perform and signed 
petitions to the government to halt further 
damming projects. 
 As the biggest political party in Iceland, 
and the controlling party in the parliament, 
the protest outside was largely directed at the 
Independence Party—whose campaign head-
quarters were in the same square as the protest. 
Inside their office, however, nobody seemed 
the slightest bit worried. Despite the protests 
of anguished youths, or maybe because of 
them, polls projected the Independence Party 
to win a majority of City Council seats and 
reclaim control in City Hall, lost in the 1994 
mayoral elections. 
 None of the candidates were present, but 
volunteers were freely offering opinions on ev-
erything that mattered, and all that didn’t. An 
older volunteer who stood outside the office 
and listened to the music coming from the pro-
test concert on Austurvöllur approached me. 
“Who is playing?” He asked me. I offered that 
this was probably the reggae outfit Hjálmar.
 “Ah, yes, Hjálmur. That is very nice,” he 
said.
 “Friðrik Sophusson was here earlier.” He 
added. [Former MP and Minister for the 
Independence Party, and current CEO of the 
National Power Company, responsible for the 
damming projects.]
 “I think he is a great man.”
 I gave him a confused look.
 “He is willing to listen to all sides. He lets 
everyone have a say. When the National Power 
Company put down the cornerstone for a new 
control house for the Kárahnjúkar dam, he let 
the protesters put an engraved stone with a 

message to future generations in there as well. 
 “I thought it was a very noble gesture of 
him, I respect that. It was democracy in action. 
Yes, he is a great man.”
 I remained silent for a few seconds while 
I pondered whether I should point out that 
listening to someone’s point of view after the 
fact was not all that noble. Eventually, I just 
mumbled something incoherent, not really 
wanting to raise a ruckus in the lion’s den. 
 Instead I ate some more of their liquorice 

and observed as the volunteer got into a heated 
argument with three youngsters who had 
wandered off from the protest site to offer their 
opinion on the future of Iceland and heavy 
industry. 
 A decidedly right wing party in Icelandic 
politics, the Independence Party had cam-
paigned on central and leftist issues such as 
increasing the welfare service in the city, as 
opposed to lowering taxes or privatizing city 
owned companies. With one poke of a finger, 
the wolf had emerged from his sheepskin, and 
the whole pretentious sham came crumbling 
down.
 The irony is that on the same day that 
more than 3000 people had gathered to protest 

the acts of the Independence Party in the par-
liament, the citizens of Reykjavík were likely to 
elect that same party to control City Hall. 

High Spirits 
 The Left-Greens were in the same high spirits 
as everyone else. They had brought out a tent 
and were serving waffles to anyone who cared 
for a taste. I asked Árni Þór Sigurðsson, the 
Left-Greens candidate about the upcoming 
elections. “I am very optimistic,” Sigurðsson 

said. I asked if he was sure to get elected: “Yes 
sure, we’ll do a lot better than that.” 
 We discussed the reports that had surfaced 
that the voters turnout was unusually low this 
year and Sigurðsson offered the explanation 
that the Election Day fell on a day Saturday 
that followed a national holiday on Thursday, 
therefore a lot of people might have decided to 
take the Friday off and leave town for a long 
weekend. 
 “Legend has it that a low Election Day 
turnout is in favour of the left side,” he said, 
smiling. Obviously, not everyone had lost hope 
that the Independence Party could be fended 
off from City Hall. 
 As the election drew to a close, however, it 

became obvious that the voters did not particu-
larly care much either way. At the end of the 
day, only 77% of registered voters in Reykjavík 
had bothered to vote, one of the lowest turn-
outs in the history of the Reykjavík mayoral 
elections, in a country that has historically put 
a lot of pride in their active participation in the 
democratic process in public elections. 
 In a way, the low turnout was even more 
surprising, considering the fact that the race for 
City Hall was projected to be extremely close. 
According to the latest polls, all parties were 
just a few votes short of securing their next 
City Council member, and a small change in 
percentages could have made the difference in 
which side would claim the victory. 
 Sigurðsson’s explanation might have been 
a factor, but more likely the low turnout can 
be attributed to the fact that a lot of people 
felt they were not presented with clear options. 
Leading up to the elections, nominees agreed 
that the elections did not really revolve around 
ideology, but technicalities. The political 
platforms of the parties were frightfully similar. 
Even the right wing Independence Party had 
gone towards, and even beyond, the middle 
ground. 

“This is Not What We Had in Mind”
As the polls closed and the first numbers from 
the count started to appear, it became apparent 
that Sigurðsson’s theory was somewhat holding 
up. The Left-Greens were actually gaining 
votes, while the Social Democrats were not. 
The Liberals were also gaining votes, but the 
real losers of the election was the Progres-
sive Party, which saw its support plummet, 
although not nearly as much as some polls 
had projected. Meanwhile, it looked as if the 
Independence Party would win back City Hall, 
after 12 years in opposition. 
 I made the trip to Hotel Nordica where a 

Democracy in Action: In your face protestors!

by sveinn birkir björnsson   photos by skari and frikki

“When the National Power Company put down the cor-
nerstone for a new control house for the Kárahnjúkar 
dam, he let the protesters put an engraved stone with 
a message to future generations in there as well. I 
thought it was a very noble gesture of him, I respect 
that. It was democracy in action. Yes, he is a great 
man.”
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“Here, give me that,” said a baseball cap-wear-
ing man to a friend of his, who was drinking 
water out of a bottle emblazoned with X-D,  
the sign of the Independence Party. They were 
standing by a table outside the X-D campaign 
office where a large number of bottles had been 
placed for people to take at their leisure.
 Once he had been handed the bottle, he 
picked at the label, tore it off and stomped on 
it a few times for good measure, and handed 
the bottle back to his friend. “There we go, 
much better now.”
 ...which pretty much summed up the 
mood in downtown Reykjavík on the day of 
the mayoral elections. Everyone had pitched 
their support and stood proudly by their chosen 
camp, and assumed an attitude of bigot-like 
hatred for anything any member of any other 
party stood for, which is surprising consider-
ing the general similarity between the various 
campaign promises.
 Oh sure, there were superficial differences, 
some of them surprisingly bold stances: The 
Social Democrats had all but promised to put a 
leash on the irreverent dambuilders, an attitude 
that was conspicuously absent when they still 
had the chance to stop anything; the Liberals 
and the Independence Party both had very de-
tailed solutions to housing problems that didn’t 
really seem to factor in things such as the 
environment and financing, both government 
(the cost of actually building the new houses) 
and personal (the cost of buying or renting said 
houses). The Leftist-Greens wanted to put up 
large amounts of parking meters everywhere to 
encourage people to drive less. Their solution? 
Bikes.
 At least they had their head in the right 
place. The Progressive Party seemed to think 
that making everything look flashy, snappy 
and/or dandy would solve problems. A tunnel 
through Öskjuhlíð, the hill on which architec-
tural mishap Perlan sits, would no doubt be 
very cool indeed, as would having our children 
wear smart-looking school uniforms. Ostensi-
bly, their purpose would be to reduce income-
based bullying, which leads me to believe that 
the Progressives’ information regarding life in 
school is about 50 years past its sell-by date.
 So other than idiosyncratic tidbits, what 

exactly differentiated the promises each of the 
mayoral candidates was dishing out like so 
much confetti? Lofty and unrealistic ideals and 
celebrity support. Sure, voting to the left would 
certainly be showing one’s displeasure over 
the presence of an aluminium smelter in the 
desolate and beautiful Icelandic outback, but I 
feel fairly certain that the mayor of Reykjavik’s 
jurisdiction does not extend to any proposed 
building site.
 Yet, next to the apparently mind-boggling 
issue of where Reykjavík’s domestic airport 
should be located, it was these ideals that drove 
most of the mayoral campaigns in Reykjavík 
this year. Confused youths who innocently 
asked a volunteer at the X-D office if he was 
against the smelters were soon in a shouting 
match with the man, who eventually threw his 
hands up in exasperation, saying “Well, when 

you get old, you can have the smelter disman-
tled, that’s fine by me. But it’s getting built.”
 The Leftist-Greens had already made 
their stance on the matter abundantly clear 
from the very beginning, and simply settled 
for peppering their near-invisible advertising 
campaign with vague statements on how “natu-
ral resources belong to the Icelandic people, 
and should be used for the good of the people 
without damage to the environment.”
 And as for celebrity support, well, that 
can always do just as much harm as good. At 
the X-D youth office, ugly rumours regarding 
an incident in which award-winning author 
Hallgrímur Helgason bullied two of the X-D 
youth who were spreading pamphlets were cir-
culating. Apparently, he and Social Democrat 

mayoral candidate Dagur Eggertsson compared 
the pamphlet’s title to Nazi slogans before the 
inebriated Hallgrímur shoved the pamphlets to 
the ground, drawing guffaws from Dagur and 
the several other X-S supporters and candi-
dates present.
 True or not, the fact that the story was 
being told at all was a testament to the 
Independence Party’s defensiveness this late 
in the game. Although the polls had all but 
promised them victory, their offices were a hive 
of nervous activity, leading me to believe once 
again in the value of persistence: If you pester 
somebody long enough, you’ll get his vote 
eventually.
 Further reinforcing this opinion was the 
fact that the very unpopular Progressive Party’s 
campaign office turned out to be in a different 
postal area than all the others. Lodged in be-

tween corporate outlets and phone companies 
on Suðurlandsbraut, it was the kind of place 
you could only drive to, perhaps so people 
could better grasp their highway-riddled future 
vision of Reykjavík.
 The inside of the office was like a cross 
between the wedding scene in The Godfather 
and a birthday in an old folks’ home. A hand-
shake was obligatory, while backslapping was 
only recommended, if heavily encouraged. Not 
for us, that is. The Grapevine’s reporters were 
met with cold and unwelcoming stares that left 
little doubt as to their opinion of us and our 
being there.
 Prime Minister Halldór Ásgrímsson was 
there, looking more confused than ever inside 
his own party’s campaign office, and responded 

to the Grapevine’s photographer’s instructions 
to pose holding an X-B balloon with reflexes 
suggesting he’d spent the better part of the day 
mixing alcohol with Xanax and Ketamine. The 
balloon then proceeded to symbolically fall 
apart as soon as he handed it back.
 Doddering prime ministers aside, the air 
of unwelcomeness remained as I wandered 
the premises. A particularly hostile group 
approached me looking for all the world like 
an 18th century press gang with their sinister 
leering.
 “Well, I can see you’re not here to vote,” 
said one of them.
 “Hardly,” I said, trying to remain unfazed.
 “Well, then what exactly are you doing 
poking around here?”
 “Uh, just looking for a friend of mine,” I 
said, trying to locate my fellow reporter out of 
the corner of my eye.
 “You’ll find the exit over there, friend,” the 
man said, drawing a chuckle from the others.
 Disgusted, I took their suggestion and hur-
ried out as soon as possible, ashamed I had ever 
walked in in the first place. I felt tainted by the 
clammy, partisan-like unholiness of the whole 
thing in general, the disturbing sides that 
politics brought out in people. Oh well, at least 
the Progressives didn’t resort to square-danc-
ing in public like the Liberals did to win some 
last-minute votes.
 A sense of frustration permeated the air at 
the Social Democrat office, with people rush-
ing in and out to conduct various last-minute 
errands before the hammer fell. Knowing that 
the polls had pretty much depicted them as the 
only hope of keeping Reykjavík on the left was 
evidently pushing them to the limit.
 And as for the Leftists, well, they put up a 
heated tent and made waffles. Aside from two 
people arguing over finances in the doorway, 
things were very calm at the Leftist-Green 
office, and I was glad to see a quiet sort of 
righteous dignity in the people there, the kind 
of calm that comes with doing what you think 
is right without having advertised it across 
town. Although it may have cost them votes, 
they seemed somehow aloof from the weird, 
vicious tension seething below the surface in 
the other offices.

The Exit’s Over There, Friend

by sindri eldon   photo by frikki

“The hardest thing was to be so angry, and yet to be 
able to write a constructive book, and not get lost in 
name calling, to keep my integrity, although I was not 
really impartial. The book is created from a lot of anger 
and the main reason behind me writing it was that I 
was angry.”

election day coverage election day coverage

large number of Independence Party members 
had gathered to follow the elections. Those in 
attendance were jubilant, and eagerly waited to 
see if they would manage to secure their eighth 
representative on City Council to secure a 
majority. 
 The face of their primary candidate was 
on a giant TV screen at one end of the room, 
speaking to members of the media and his 
supporters hung on to his every word, cheer-
ing and clapping at all the right places. Even 
if their support was hovering just above 40%, 
instead of the 50% the most optimistic of polls 
had projected them, they felt and looked like 
winners.
 At the nearby Hotel Ísland, the Social 
Democrats had set up their camp for the night. 
There were decidedly fewer of them in at-
tendance than I had expected. Perhaps the ap-
palling first numbers from the vote count had 
diminished their spirits somewhat. They had 
set their eyes on five representatives, even eye-
ing the sixth as an outside chance. The results 
were not particularly encouraging. According 
to the latest count, they had only managed four 
representatives, and the fifth one seemed a very 
distant possibility.
 Stefán Jón Hafstein, the third person on 
the Social Democrats ticket, looked heartbro-
ken as I approached him. “This does not look 
good,” he sighed. “This is not what we had in 
mind, we expected more support.” 
 “But, on the bright side, at least we man-
aged to prevent the Independence Party from 
receiving a clean majority.” 
 Do you have any idea how things will 
continue?, I asked him.
“Well, obviously the Independence Party will 
form a coalition with one of the small parties.”
 When I entered the Progressive Party’s 
gathering in the downtown Þjóðleikhúskjallar-
inn, Björn Ingi Hrafnsson was giving a speech 
to his supporters. “We led the discourse during 
the campaign.” he said while his supporters 
cheered wildly. “The battle was fought on our 
turf, even if we were not projected to do well.”
 “This is a victory for the party as a unit. 
Tomorrow, the reconstruction will begin.”
 The Progressive Party had lost one seat on 
City Council and seen its support plummet to a 

paltry 6.3%. Most people would have consid-
ered this a losing campaign, but Hrafnsson, 
whose party, just a week ago, was only at 3%, 
had reason to be happy. Now, his seat on City 
Council meant that his party was in a pivotal 
position. 
 With the Independence Party needing one 
seat to form a coalition majority to take over 
City Hall, and the two parties working in a 
coalition in parliament, a co-operation in City 
Hall between the Independent Party and the 
Progressive Party looked very possible, despite 
the fact that the party was on the brink of 
extinction. 
 Hrafnsson was ecstatic as I asked him 
about his position; “Yes,” he said with big 
grin. “We will talk to the other parties, I feel 
very good about our position,” he said as he 
skittered past me to accept pats on the back 

and exchange kisses with equally ecstatic party 
members.
 The other small party, the Liberals were just 
as happy as the Progressives. Having secured 
one representative in City Hall by increasing 
their support from 6.3% to a respectable 10.1% 
of all votes. Ólafur F. Magnússon had managed 
to secure his seat on City Council and was in 
high spirits as I approached him. 
 “I am extremely happy with the results. It is 
a clear demand on behalf of the voters that our 
voice will be represented in a coalition majority.” 
 Magnússon’s phone rang and he hur-
ried into a corner to talk in private. When he 
returned I asked him if the other parties were al-
ready contacting him. “Well, this was not a call 
from any of the other parties, but some of them 
have talked to me already. I am just waiting for 
them to call so we can begin formal discussions.”

The Aftermath
When all votes had been counted, and all 
the numbers were in, the position had not 
changed significantly. The Independence 
Party still had 7 representatives, the Social 
Democrats did not manage to add the fifth, 
The Left-Greens had their two and The Lib-
eral Party and the Progressive Party had one 
representative each. 
 With a working majority needing the 
support of eight out of fifteen members of 
City Council, and no party able to secure 
a clean majority, the most likely candidate 
to lead a coalition was The Independence 
Party, which needed only the support of one 
representative to secure the majority. 
 Early on Sunday morning, rumours were 
f loating that the Independence Party and the 
Liberal Party had started formal negotiations 

to form a majority. This was confirmed later 
in the day. At that time the Liberal’s repre-
sentative Magnússon said that he had spoken 
to members of the other parties earlier that 
day, but the Independence Party had shown 
much interest in preliminary discussions, and 
he considered that option to be more likely 
to bear fruit than a coalition of four different 
parties. Further discussions were planned on 
Monday. 
 On Monday, news surfaced that all talks 
between the two parties had been cancelled. 
Apparently Independence Party leader Vil-
hjálmsson changed his mind and was now in 
bed with the Progressive Party. The sudden 
change of direction lead many to believe that 
this had been planned all along and even 
decided higher up in the chain of command, 
in particular as a highly controversial law 
proposal from the Progressive Party suddenly 

found the support of the Independence Party 
that same day, and seemed set for a fast track 
through parliament. 
 The Independent – Progressive coali-
tion in parliament has made no secret of 
their wishes to privatize the National Power 
Company. In order to do that, they would 
need to have the support of the Reykjavík 
City Council, since the City owns 45% stakes 
in the company. The newly formed coalition 
in city politics sets the stage perfectly for the 
privatization of the National Power Com-
pany, as all the other parties in city politics 
have been opposed to this plan. 
 The new turn of events meant that Óla-
fur F. Magnússon of the Liberals suddenly 
found himself on the outside looking in. 
When I talked to Magnússon after the elec-
tions he said he had simply been duped.
 “It was very unpleasant to experience this 
from Vilhjálmsson. He contacted us early on 
the Election Day, before the polls were even 
closed. His representative approached me 
with an offer for cooperation, and told me 
that any disagreements over issues could be 
worked out. They presented us with blue-
prints for a new design for the Reykjavík 
Airport [the biggest dispute between the 
parties] that would have allowed the airport 
to remain where it is, and he insured me that 
we could reach an agreement over this issue.
 “We had planned a meeting on Mon-
day at 13:00. He never showed up for the 
meeting, and called me at 14:00 and told me 
that he was putting further talks off, since 
he could not see us reach an agreement over 
the location of the airport.” Magnússon 
explained.
 “It turned out it was all a ploy intended 
to keep us out of any meaningful discussions 
with the other parties, while the Inde-
pendence Party and the Progressive Party 
worked out their differences,” Magnússson 
said. 
 “I’ll have to admit that I was duped. 
Maybe innocent doctors are not the right 
people for politics,” he added. “But we are 
still the winners of this election.”

“I am just waiting for them to call so we can begin 
formal discussions,” Olafur F. Mangússon waiting for a 
coalition in the city government that would never take 
place. 
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The saxophonist for Zappa Plays Zappa provided us with 
one of the most surreal, and possibly precognizant, quotes 
in the history of the Grapevine: he asked us if Iceland 
was “quite tropical” like Hawaii. Maybe he was addicted 
to the science magazine Nature, which just revealed that 
Greenhouse gasses at one point brought the Arctic to a 
year-round temperature of 74 degrees Fahrenheit. 
 We recommend the Zappa Plays Zappa concert on 

June 9 as another in a long line of must see concerts this 
summer. But for the more pleasant sign of global warming, 
we should also recommend Reykjavík’s outdoor festival, 
the Reykjavík Trópík festival from June 2nd to the 4th. 
 As Trópík is organized by people who actually live 
here, there will be a massive tent to block of the Arctic 
wind and rain that still rises, now and then, and the festival 
also takes the cue from the king of local festivals, Iceland 

Airwaves, in that it strongly incorporates local bands with 
critically acclaimed greats from abroad, among the visitors,  
Supergrass, ESG and Ladytron, playing with locals like 
Apparat Organ Quartet, Benni Hemm Hemm and Gus 
Gus.
  

 By Bart Cameron

Reykjavík Gets Tropical

A friend of mine was a huge fan of 
Superman comics when he was a kid. 
However, he was taken aback and 
gravely offended whenever Superman, 
the epitome of masculine strength, 
blurted out: “To weep loudly!” In my 
friend’s young mind, Superman didn’t 
weep (and if he did, he wouldn’t pub-
licly announce it). It wasn’t until my 
friend grew older and learned English 
that he realized that Superman’s 
exclamation “For crying out loud!” had 
been translated to Icelandic with these 
results.
 My friend, like the rest of my 
generation, has grown up in a society 
where the majority of entertainment 
is in English, whether it be music, 
movies or TV programmes. English 
has slowly but surely become the 
dominant language on the globe. 
Although Mandarin and Hindi have 
more native speakers, English is 
currently the most common second 
language around the world. It is also, 
by international treaty, the official 
language for aircraft/airport and 
maritime communication, as well as 
being one of the official languages of 
both the European Union, the United 
Nations and the Olympic Committee. 
The entertainment industry has also 
furthered the spread of English, as my 
generation bears witness to.
 For decades, Iceland has had a 
language preservation policy that 
fights to protect Icelandic from foreign 
language influences. In this struggle, 
the titles of Hollywood movies are 
occasionally translated to Icelandic, 
sometimes with rather awkward 
results. For example, we recall the 80’s 
hit Naked Gun as ‘Directly Edgeways’ 
(Beint á ská). However, the language 
preservation policy doesn’t reach the 
dubbing level with superstars like 
Bruce Willis and Nicole Kidman 
speaking Icelandic, because of how 
costly it would be. Instead, movies and 
TV programmes for adults are accom-
panied with Icelandic subtitles, leaving 
dubbing to children’s entertainment. 
 It may be difficult for foreigners to 
understand our passion to defend our 
language. After all, it’s only spoken 
by 300,000 people in the world, as 
opposed to the estimated 600-700 
million people use the various dialects 
of English regularly. Nations like 
Denmark have partly succumbed to 
the English invasion by adopting 
words directly from English, such as 
“computer” and “weekend”. In the 
meantime, Icelanders stubbornly in-
vent new words for new technological 
inventions such as cell phone (‘farsími’ 
or ‘gemsi’) and laptop computer 
(‘fartölva’ or ‘fistölva’). I have repeat-
edly gotten into heated debates with 
native speakers of English who don’t 
understand our obsession with keep-
ing Icelandic from adapting English 
words, it being the global language 
and all. To illustrate the distortion 
that other languages face if they were 
to adapt to English, I’ve turned the 
tables around in this example below. 
This is what the lyrics to the Red Hot 
Chilli Pepper’s song Aeroplane would 
look like if Icelandic was the dominat-
ing language on the globe, infiltrating 
English: 

I like pleasure spiked with pain and  
Music is my aeroplane  
It’s my aeroplane

Sitting in my kitchen, hey girl  
I’m turning into dust again  
My melancholy baby  
The star of mazzy* must  
Push her voice inside of me  
I’m overcoming gravity  
I’m overcoming gravity

*not listed in any major dictionary

I like pleasure spiked with wound 
increment and 
tone art is my flight machine
Is my flight machine

Sitting in my firehouse, hey girl
I’m turning into dust again
My heavy mood baby
The star of mazzy must
Push her voice inside of me
I’m overcoming weight force
I’m overcoming weight force

(translations with liberty on the columnist’s behalf) 

To those who respect and adore the 
English language, the above example 
is probably horrifying (and to Red Hot 
Chilli Pepper’s fans as well). In the 
same way, native speakers of languages 
who are becoming more and more 
affected by English shudder when 
they hear its impact on their mother 
tongue. In this year’s Miss Iceland 
contest, every single contestant said 
that she “comes from”* this or that 
place, which is correct in English, but 
terribly wrong in Icelandic. Here, you 
“are from”* this or that place, unless 
you’re describing where you just came 
from (ex. I just came from the store.)
 Having been a speaker of both 
English and Icelandic for most of my 
life, I am quite fond of the differences 
between the two languages, which 
are most obvious to me in nouns, as 
seen in the example above. The word 
‘honeymoon’, a beautifully picturesque 
word in English, is called ‘wheat bread 
days’ in Icelandic (hveitibrauðsdagar), 
referring to the luxury that comes with 
being newlywed whereas wheat bread 
was considered a luxury back in the 
day. Other words that are interesting 
when translated from Icelandic into 
English are for example ‘period plug’ 
(túrtappi,) the word for tampon, ‘lady 
tie’ (dömubindi,) the word for sanitary 
napkins and ‘inside shoes’, the word 
for slippers.
 Living in modern day Iceland, I 
have been influenced. When I slam 
the car door on my knee, I catch 
myself blurting out curse words in 
English with great fury, most com-
monly the ones used to describe poop 
and copulation. However, I am a 
fervent supporter of language preserva-
tion because of the history, culture and 
richness each language possesses. As 
I am writing this, I am sitting in my 
firehouse, wearing my inside shoes, 
thinking that Superman probably 
weeps every now and then. Even if he 
doesn’t admit it.

*Ég kem úr Hafnarfirði.

*Ég er úr Hafnarfirði.

To Weep 
Loudly

a column by þórdís elva 
þorvaldsdóttir bachmann

opinion

Take part in an adventure at sea with an unforgettable 3-hour
trip into the world of whales and sea birds.

Located in Reykjavik's old harbour, only a 5 minute walk from
the city centre.

A spacious double-deck and a special viewing area on the
third deck ensures a spectacular view into the deep blue sea.

WhalesWhales&&Puffin IslandPuffin Island

www.elding.is
or visitCall us on

555 3565

Elding Whale Watching, Reykjavík harbour
Tel: (+354) 555 3565, Fax: (+354) 554 7420
info@elding.is, www.elding.is
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THE FIRST ANNUAL ICELANDIC 
TATTOO AND ROCK FESTIVAL
The first ever Icelandic Tattoo Convention will take place in Reykjavík on the 
weekend of June 8th-11th. The convention will feature both local artists and visit-
ing talent, exhibiting their tattoo skills under one roof. 
 The convention also doubles as a rock festival, featuring some of the frontrun-
ners of the Icelandic rock scene as well as special guests, Kings of Hell, out of 
Jacksonville, Florida. Other acts include: Dr. Spock, Brain Police, Doctor Mister 
and Mister Handsome, Weapons, Morðingjarnir, Number Zero, Nevolution, 
Days of Our Lives, Jan Mayen, Lokbrá, Hellvar, Jakobínarína, Úlpa, Singapore 
Sling. For more info and a complete programme, visit www.newfoundevents.com.
Gaukur á Stöng, June 8th-11th

THURSDAy – 1 JUNE

Dj Lucky plays reggae, dub and soul
CAFÉ PARIS

Dj Tommi
THORVALDSEN

Andres Carmen
NASA

Mr. Silla, Thunder Cats, Sometime and 
Retron (Starts at 20:00)
THE OLD LIBRARY IN 
HAFNARFJÖRÐUR

Breakbeat.is presents Dj Addi and Dj 
Eldar
PRAVDA

Acustic concert with Sjonni and Gulli
HVERFISBARINN

Pétur Jesú, Einar and Matti Papi
CAFÉ VICTOR 

Dj Dóri
VEGAMÓT

Touch
HRESSÓ

FRIDAy – 2 JUNE

Reykjavík Trópík Festival, featuring: 
Jakobínarína, Cynic Guru, Daníel Ágúst, 
Benni Hemm Hemm, Girls in Hawaii, 
Hjálmar, Bang Gang, Ladytron, Apparat 
Organ Quartet and DJ Buckmaster
LOCATED IN A LARGE TENT 
OUTSIDE THE UNIVERSITY OF 
ICELAND

Dj Nökkvi
CAFÉ PARIS

Dj Hlynur
THORVALDSEN

Svavar Knútur + guests
RÓSENBERG

Dj Bjarki Batman
HVERFISBARINN

Dj Kári
VEGAMÓT

Nó Pí followed by Dj Þröstur 3000
CAFÉ VICTOR

Sólstafir with the Norwegian rockers 
Quiritatio 
DILLON

Dj Balli
KAFFIBARINN

Touch followed by Dj Maggi
HRESSÓ

Andres Carmen
NASA

Jagúar, Norton
NASA (after midnight)

Dj Áki pain
PRAVDA

SATURDAy – 3 JUNE

Reykjavík Trópík Festival, featuring: 
Supergrass, Skátar, The Foghorns, Jan 
Mayen, Stilluppsteypa, Úlpa, Johnny 
Sexual, Hairdoctor, Kimono, Jeff Who?, 
Leaves and DJ Andrés
LOCATED IN A LARGE TENT 
OUTSIDE THE UNIVERSITY OF 
ICELAND

Hjálmar
NASA

Dj Hlynur
THORVALDSEN

Dj Áki pain and Atli skemmtanalögga
PRAVDA
Dj Nökkvi
CAFÉ PARIS

Svavar Knútur + guests
RÓSENBERG

Dj STEF
HVERFISBARINN

Dj Þröstur 3000
CAFÉ VICTOR

Dj Árni Sveins
KAFFIBARINN

Gotti and Eisi, followed by Dj Bjarki
HRESSÓ

Sometime (starts at 15:00)
KVK SHOP at Laugavegur 27

SUNDAy – 4 JUNE

Reykjavík Trópík Festival, featuring: Flís 
and Bogomil Font, Nortón, Hermigervill, 
Forgotten Lores, Kid Carpet, Dr. 
Spock, Ghostigital, ESG, Gus Gus DJ 
Set, Trabant, DJ Jack Schidt and DJ 
Casanova
LOCATED IN A LARGE TENT 
OUTSIDE THE UNIVERSITY OF 
ICELAND

Sleater Kinney in concert
NASA

Dj Áki pain and Dj Bjarki batman
PRAVDA

Þrír aðrir playing django-jazz
RÓSENBERG

We painted the Walls, Led by a Lion, 
Dean, Markús B., Kira Kira, Gísli, 
Þorlákur, Jón Ragnar and Friðrik Þór. 
(Starts at 20:00)

THE OLD LIBRARY IN 
HAFNARFJÖRÐUR

Dj Andri
CAFÉ PARIS

Dj Maggi
HRESSÓ

Dj Þröstur 3000
CAFÉ VICTOR

Dj Alfons X
KAFFIBARINN

MONDAy – 5 JUNE

Live band Tim
RÓSENBERG

TUESDAy – 6 JUNE

Birthdayboy Bubbi in concert
LAUGARDALSHÖLL

WEDNESDAy – 7 JUNE

Duet Sessí and Sjonni
RÓSENBERG

Prince Tribute
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

Kimono, Coral, Lokbrá, Changer and 
Shima (Starts at 20:00)
THE OLD LIBRARY IN 
HAFNARFJÖRÐUR

THURSDAy – 8 JUNE

DJ Lucky plays reggae, dub and soul
CAFÉ PARIS

Benni Hemm Hemm, Paul Lydon, Illi Vill 
and Amina.
IÐNÓ

Mike Pollock
RÓSENBERG

Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Fræ (starts at 17:00)
GALLERY LOBSTER OR FAME 

Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Fræ + guests (starts at 21:00)
AMSTERDAM

Nektar
HRESSÓ

FRIDAy – 9 JUNE

Zappa Plays Zappa
Dweezil and Ahmet, sons of Frank 
Zappa, perform with legendary members 
of the Zappa band. 
LAUGARDALSHÖLL

Tattoo Rock (party featuring tattoo artists 
from a convention held earlier that day)
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

Halli Reynis in concert
RÓSENBERG

Dj Nökkvi
CAFÉ PARIS

Touch and Dj Johnny Nasty
HRESSÓ

SATURDAy – 10 JUNE

More rocking out with tattoo artists
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

Papar
NASA

Mogadon jazzband
RÓSENBERG

Dj Nökkvi
CAFÉ PARIS

Kóngulóarbandið
HRESSÓ

Dj Balli
KAFFIBARINN

SUNDAy – 11 JUNE

Mogadon jazzband
RÓSENBERG

MONDAy – 12 JUNE

The legendary former member of Pink 
Floyd, Roger Waters
EGILSHÖLL

THURSDAy – 15 JUNE

The Vikings Krákan in concert
RÓSENBERG

Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Sign (starts at 17:00)
GALLERY LOBSTER OR FAME

Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Sign + guests (starts at 21:00)
AMSTERDAM

Jet Black Joe – release concert
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

DJ Lucky plays reggae, dub and soul
CAFÉ PARIS

FRIDAy – 16 JUNE

Jet Black Joe
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

Todmobile
NASA

Menn ársins
HRESSÓ
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Music and nightlife events usually start around 
21:00, unless otherwise stated. Pubs close at 01:00 
on weekdays and much, much later on weekends. 
For those just wanting to party, the pubs and 
clubs don’t get crowded until after midnight on 
weekends, although Thursday is a semi-official 
night out. 
Compiled by Gunnar Hrafn Jónsson
listings@grapevine.is
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The Reykjavík City 
Theatre
On the main stage:

A Perfect Wedding
Icelandic translation of the comedic play 
by Robin Hawdon.

Ronia the Robber’s Daughter
Icelandic translation of the children’s clas-
sic by Astrid Lindgren.

Who wants to find a million krónur?
Icelandic translation of a comedy by Ray 
Cooney.

On the other stages:

Naglinn
Tragicomedy by comedian Jón Gnarr.

The Tenor
A comedy by Guðmundur Ólafsson. 

Broadway
Sjómannadagsball (Fisherman’s Ball)
The annual celebrations take place on the 
10th of May.

Le Sing
A combination of dinner and a show; here 
the waiters are also the performers.

The National Theatre 
of Iceland
The Celebration
An Icelandic translation of the classic Har-
old Pinter play.

Metamorphosis: Poetry in motion
Short stories and philosophical musings 
presented in the form of a puppet show.

Virkjunin
Also known as Das Werk, by Nobel Prize-

winning playwright Elfriede Jelinek. 

Eight Women
Icelandic translation of a farcical comedy 
by Robert Thomas.

Pétur Gautur
Icelandic version of the Henrik Ibsen play.

Galdraskyttan (der Freischütz)
The classic opera by Weber, performed in 
Icelandic for the first time.

Iðnó
I’m My Own Woman
Icelandic translation of Doug Wright’s 
play on German transvestite Charlotte 
Von Mahlsdorf, performed by popular 
Icelandic actor Hilmir Snær Guðnason.

The Akureyri Theatri-
cal Company

Little Shop of Horrors
Icelandic translation of the musical by 
Alan Menken and Howard Ashman.

The Ladybird
Icelandic translation of this Vassily Sigarev 
play.

The Icelandic Opera
Little Shop of Horrors
Icelandic translation of the musical by 
Alan Menken and Howard Ashman. Same 
cast as in the Akureyri version.

Dance
See www.id.is for an up to date list of 
events by the Iceland Dance Company.

REyKJAVÍK TRÓPÍK
From June 2nd to 4th, the place to be in Reykjavík will be a large tent outside the 
national university. A huge line-up of talent, mostly local, will be staging a massive 
summer festival and judging from the extensive list of participants there ought to 
be plenty there for everyone. Expect to see the following, in no particular order: 
Jakobínarína, Cynic Guru, Daníel Ágúst, Benni Hemm Hemm, Girls in Hawaii, 
Hjálmar, Bang Gang, Ladytron, Apparat Organ Quartet and DJ Buckmaster, 
Supergrass, Skátar, The Foghorns, Jan Mayen, Stilluppsteypa, Úlpa, Johnny Sexual, 
Hairdoctor, Kimono, Jeff Who?, Leaves and DJ Andrés, Flís and Bogomil Font, 
Nortón, Hermigervill, Forgotten Lores, Kid Carpet, Dr. Spock, Ghostigital, ESG, 
Gusgus DJ Set, Trabant, DJ Jack Schidt and DJ Casanova. See anything you like?
University of Iceland, June 2nd-4th

SLEATER-KINNEy
This all-female indie rock trio from Washington State might not be terribly well-
known in Iceland, but they have opened for Pearl Jam and are slated to appear as 
part of next August’s Lollapalooza line up in Chicago. Somewhat influenced by the 
riot grrrl and queercore genres the band’s members were previously associated with, 
Sleater-Kinney’s sound is unique, female and angry. If you were wondering about 
the name, it’s just a street next to the garage they used to practise in.  
NASA, Sunday, June 4th

ZAPPA PLAyS ZAPPA
Needing no introduction, Frank Zappa’s eccentric band is on its way to Iceland. 
Dweezil and Ahmet, two of Frank’s sons, are set to perform with legendary 
members of the Zappa band on the 9th of June, and this issue of the Grapevine 
has an interview with saxophonist Napoleon Murphy Brock who will be among 
them. While the band is guarded about what parts of Zappa’s voluminous 
catalogue will be given the most attention, there is little doubt that this will be a 
concert to remember for anyone with an appreciation for the late, great genius’s 
music and theatrics.
Laugardalshöll, Friday, June 9th

PRINCE TRIBUTE
We can now once again call Prince by the name we came to know him by, and thank 
sweet baby Jesus for that since the Grapevine doesn’t have fancy enough computers to 
type out egocentric rock star symbols. If you want to celebrate the man, the music and 
the lace, Gaukur á Stöng will be holding a tribute to the great pink one on the 7th of 
June. The impersonator chosen for the occasion is by all appearances... unique. Let’s 
just leave it at that. Now excuse me while I go wash my eyes out with bleach. 
Gaukur á Stöng, Wednesday, June 7th

BUBBI
Completely dilapitated failure of a musician Bubbi Morthens will attempt to remind 
people that he could once right a decent song in Laugardalshöll on Tuesday, which 
astute readers will identify as 6/6/6. Whether or not Bubbi intentionally wants people 
to realise that he is the personification of everything evil, corrupt and generally vile in 
the world today, proof of Satan’s existence will be made available to the general public 
as he slathers 5,000 people with the unforgiveable shit found splattered accross his 
last five or so albums. Yup, that’s right, Bubbi sold out Laugardalshöll, and the stark, 
piercing light of truth is brutally gouging out the Grapevine’s eyes: With the Progres-
sive Party in City Hall and Bubbi performing in a sold-out stadium while Iggy Pop 
can’t even fill an art museum, it should be obvious to anyone that Reykjavík has gone 
straight to hell, and the Grapevine will be temporarily relocating to Tierra del Fuego 
and taking the name ‘The Ushuaia Grapevine’ until things cool down. SE
June 6th, Laugardalshöllin



RESTAURANTS

Roma, at the far end of the main street 
Laugavegur, is a deli-type coffee house, 
and one of the best take-away places in 
town. It almost feels unnatural that all 
the tempting cookies, cakes and other 
sweet things that are calling your name on 
the shelves are actually quite reasonably 
priced. 

1
Café Roma
Laugavegur 118

Ráðhúskaffi inside the Reykjavík City 
Hall is a comfortable choice for the view 
over Tjörnin, especially recommended on 
the so-called window weather days – the 
days that are beautiful, as long as you stay 
indoors. Also art exhibitions, 80m2s of 
miniature Iceland and municipal politics, 
all conveniently under the same roof.  

2 Ráðhúskaffi 
City Hall

Grái Kötturinn (The grey cat) is a cosy 
place, and that’s why it’s a shame that it’s 
quite often closed when we knock on their 
door and peer through the window later 
in the evening. Don’t follow our example 
and go during the daylight, it’s especially 
popular during the morning hours.

3 Grái Kötturinn 
Hverfisgata 16a

A peaceful café with perfect windows for 
people-watching and a lot of daylight. 
Hljómalind is run by a non-profit organi-
sation and it only serves organic & fair 
trade products. 

4 Kaffi Hljómalind 
Laugavegur 21

Kaffi Mokka is the oldest café in Reykja-
vík, dating back to the 1950s. It’s the place 
with dark, smoky atmosphere and great 
numbers of loyal customers. Their waffles 
are best in town. Seriously.

5 Mokka 
Skólavörðustígur 3a

A coffee house where you can find all 
kinds of people - all ages, all nationalities, 
with very friendly, down-to-earth feel to 
it. Affordable prices on coffee, cakes and 
the lunch menu. Try their speciality, the 
(South) African latte.

6 Ömmukaffi 
Austurstræti 

The youngest coffee house in Reykjavík 
is also the homiest. Almost like a living 
room away from home, Babalú keeps it 
simple, quiet and cozy with coffee and the 
occasional crêpe.

7 Babalú 
Skólavörðustígur 22a

CAFÉ

Expanded and improved, this is the down-
town store for one of the country’s finest 
coffee importers. While anything here is 
good, the speciality coffee drinks are truly 
remarkable: our favourite, the Azteca, an 
espresso drink with lime and Tabasco. 

9 Kaffitár 
Bankastræti 8

With McDonalds long departed from 
the centre of Reykjavík, we got Italian 
chain Segafredo, which isn’t a bad trade-
off. The staff are expert baristi, and, even 
though Iceland is proud of its coffee, no-
body quite tops the Segafredo latte. 

10 Segafredo 
By Lækjartorg

Sólon is a nightclub on Friday and Sat-
urday nights, but it seems to have more 
lives than one, since in the day it’s a cof-
feehouse and in the evening (weeknights) 
they have a decent menu as well, and an 
art exhibition on the walls to finish the 
package with an artsy touch. 

Oliver is one of the biggest hits in town 
at the moment. Good news for the early 
birds: they open at 8 in the morning with 
an extensive brunch menu, staying chic all 
day long, until late - always crowded, with 
an everlasting queue outside especially 
towards weekend nights. Their Mediter-
ranean menu, served in huge portions, is 
guaranteed to make you smile. 

12 Oliver 
Laugavegur 20a

Kaffibarinn is Cool Hip Reykjavík. Blur’s 
Damon Albarn owns a share of the bar, 
probably figuring it was cheaper than 
buying drinks all the time. This place has 
managed to serve as a 101 living room 
for quite a while already, with DJs often 
playing on the weeknights, with volumes 
rising towards the weekend. Friday and 
Saturday nights serve as the weekly peaks 
of claustrophobia. 

13 Kaffibarinn 
Bergstaðastræti 1

“Welcome to the Jungle/ We got fun and 
games,” quote the bard. Elements of this 
odd and alternative cultural institution 
also include an upstairs that looks and 
smells like a bus, a garden, a flea market 
and a queue on weekend nights that looks 
never-ending. 

14 Sirkus 
Klapparstígur 30

A very nice “grandma” style café. Subter-
ranean, as all traditional coffee shops 
should be. This place makes you feel 
warm, both with its atmosphere and the 
generosity of the coffee refills. 

8 Tíu Dropar 
Laugavegur 27

11
Sólon 
Bankastræti 7a

BARS 'N' BISTROS

Vegamót (crossroads) has an appealing 
lunch menu, they serve brunch during the 
weekends, and the kitchen is open until 
22 daily. After that the beat goes on, and 
you can check the end results in photos 
published the day after on their website 
www.vegamot.is. If you like Oliver, try 
Vegamót and vice versa.

16 Vegamót 
Vegamótastígur 4

B5 is a newly opened bistro with a Scandi-
navian focus on the menu. Don’t be fooled 
by the impressive collection of design 
classics that you see in the window when 
passing by – it’s neither cold nor overly 
expensive, but rather a cozy place with 
friendly service.

17 B5 
Bankastræti 5

As the Viking style garden and logo ac-
curately signal, this is no place for the 
weak— yes, chess bars are that tough. 
Even if the downstairs atmosphere can 
feel a bit ominous at times, it’s one of the 
best venues for live music in town. Chess, 
beer and rock’n’roll. 

19 Grand Rokk 
Smiðjustígur 6

The rock bar on Laugavegur is one of the 
late-night party venues in town. You’ll feel 
the floor jumping every Friday and Sat-
urday, and it’s neither you nor an earth-
quake. Live concerts and a nice foosball 
table upstairs. 

20 Bar 11 
Laugavegur 11

The celebrated site of one of the more 
famous coffeehouses in Iceland, this bar/ 
coffeehouse/ restaurant brings a European 
flair to the city. That is until about 11, 
when things get to rockin’, and you can see 
the true character of Reykjavík. 

21 Hressingarskálinn 
Austurstræti 20

Spelled with a C rather than with the more 
traditional K in order to be more cosmo-
politan. This ploy seems to be working, as 
the bar has become a hangout for foreign-
ers. The Viking ship sitting on top of the 
building might also add to the appeal. The 
crowd is very mixed, both in origin and 
age, and so is the music.

15 Café Victor 
Hafnarstræti 1-3

18
Perhaps the closest thing to a jazz club 
in town, with old instruments lining the 
walls. People go there for conversation 
and listening to music rather than danc-
ing. The place tends to have jazz or blues- 
type music, and is developing a bluegrass 
scene.

Rósenberg 
Lækjargata 2

The recently expanded Cultura is located 
in the same building with the Intercultural 
Centre. A good value menu, friendly 
service and settings that allow you to ei-
ther sit down and carry on discussions, or 
dance the night away – tango on Wednes-
days starting with free lessons from 20 to 
21:00.

23 Café Cultura 
Hverfisgata 18

Used to be the oldest continuously run-
ning traditional coffeehouse on the street, 
but, after a change of clientele, they now 
cater to a younger crowd. A diner during 
the day and a nightclub on weekends, 
you can also borrow games there, such as 
backgammon or chess.  

24 Prikið 
Bankastræti 12

Pravda is one of the larger clubs/bars in 
downtown Reykjavík. It’s divided between 
two floors and also separately into the 
Pravda Bar and the Pravda Club. The 
club section of Pravda is ideal for dancing, 
while the bar section is somewhat more 
quiet and chilled out, with occasional live 
jazz and sometimes reggae.

22 Pravda 
Austurstræti 22

Posh as the fifth circle of hell. DJs on 
Thursdays, Fridays and Saturdays. Arrive 
before 12 if you want to avoid the queue. 
Civilian attire is looked down upon. Do 
not expect to get in wearing hiking boots.

26 Thorvaldsen 
Austurstræti 8

Iceland’s oldest bar is now in its early 
twenties. During the day it’s a pool pub 
and on weekday evenings there are live 
rock concerts by a mix of mainstream and 
underground bands. On weekends there 
is usually a lot of action with cover bands 
playing everything from Britney to the 
Beatles...  

27 Gaukur á Stöng 
Tryggvagata 22

There are no tricks to this one. You know 
what you want and you know what you’ll 
get when you enter this simple, straight-
forward pub. We are talking about drink-
ing beer. Known as the hangout for the 
intellectual circles of Reykjavík.   

25 Ölstofan 
Vegamótastígur 

One of the few proper sports bars in Reyk-
javík, so you can go and watch whatever 
game happens to be on the TV screens. 
The establishment is basically based 
around the bar, so you won’t have to go a 
long way for a drink. Open until five, and 
has a reputation for late night partying. 

29 Glaumbar 
Tryggvagata 20

They have a fish buffet for 2,500ISK 
every evening, with the magic words 
“eat-as-much-as-you-can” floating in the 
air. They also have an Icelandic media 
person working there every now and then, 
so watch out for a curly haired, friendly 
gentleman called Egill.  

30 Litli Ljóti Andarunginn 
Lækjargata 6b

Kaffibrennslan manages to be just a nice, 
“normal” place to go to, and a place to be 
seen at, surprisingly enough both at the 
same time. A wide variety of beverages, 
both bistro menu and a terrace outside the 
bar when the weather allows it. The iced 
coffee beverage is a delight.   

28 Kaffibrennslan 
Pósthusstræti 9 

Seafood restaurant, although they also do 
land-based animals. At lunchtime you can 
have a three-course meal for 2,300, which 
isn’t too bad, all things considered. The 
chef has been awarded the Medal of the 
Order of the White Rose by the President 
of Finland.    

32 Tveir Fiskar 
Geirsgata 9

Means “the corner” and the place lives 
up to its name. This is actually the oldest 
Italian restaurant in town, celebrating its 
25th year, which says something about 
the scene here before then. Excellent 
quality pizza, pasta and salads—all priced 
affordably.  

33 Hornið 
Hafnarstræti 15

It’s easy when you know what you’re do-
ing: good food for a reasonable price. To 
make it easier for the rest of us, they have 
their menu outside with images in colour 
and numbers. Just say the number and eat 
the food.   

31
Krua Thai
Tryggvagata 14

If you like fresh seafood and are in the 
mood for something a little different, this 
cosy but ambitious new restaurant just 
might fit the bill. Shellfish, salmon, squid, 
lobster and other creatures of the deep 
predominate the menu here. There is no 
smoking in the restaurant, but if you want 
to have a go at sitting outside there are 
fleece blankets provided. 

35 Vín og Skel 
Laugavegur 55

Above the Iðnó theatre, so it’s good place 
to go before shows, or during if you prefer 
a more quiet atmosphere. If you sit by the 
window you get nice view of the pond. 
It’s not a bad place to try one of Iceland’s 
culinary specialities, the lamb steak, one of 
those rare traditional treats that does not 
come as a shock to the uninitiated.  

36 Tjarnarbakkinn 
Vonarstræti 3

Argentina is something in the direction of 
South American-steakhouse-goes-fine-
dining-in-Reykjavík. It was the first res-
taurant around to offer steaks by weight, 
and it focuses on the beef – but they know 
their whale, sheep and reindeer as well. 

34 Argentína 
Barónsstígur 11a

A place to go for the local touch, even if 
usually a place recommended with this 
argument instantly loses the exotic. Still, 
I’d try this one. Sægreifinn (Sea baron) is 
a combination of a fish store and a... well, 
not exactly a restaurant but a place that 
serves prepared food, located in a harbour 
warehouse. Smell of fish, view over the 
harbour, old man that looks exactly like 
an Icelandic fisherman should. What’s 
not to love?

38 Sægreifinn 
Geirsgata 

Prides itself on being the northernmost 
Indian restaurant in the world. The daily 
special, comprised of two dishes on your 
plate, goes for roughly 1,000 ISK. But 
we recommend the chicken tikka masala, 
known to be highly addictive. 

39 Shalimar 
Austurstræti 4

The drive-in destination in 101 Reykjavík, 
Aktu Taktu is busy all day and all night. 
The burgers never disappoint, and the 
caramel shakes are a local favourite. If 
George Lucas ever makes his proposed 
Icelandic Graffiti, Aktu Taktu will have a 
central role.

41
Aktu Taktu 
Skúlagata 15

Yes, you can go here late at night and 
grab the best pizza in town, but it is also 
home to the best lunch specials, and food 
so good you’d eat it sober, something you 
can’t say for most food in Reykjavík. Plan 
on a 15-minute wait during lunch, so it’s 
best to call or stop at a local bookstore or 
souvenir shop while your pizza is cooked. 

42 Pizza King 
Hafnarstræti 18

The oldest bakery in Reykjavík, founded 
in 1834. If you are particular about your 
bread this is about the best place in central 
Reykjavík to stock up on a variety of fresh-
ly baked loaves – they also do a particularly 
moist and juicy version of the ever popular 
vínarbrauð pastries. 

43 Bernhöftsbakarí 
Bergstaðastræti 13

For those with a bit of money and time on 
their hands, the evening is well spent at 
Tapas, where you can while away the eve-
ning having course after course of wonder-
ful miniature dishes served. If you don’t 
feel like getting up right away afterwards, 
there’s also a lounge.

37 Tapas 
Vesturgata 3b

40
One of the best-known fish restaurants 
in Iceland, it also kind of rocks. The cook 
is Súkkat member and Megas sidekick 
Gunni. Foodwise, they’re known for in-
novative fish dishes made from a variety 
of rare fish and shellfish and related raw 
materials.

Við tjörnina 
Templarasund 3

FAST FOOD

The first sub sandwich shop in Iceland, 
opened  in 1986, Hlölla Bátar has a large 
selection of subs filled and named with 
creativity and imagination. Brave souls 
might want to try the Gúmmí-Bátur (rub-
ber boat), or go local and choose Sýslu-
mannabátur (sheriff sub) with lamb filling. 

45 Hlölla Bátar 
By Ingólfstorg 

The owner is a miser who charges ad-
ditionally for everything, but this is almost 
certainly the best junk food in the Greater 
Reykjavík area. The subs are great, none 
of that Subway commitment to healthy 
living, and they probably contribute sig-
nificantly to the ever-increasing “size” of 
the nation. They also serve burgers and 
sandwiches, and have lunchtime offers. 

46 Nonnabiti 
Hafnarstræti 11

Used to be called One Woman Restau-
rant, as there was always the same woman 
working there. Has new owners and a 
larger staff, but the theme is still vegetar-
ian, with one vegan and one wheat-free 
dish always on offer. The only vegetarian 
restaurant licensed to carry beer and wine.

48 First Vegetarian  
(Á næstu grösum)
Laugavegur 20b

Apart from the multicultural experience 
that comes with eating the Icelandic ver-
sion of kebab, which comes with beef 
and lamb, or falafel, which comes with 
marinara sauce and pickled cucumber, this 
eatery has the best fish and chips in town 
and a menu that would satisfy the United 
Nations.

49 Kebabhúsið  
Lækjargata 2

Actually a bar, but best known for its 
hamburgers. A burger with fries for 500 
is one of the best meal deals in town, but 
special mention must go to the Forget-
Me-Not blue cheese and garlic extrava-
ganza.

50 Vitabar 
Bergþórugata 21

Their menu is simple: It consists of Coke 
and hotdog. And nothing else. Ask for 
one with everything, and you’ll get a dog 
in a bun with ketchup, mustard, remou-
lade (don’t ask), fried and raw onion. The 
standard Icelandic hotdog, only somehow 
it tastes better. 

44 Bæjarins Bestu 
Tryggvagata

47
A new branch of the American Quiznos 
has entered the thriving downtown sub 
market, and it’s you, our dear, hungry 
reader who gains from it. A good selection 
of tasty subs, but also sandwiches, salads, 
soup of the day. This is Quiznos first 
European restaurant, your response will 
decide how many more will come East. 

Quiznos 
Lækjargata 

Laugavegur

Austurstræti Bankastræti

Skólavörðustígur

Hverfisgata

Fra
kkas

tíg
ur

Barónsstígur

Lækjargata
Ing

ólf
sst

ræ
ti

Þing
ho

lts
str

æti

Óðin
sg

ata
Tja

rna
rgata

2

32

31

38

34

37 27

40
36

29
15

7

45

1

4

Berg
sta

ða
str

æti

41

43 35

Læ
kj

ar
ga

ta

Austurstræti

Hverfisgata

K
la

pp
ar

st
íg

urSkólavörðustígur

Laugavegur

In
gó

lfs
st

ræ
ti

Hafnarstræti

Bankastræti

49

48

46

44

42

43

47

39

33

10

9

5

8

3

26

2122
17

11
23

20 19
14

24

13 16 12
25

18

30

28

6

 DOWNTOWN REYKJAVIK

A year ago, Cintamani loaned us some sum-
mer hiking clothes so that we could wander 
the extremes of this island in comfort. Since 
then, Cintamani has become one of the most 
trusted outdoor brands on this Arctic island. 
We can say a lot of positive things about 
they’re operation, but we just can’t forget 

how damned comfortable their rain pants 
are. We said it in 2005, and we’ll say it in 
2006: if the Sopranos moved to Iceland, they 
would wear Cintamani. 

Cintamani Center for Adventure, Laugavegur 
11, 101 Reykjavík, Phone: 562-7000. 

SPOTthis CINTAMANI



101 GALLERÍ
Hverfisgata
Opening hours: Thu.-Sat. 13-17

21.04-03.06.2006
Steingrímur Eyfjörð 

03.06.2006-22.07.2006
Steinunn Þórarinsdóttir

ÁSMUNDARSAFN
Sigtún
Opening hours: 10-16 every day

Permanent Exhibition:
The Man and Material 
A retrospective exhibition of works by 
Ásmundur Sveinsson

THE EINAR JÓNSSON 
MUSEUM 
Eiríksgata
http://www.skulptur.is
Opening hours: Sat.-Sun. 14-17

Permanent exhibition of the sculptor 
Einar Jónsson

THE CULTURE HOUSE
Hverfisgata 15
Opening hours: 11-17 every day.

Permanent exhibitions: 
Medieval Manuscripts, The National Mu-
seum – as it was and The Library Room.

22.04.05 - into the summer
An ode dwelt – Snorri Hjartarson 1906-
2006. 

GERðUBERG 
CULTURAL CENTRE
Gerðuberg 3-5, 111 Reykjavík

06.05-10.09.2006
Sculptures by Guðjón Stefán Kristinns-
son. Materials include driftwood, rock, 
glass and turf. 

06.05-10.09.2006
Acrylic portraits by Jón Ólafsson.

06.05-10.09.2006
Paintings by Ketill Larsen.

I8 GALLERÍ
Klapparstígur
Open Thu.-Sat. 13-17 and by appointment

19.05.06-01.07.06
Upstairs: Finnbogi Pétursson
Downstairs: Twelve female artists

GALLERÍ ANIMA
Ingólfsstræti 8 
Open Fridays 12-17
Sat.-Sun. 13-17
Free entrance

26.05.2006-18.06.2006
Erla Þórarinsdóttir

THE REyKJAVÍK MUSEUM 
OF PHOTOGRAPHy
Grófarhús, Tryggvagata 15, 6th floor
Workdays: 12-19
Sat.-Sun. 13-17
Free admission

01.06.05 – 24.09.05
Photography by Andrés Kolbeinsson. 

DWARF GALLERy
Grundarstígur 21
http://this.is/birta/
Opening hours vary.
Free entrance

GyLLINHæð 

Art academy exhibition space
Laugavegur 23
Open Thu.-Sun. 14-18

Students from the second year of the 
Academy.

KJARVALSSTAðIR 
REyKJAVÍK MUSEUM
Flókagata
www.listasafnreykjavikur.is
Open every day 10-17

02.04-05.06.2006
Ilia og Emilia Kabakov 
Joseph Kosuth
Installations In memory of H.C. Andersen  
 
08.04-03.12.2006 
Let’s Look at Art: A series of exhibitions 
especially designed for children.

16.06-03.09.2006 
Works from the Reykjavík Art Museum’s 
collection

KLING & BANG GALLERÍ
Laugavegur 23
www.this.is/klingandbang
Open Thu.-Sun. 14-18 
Free entrance

13.05-11.06.2006
Hannes Lárusson
Ubo Roi meets Humpty Dumpty (in 
Iceland)

13.05-11.06.2006
Downstairs
Helgi Þórsson

ASÍ ART MUSEUM
Freyjugata 41
Open every day 13-17; closed on Mondays  
Free entrance

03.06.2006-25.06.2006
Huginn Þór Arason and Unnar Örn 
Jónasson

THE NATIONAL GALLERy
Fríkirkjuvegur
www.listasafn.is
Opening hours: Tue.-Sun. 11-17
Free entrance 

12.05-25.06.2006 
Birgir Andrésson, retrospective
Steingrímur Eyfjörð, retrospective             

08.07-10.09.2006               
Landscape and Folklore (from the Natio-
nal Gallery of Iceland collection)

14.05-11.06.2006
Animals in Reykjavík: a photographic 
collaboration by Bryndís Sæbjörnsdóttir 
and Mark Wilson.

HAFNARHÚS 
REyKJAVÍK MUSEUM
www.listasafnreykjavikur.is
Open every day 10-17
 
09.06.2006-20.08.2006
Carnegie Art Awards 2006

09.06.2006-22.10.2006
The Erro Collection: Graphic Works

THE NATIONAL MUSEUM
Suðurgata 41
www.natmus.is
Opening hours: daily 10-17

Temporary Exhibitions:
The National Gallery of Photography:
Roots of the “Rúntur”

The Arc Hall:
Invisible women in Icelandic art

Research Exhibitions:
Archaeological research and Iceland’s 
new view of history

Permanent Exhibitions
The Making of a Nation

NORDIC HOUSE
Open 12-17; closed on Mondays

NæSTI BAR 
Ingólfsstræti 1a

Regular exhibitions by local artists

LIVING ART MUSEUM
www.nylo.is
Open Wed.-Sun. 13-17
Free entrance

14.05-10.06.2006
The Supremes - 19 artists from outside of 
Iceland, along with five Icelandic artists.

GALLERy 100 DEGREES
Bæjarháls 1 
http://www.or.is/Forsida/Gallery100/
Open Mon.-Fri.: 8:30-16:00
Open Sat.-Sun.: 13-17

14.05-01.07.2006
The Supremes - 19 artists from outside of 
Iceland, along with five Icelandic artists.

11.05-03.06.2005
Finnbogi Pétursson

SAFN
www.safn.is
Open Wed.-Fri. 14-18
Sat.-Sun. 14-17
Free entrance

13.05-11.06.2006
Ceal Floyer 
Karin Sander

GALLERy FOLD
Rauðarárstígur 14-16
www.myndlist.is
Open Mon-Fri.: 10:00-18:00
Sat.: 11:00-16:00
Sun.: 14:00-16:00

27.05.2006-11.06.2006
Bragi Ásgeirsson 

SIGURJÓN ÓLAFSSON 
MUSEUM 
Laugarnestangi 70, Reykjavík
http://www.lso.is/

The Sigurjón Ólafsson Museum exhibits 
works by the Icelandic sculptor Sigurjón 
Ólafsson.

GEL GALLERÍ
Hverfisgata 37, 101 Reykjavík

19.05-05.06.2006
“A Model for the Treeman” by Belgian 
artist Dirk Leroux

GALLERy BOREAS
Baldursgata 11, 101 Reykjavík
www.galleryboreas.com

TURPENTINE
www.turpentine.is
Open Tue.-Fri. 12-18 
Sat. 11-16 

13.05-11.06.2006
Nína Tryggvadóttir

HALLGRÍMSKIRKJA 
Entrance Hall

03.06.05-24.08.05
Works by Ásgerður Búadóttir.

PHOTOGRAPHy IN THE 
STREETS OF DOWNTOWN 
REyKJAVÍK

The Reykjavík Museum of Photography 
is celebrating its 25th anniversary with 
a photographic retrospective scattered 
around the city center. The theme is a 
general look back at the past century of life 
in the capital. Most of the photographs are 
on display in Lækjartorg, Austurvöllur and 
Fógetagarður.

OUTSIDE REyKJAVÍK:

Hafnarfjörður:

HAFNARBORG
www.hafnarborg.is
Open 11-17, every day but Tuesdays.

03.06-03.07.2006
Örn Þorsteinsson “Kvika úr búri - sculp-
tures” 

SUðSUðVESTUR 
Hafnagata 22 
230 Reykjanesbær
http://www.sudsudvestur.is/

27.05-18.06.2006
Þórunn Hjartardóttir 

Akureyri: 

GALLERÍ + 
Brekkugata 35 
(Closed for the summer, may re-open in 
August)

JÓNAS VIðAR GALLERy 
Opening hours: Fri.-Sat. 13-18

AKUREyRI ART MUSEUM
http://www.listasafn.akureyri.is/
Open from 12-17. Closed on Mondays.

06.05-25.06.2006
Homesick 
A series of exhibitions in four countries.
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Prepared for the Grapevine by the Centre for 
Icelandic Art. For more information, visit www.
CIA.is, or visit their office at Hafnarstræti 16, 101 
Reykjavík. 
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TV
The Oprah Winfrey Show
The queen of daytime TV doesn’t seem to 
ever run out of steam. Her show will have 
its twentieth anniversary this September 
and her viewer ratings are still amongst the 
strongest in the world. Laugh and cry along 
with Oprah and her loyal hoard of emo-
tionally stunted housewives, as they tackle 
such diverse topics as: Tom Cruise’s new 
love, sexual abuse in the Catholic church, 
movie and book reviews, drug abuse and 
how to start your own business with noth-
ing more than a waffle iron and a book 
that costs $19.95 from Oprah’s online gift 
shop. She also gives her audience members 
the occasional set of diamond earrings or 
keys to a brand new car – completing her 
ascent to the status of the world’s most 
perfect person. On the negative side, she 
is responsible for bringing us Dr. Phil, and 
as we all know he is an unholy apparition 
from the innermost depths of the inferno 
of hell itself. GHJ
Wednesdays, 20:50; Stöð 2

Project Runway
Heidi Klum has long had a remarkable 
talent for smiling and looking cute, but 
now she’s begun showcasing her unrivalled 
skills as a television presenter in front of 
the entire world. In this fashion-themed 
reality show (and who is really going to 
keep reading after that sentence opener?) 
she is the judge and jury and decides who 
of a number of young designers has the 
proverbial ‘it’ that is needed to make it in 
the fashion world. Remarkably now in its 
second season, this thing is already way 

overdue for cancellation – so see it while 
you can. Or not. GHJ
Wednesdays, 20:25; RÚV

The Fairytaler
A series of fairly well-produced animated 
adaptations of Hans Christian Andersen’s 
classic fairy tales. The series was made to 
celebrate his 200th birthday in 2004, and 
uses a narrative style that has been updated 
to suit present-day audiences. If your kids 
aren’t familiar with the classics of children’s 
literature and prefer to sit transfixed in 
front of Shrek and LazyTown, this is 
one way to introduce them to Andersen’s 
mastery. GHJ
Fridays, 18:00; RÚV

The West Wing
This series about life in the oval office is 
now entering its seventh season in Iceland. 
Martin Sheen is still in office, everyone still 
spends most of their time power-walking 
down corridors while arguing about world 
affairs and press relations and suffice to 
say, it seems like we can expect more of the 
same. That is, until elections finally come 
around… GHJ
Wednesdays, 23:05; RÚV

2vær
Little is known of this mysterious show: 
legends tell of women combining hair and 
make-up in magnificently bland nordic 
ways and grinning so wide and vacantly 
that turning down the brightness in your 
set may be in order if you actually feel 
motivated to taint your electronics with 

this bilge. But if you are held in rapture by 
the concept of two women “discovering 
new perspectives on ordinary, yet fascinat-
ing things” (quite possibly the least potent 
concept for a TV show in the history of the 
known universe), allow us to spare you the 
repugnance and horror by providing this: 
A way to watch 2vær without even owning 
a television set. Simply close your eyes and 
picture youself on a 53-hour plane ride 
with a middle-of-the-row seat between 
a ceaselessly coughing old man trying to 
recount trivial events from the last family 
reunion he went on and a devastatingly 
flatulent mother clutching an infant that 
alternates between vomiting and crying. SE
Fridays, 18:00, Skjár 1 

Music Videos
If you’re one of those crazy people who get 
up before four in the afternoon, you may 
have caught a glimpse of what Sirkus and 
Skjár 1 like to do when you’re not supposed 
to be watching: Playing music videos. Ideal 
for those with a limited attention span, 
they usually play a very random mixture of 
any videos they can get their hands on, and 
are decidedly neglectful of those who might 
be curious as to who it is they’re watching-
- the videos rarely have no titles. This can 
provide for a very surreal kind of quiz game 
between you and a friend. Try to guess 
which band it is without ever knowing if 
you had the right answer. SE
Every night between 03:00 – 15:00 (approxi-
mately), Skjár 1 & Sirkus

Sambíóin - Kringlan
Mission Impossible: III
17:30, 22:00, 22:40
American Dreamz
17:45, 20:00, 22:00
The Shaggy Dog
16:00
Scary Movie 4
20:10, 22:20

Sambíóin – Álfabakki
American Dreamz
15:30, 17:45, 20:00, 22:20
The Da Vinci Code
15:00, 18:00, 21:00, 22:45
The Da Vinci Code (VIP)
15:00, 18:00, 21:00
Shaggy Dog
16:00, 18:00
Mission: Impossible III 
15:30, 18:00, 20:30, 22:30
Scary Movie 4
16:00, 18:00

Háskólabíó
The Da Vinci Code
16:00, 18:00, 20:00, 22:00
Mission Impossible III
17:00, 20:00, 22:00
Shaggy Dog
18:00, 20:00

Sambíóin – Akureyri
The Shaggy Dog
18:00, 20:00
Mission Impossible III
17:40, 20:00, 22:20
Scary Movie 4
22:00

Sambíóin – Keflavík
American Dreamz
18:00, 20:00, 22:00
Shaggy Dog
18:00
Mission Impossible: III
20:00, 22:20

Laugarásbíó
X-Men 3
16:00, 18:00, 20:00, 22:20
The Da Vinci Code
17:00, 20:00, 22:50
Bandidas
18:00, 22:20
Inside Man
20:00

Regnboginn
The Da Vinci Code
18:00, 21:00
Bandidas
20:00, 22:20

Little Red Riding Hood
18:00
Prime
17:45, 20:00, 22:15

Smárabíó
X-Men 3
17:40, 20:00, 22:20
The Da Vinci Code
16:00, 17:00, 18:00, 20:00, 22:00, 23:00
The Da Vinci Code (Luxury)
17:00, 20:00, 23:00
Cry Wolf
22:00
Little Red Riding Hood

18:00, 20:00, 22:00

Ice Age 2 (original English-language 
version)
16:00

Borgarbíó 
X-Men 3
18:00, 20:00, 22:00
The Da Vinci Code
17:00, 20:00, 23:00

RADIO
Rás 1
Government radio station often featur-
ing talk shows, radio soap operas, and 
traditional music.

Rás 2
More progressive government radio sta-
tion, featuring a variety of music as well as 
news discussion programmes.

Bylgjan (98.9 FM)
Light pop music.

Útvarp Saga (99.4 FM) 
Iceland’s oldies station, featuring both Ice-
landic and foreign music from decades past.

Talstöðin (90.9 FM)
Talk radio station, in Icelandic.

Létt 96.7 (96.7 FM) 
Office pop, easy listening.

FM 957 (95.7 FM)
One of the “hnakkistöðvar,” playing pop-
rock geared towards urban clubbing youth.

XFM (91.9FM)
Iceland’s rock station, often playing cut-
ting-edge releases.

Lindin (102.9 FM)
Christian broadcasting station, available all 
over the country.

Kántríbær (100.7 FM)
Iceland’s country music station, still going 
strong from Skagafjörður since 1992.

Visit www.kvikmyndir.is for regularly 
updates on new films and showing 
times.

The X-Men are coming to the big 
screen. Again. All your favourites from 
the first two movies are back, and so 
are the incredibly derivative plotlines. 
Once again examining issues of racism 
and alienation, the third instalment of 
the series focuses on the discovery of a 
‘cure’ for the mutations that afflict our 
superhero (and super-villain) friends. 
Who will choose to forsake the powers 
destiny gave them in order to conform 
to a normal life and raise a family? Who 
will ultimately... No, sorry, I can’t write 
this crap. Go see it if you need to kill 
time, but don’t expect Fellini. GHJ

X-Men 3

Hugh Grant thinks Americans are 
funny, and he thinks reality television 
is funny, and he thinks the American 
president is funny. He also laughed his 
ass off through Schindler’s List. Which 
is not to say that Hugh Grant, or his 
product, American Dreamz, is complete 
shit just because its concept and actors 
are daft and superficial. The script, writ-
ten in less time than the movie poster 
text, is the reason the movie sucks so 
bad. BC

American Dreamz
www.gljufrasteinn.is

Take one overrated bestseller, add an ac-
claimed actor who is more or less a guar-
antee of box office success, stir lightly 
with controversy over a low flame and 
serve to an eager audience that wouldn’t 
know literature or historic accuracy if 
they were impaled on it by an evil priest. 
We haven’t seen it, actually, and we 
don’t want to. In this case the thought 
of a movie managing to be worse than 
the paltry book it was based on is simply 
so unfathomable as to make the mere 
thought painful. Hate mail from Dan 
Brown fans is respectfully declined, 
however. Try someonewhogivesadamn@
davincicode.com. GHJ

The Da Vinci Code



NESJAVELLIR
S P E C T A C U L A R  N A T U R E  O N  R E Y K J A V Í K ’ S  D O O R S T E P

Thanks to the development of the geothermal power plant at Nesjavellir, a new area has become accessible to

hikers and other nature lovers. Grafningur is a region of outstanding natural beauty within easy reach of Reykjavík.

Splendid landscape, hot springs and craters, varied vegetation, rivers and lakes are among the attractions of the

area.

Reykjavík Energy has put much effort into making the Grafningur area accessible to visitors, by

providing marked paths, information signs, cabins and maps.

The visitor centre at the Nesjavellir power plant is open:

Summer: 1 June through 31 August

Monday´s through Saturday´s 9:00-17:00

Sunday´s 13:00-18:00

Outside the summer season: 1 September through 30 May

Monday´s through Saturday´s: by arrangement

Sunday´s: closed

T
el. 480-2408 • e-mail: gestamottaka.nesjavollum@or.is • Fax 480-3633

Hiking map available at tourist

information centres and bookshops.
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SUPERMAN RETURNS
After a long absence to discover if there were any more survivors from his home 
planet of Krypton, Superman returns to Earth to reclaim his lost love Lois 
Lane, only to discover that she has moved on with her life. Meanwhile, Lex 
Luthor has found out that superman has indeed returned, and sets out to wipe 
out the Man of Steel once and for all. His chances of success, absolutely zero. 
 This time around Superman is played by an unknown actor in the business 
called Brandon Routh, who is essentially making his feature film debut, having 
previously starred in a small movie called Karla, which also made its debut this 
year. Director Bryan Singer is not a man who normally makes mistakes, and 
the trailer looks to be supercool, with Kevin Spacey playing Lex Luthor. There 
is enough anticipation, that when we find out the movie is crap, we will be fully 
disappointed. 

PIRATES OF THE CARIBBEAN: 
DEAD MANS CHEST.
With Johnny Depp returning as Captain Jack Sparrow it 
soon turns out that he has more secrets than George W 
Bush. This time around he discovers that he has to pay a 
blood debt to Davy Jones and his locker gang, spoiling the 
wedding plans for Will Turner and Elizabeth Swann. All 
the regular cast return for the sequel to this hit comedy of a 
couple of years back, including the director Gore Vebinski. 
 The trailers suggest this goes a bit towards the fantasy 
side, with giant squids, etc. And the key cameo, that of 
Keith Richards, was dropped after Rolling Stones schedul-
ing conflicts. 
 What does this mean? Any excitement about seeing this 
movie has been blown by crap trailers and Keith Richards 
no-shows. No expectations, then. Except Johnny Depp will 
likely take it badly if his cheekbones don’t pack a theatre. 

CASINO ROYALE
This is it, this is where it all began. James Bond is a new 
recruit at the MI6 team. Bond’s first mission takes him to 
Madagascar where he is to spy on international terrorist 
Mollaka. But not everything goes to plan and Bond de-
cides to follow up independently of MI6, in order to track 
down the rest of the terrorist cell. Following a lead to the 
Bahamas, he encounters Dimitrios and his wife, Solange. 
He learns that Dimitrios is involved with Le Chiffre, a 
banker to the world’s terrorist organizations, who is hold-
ing a high stakes poker game to make back the money he 
owes to a terrorist organisation.
 Made back in 1967 as a spoof Bond movie, Casino 
Royale is now getting the treatment it deserves. The trailer 
is smart, and Daniel Craig could yet prove himself worthy 
of the name Bond, if he just hurries up and gets rid of all 
that acting ability. 

CARS
Pixar is bullet-proof. Last year, they pulled off Incredibles. 
This year, they will fail, finally, with Cars. The story of 
hotrod McQueen who, on his way to a race, loses control 
and ends up in Radiator Springs, where he discovers the 
meaning of friendship and love. 
 The voice over list includes actors you loved but are 
now worried for, including Owen Wilson voicing Hotrod 
McQueen, Michael Keaton, Tony Shalhoub, and Bonnie 
Hunt.
 The joy of watching Apple and Pixar fail will likely 
make up for the drudgery of having to sit through count-
less free promos of Cars influenced products. 

GRAPEVINE SUMMER MOVIE PREVIEW  By James Davis-Mann and staff
The great thing about being a cynical bastard is that you’re usually proven right. Never is this more true than with summer blockbusters. This year, there is a whole lot of hype com-
ing down the crap pipes, Here’s our guide. 

CARNEGIE ART AWARD 2006
Exhibition of works selected for the nomination of the Carnegie Art Award 2006.
The Carnegie Art Award has been established to promote Nordic contemporary 
painting and to recognise and support distinguished artists born or living in the 
Nordic countries. About 30 experts on Nordic contemporary art each nominate five 
artists to this distinction. A jury consisting of eminent experts selects the works of art 
to be part of the exhibition. 
First-prize winner: Karin Mamma Andersson, Sweden
Second-prize winner: Eggert Pétursson, Iceland
Third-prize winner: Petra Lindholm, Finland
Scholarship: Sirous Namazi, Sweden
Hafnarhús - Reykjavík Art Museum, June 9th to August 20th 2006

KJARVAL - THE FRONTIERSMAN
A theme exhibition from Jóhannes S. Kjarval’s collection. While he hasn’t garnered 
much attention abroad, Kjarval (1885-1972) holds a special place in Icelandic art his-
tory and culture as one of the most beloved artists of the nation. His roots lay in the 
old Icelandic rural community, but his life and art are tightly bound to the cultural 
awakening of the nation in the first half of the 20th century. Go see what all the fuss 
is about.
Kjarvalsstaðir - Reykjavík Art Museum

ERRÓ – GRAPHIC WORKS 
The works currently on display are from several different periods of Erró’s 
art – the most recent ones from last year. To create his paintings Erró 
makes collages from his extensive source material based on printed matter 
all over the world. Parallel to his paintings Erró has always made works in 
print. In this exhibition are graphic works based on various series of his art 
like Mao Visiting Venice, Femmes Fatales, Art History and many others.
Hafnarhús - Reykjavík Art Museum, June 9th to October 22nd 2006
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Oldest bakery in Iceland

since 1834 

BERGSTAÐASTRÆTI 13
- PHONE: 551 3083
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Entering our fourth year, the 

Grapevine takes our col-

lective hat off to Iceland Review, now in its 44th year of 

operation. What is more, the English-language cultural 

magazine has never been better, with editor Krista Mahr 

finding a voice and combining the talents of Icelanders 

and friends of Iceland. BC

Free at the Reykjavík City Hall

Iceland 
Review

The complete mail-order catalogue for all ACME produc-

tions, including fake holes and giant magnets. Prices, 

plus shipping and handling included. SBB

Iða 1,795 ISK

ACME 
Catalogue

Wild, unpredictable and 

rebellious – if any of these 

adjectives pertain to you, you might want to consider 

getting yourself a Vespa. Although loud and impractical, 

they provide an attention-grabbing alternative to the 

utter lameness of walking or the squareness of riding in 

a car, and as we all know, riding the bus is just so last 

summer. Vespas also provide amusing tales and anec-

dotes to share with your friends and family, especially if 

you ride yours uninsured and drunk at four on a Tuesday 

morning, only to be apprehended by policemen spiteful 

of your renegade coolness. Yes, the Grapevine declares 

this to be the summer of the Vespa. SE

80,000-300,000 ISK

Vespa
The union-made, earth-

friendly, anti-sweatshop, 

cruelty-free and pro-grassroots sneaker. Blackspot 

sneakers are made from organic hemp, vegetarian leath-

er and recycled tire soles. They are available in two differ-

ent types, The Classic (8,000 ISK) and the Unswoosher 

(9,000). Both types have a red dot, a so-called sweet 

spot, for kicking corporate ass. SBB

Hljómalind Organic Café 8,000/9,000 ISK

Blackspot 
Sneaker

A tiny little spotlight with a 

clip that you stick on your 

book cover. It provides just 

enough light for you to read, and yet not enough light 

to disturb your sleeping partner(s). Perfect for all those 

nights spent with strangers in crowded sleeping bag ar-

rangements. Batteries included. SBB

Tiger 400 ISK

Reading 
Light Clip

One of those indis-

pensable self-help 

handbooks that teach you things you were not aware 

you needed to know. A guide to 365 different positions, 

guaranteed to add flavour and versatility to your sex life. 

SBB

Iða 1,295 ISK

Position of 
the Day

The complete first and sec-

ond seasons of the funniest 

show in recent memory is available at Skífan. Don’t miss out on the 

critically acclaimed Ron Howard production. Sadly, the show was 

cancelled following the third season after failing to secure a loyal fan 

base. That is a shame. SBB

Skífan 3,999 ISK

Arrested 
Development

From the depths of the Dead 

Sea, Black Mud contains 49 

different minerals, including calcium, sodium, magnesium, potas-

sium, zinc and iron. Smear it on your body and it will nourish and 

purify the skin, allowing it to better absorb moisture and relieve pain. 

A 1,200 ISK cheaper alternative to a visit to the Blue Lagoon. SBB

Tiger 400 ISK

Black 
Mud

Ministry for Foreign Affairs
www.mfa.is

Bezt í Heimi* lobster soup

650.- kr�

OPENING HOURS : 8 - 21 

Purtrifed shark
marinated in Icelandic schnapps

Sour Whale Meat
Hard fish

�

�
�

�
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Sleater-Kinney Interview

by sveinn birkir björnsson

The Riot Grrl threesome of Carrie Brownstein, Janet 
Weiss and Corin Tucker, collectively known as Sleater-
Kinney has been touring Europe in support of the latest 
release, The Woods. The act will perform at club NASA 
in Reykjavík, on the 4th of June. The Grapevine got 
in touch wit Janet Weiss and Corin Tucker for a brief 
interview. 

/// First off, is this looks like you girls are moving up, 
you are (or have been) playing a lot big name festivals 
(Big Day Out, Coachella, Lollapalooza), and you’ve 
signed with a pretty big label... You even get to play in 
Iceland... Is this the year Sleater-Kinney finally breaks 
through the mainstream barrier?
Janet: It doesn’t look like we’ll be breaking through any 
mainstream barrier anytime soon. The barrier is some-
thing we’d rather leave untouched, thank you very much. 
Our goals and aspirations remain in the artistic realm. 
We have played some bigger festivals, but we usually go 
onstage early, before the main acts even hit the site. 
Corin: But we’ve really enjoyed playing the larger festi-
vals, and I think we’ve proven ourselves to be a live act 
that is worthy of a large crowd. It’s a good accomplish-
ment.

/// You recently moved from small, indie label called 
Kill Rock Stars to Sub PobWhat prompted that move? 
Especially as you have always taken a fierce pride in 
being on a small indie label?
Corin: We wanted to try a different set up and perhaps 
put our band into a different context. We wanted to 
suprise people a little bit.
Janet: We try and take pride in all our decisions. We left 
Kill Rock Stars and for a year we had no label at all. Our 
relationship with them had become like an old married 
couple, and we wanted to re-energize the bussiness side 
of our record making. We still think quite fondly of Kill 
Rock Stars though. 

/// Your latest album, The Woods, sounds a little less 
punk thanearlier releases, perhaps more structurally 
complex, was this aconscious decision to move away 
from your punk roots, perhaps in aneffort to reach a 
wider audience?
Janet: I think we moved away from punk roots on The 
Hot Rock album. Our value system is based in DIY and 
punk rock, but we have never tried to sound like Black 
Flag. 
Corin: We wanted to make a more experimental record, 
and the music is a bit more complex than some of our 
older punk songs. But it wasn’t an effort to be more com-
mercial necessarily, just to push ourselves musically.
Janet: Anyway, I don’t think a 15 minute song with a 5 
minute improvisation in the middle would be considered 
by anyone alive to be a step in a commercial direction.

/// Sleater-Kinney has been a pretty political band, and 
you have been vocal on feminist issues and pro-choice 
matters. Where does the political interest come from? 
Corin: We’re all just opinionated people, and come from 
a music scene where artists are often involved in politics, 
or activism. 

/// Do you feel any obligation to get a message across to 
younger female audience through your music?
Corin: I don’t feel we’re obligated to convey a message, 
but I do think we can inspire young women to keep 
working at what they love.
Janet: Yes, play your own instruments, write your own 
songs, and be fearless when it comes to your music.

/// You hail from the Pacific-Northwest, which has 
been sort of an anti-corporate hotbed, which seems 
kind of funny, considering some of the big corporations 
located in the region, Starbucks, Boeing, Microsoft, 
Nike, etc. How can you be so corporate and yet anti-
corporate?
Janet: The region is quite beautiful. I guess being close 
with nature might encourage one to protect it.
Corin: Yeah, The Pacific Northwest is very beautiful, 
and natural. I think people would like to keep it green up 
there, and challenge corporations that pollute the area.

/// I recently saw you perform on the Henry Rollins 
Show, did he flex his biceps?
Corin: Henry Rollins is a very charming guy, and I hope 
his show does well. We had a great time playing on it.
Janet: I didn’t watch the show. The people who worked 
there were awfully nice though, but I don’t really see a 
show like that taking off.

/// So what do you guys like to do on tour? Do you have 
off days to do some tourist stuff, or do you smash up 
hotel rooms or what?
Corin: Recently we had some time in Brussels, which is a 
beautiful city. We try to walk around and see as much as 
we can. And then we smash up the hotel!
Janet: I think we are the most boring band in the world. 
Drive, play, shower, sleep, eat, drive, play, eat... etc.

/// What are you guys listening to on tour? Any good 
recommendations?
Janet: We listen separately on headphones in the van, so 
I can only speak for myself, but I’ve been listening to The 
Cure, Wilco, The Gossip, Joanna Newsom, and some 
other stuff.
Corin: My new favorite record is the Bruce Springsteen 
Pete Seeger Sessions. It’s so inspiring.

Gunnar Hrafn Jónsson on Reykjavík Dining  Photos by Skari
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Bergstaðastræti 37
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HóTEL HOLT

$
Ah, Hótel Holt. A fancy hotel with an even 
fancier restaurant and home to what must be 
the fanciest art gallery this side of Fancyland. 
This reviewer has fond childhood memories 
of running up his grandparents’ credit card 
bills by ordering cheese sandwiches from the 
Holt’s gourmet kitchen at all kinds of incon-
venient times, crawling all over the expensive 
leather furniture and being told not to touch 
the Cuban cigars and to stop poking the 
antique books.
 Coming back for a meal recently, and 

on decidedly better behaviour, the experi-
ence was more sober and refined. As soon 
as you enter the gallery, which is basically 
the interior of the restaurant/lobby, you are 
greeted by a large collection of paintings by 
all the greats of Icelandic art. It is sometimes 
said to be the most valuable single collection 
in Iceland, and looking around for a moment 
it’s not hard to believe. As an added bonus, 
the walls in the cognac room are lined with 
shelves of ancient-looking books, the only 
one we could see a date on said 1738, and it 
clearly wasn’t the oldest.
 We were suitably impressed, then, before 
the meal even began. Having been told that 
an inexperienced person might accidentally 
request a 100,000 ISK bottle of wine, we left 
the selection to our waiter, and he brought 
us back… eh, something good. Probably 
French. You can tell we were out of our 

element here. Underlining that fact was 
our waiter for the evening: Jeeves, Jr. This 
was someone who took his job so seriously 
you got the feeling he would never forgive 
himself if your glass of water went below the 
half-empty mark. For all his professionalism 
he would have done well to crack a smile, 
though, but I suppose that’s forbidden by 
contract these days.
 The food consisted of modern versions of 
French haute cuisine, with foam and delicate 
little side dishes much in evidence. It was all 
very good, but perhaps not as mind-blowing 
as one was expecting from a restaurant with 
such an impeccable reputation. It may be that 
the Holt is simply a victim of its own success 
in that regard, served anywhere else a meal 
like that would probably surprise you with its 
quality. 

Austurstræti 4
Tel.: 551-0292

$ $

SHALIMAR

Shalimar is a restaurant that several mem-
bers of the Grapevine staff like to frequent, 
and its friendly service and authentic South 
Asian cuisine once earned it our Bezt í Hei-
mi award (you can still see the article posted 
in their window). Not wanting anyone to 
become complacent, though, we feel that 
even the best places need to be re-reviewed 
from time to time.
 When we checked back in with Shali-
mar, it became apparent that little had 
changed except perhaps the place’s popular-

ity. The naan is still great, the dishes spicy 
enough to feel like the real deal without 
causing permanent injury, and the staff are 
some of the most helpful around. The night 
we arrived it seemed like just about everyone 
else in Reykjavík got the same idea, though, 
so it is a real credit to the staff that they 
actually got us our food in a timely fashion 
while doing the same for dozens of others 
on two f loors. Incidentally, on that night we 
opted for the vegetable korma, the Punjabi 
masala f ish and some garlic and Peshawari 
naan. All were predictably good, as was the 
mixed rice dish that came with the main 
courses.
 The only problem a casual diner might 
have with the experience is the fact that the 
main courses are not all that plentiful. This 
stems from the fact that they are designed to 
be accompanied by a variety of breads, rice, 

chutney and the like. Just order a couple of 
side dishes and you will walk away full. 
Lastly, you must try the lassi, a yoghurt-like 
drink that not only takes the edge off the 
spices but tastes great as an after-dinner 
treat. We recommend the mango variety. 

Situated in one of the older buildings 
in downtown Reykjavík (built in 1834), 
Lækjarbrekka has been a celebrated institu-
tion of f ine dining since the location was 
extensively renovated in the early eighties. 
On an interesting historical side note, the 
house was originally built as a bakery by the 
f irst bread mogul of Iceland: Danish-born 
Daniel Bernhöft, who also founded Bern-
höft’s Bakarí, the country’s oldest operating 
bakery.
 As you would expect, the interior of 

Lækjarbrekka is in keeping with the archi-
tecture outside, creating a cosy but elegant 
feeling by imitating elements of design from 
the period in which the house was originally 
built. The service we got immediately upon 
our arrival was professional but, thank god, 
personal. There is a tendency for some of the 
more exclusive restaurants in Iceland to hire 
competent but emotionally vacant waitstaff 
– as if someone cracking a smile while pour-
ing your wine might ruin the ambiance. Not 
so here, our waiter was helpful and cheerful 
throughout, which is so much more relax-
ing than being part of some kind of scripted 
performance.
 When the menus came we opted for a 
selection of game and lobster, dubbed Game 
Feast and Lobster Feast respectively on the 
menu. Considering the ingredients and the 
skill with which they were prepared, these 

meals were actually very reasonably priced 
at just under 6,000 ISK for all three courses. 
The puff in, reindeer, lobster, duck and 
more lobster were all expertly prepared and 
presented, so, once again, we are forced to 
sound like a tourist brochure in the res-
taurant review section. From the creamy 
lobster soup to the skyr dessert I especially 
requested instead of ice cream, there was 
hardly a false note, and the wine and cognac 
that the waiter recommended f it perfectly. 
In a desperate attempt at being critical, we 
must admit a post-meal massage from a fair 
maiden would have been nice. 

$ $

$
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NASA

Coco Rosie
Paul Lydon

May 17th 2006

The atmosphere at NASA prior to the start of Coco 
Rosie’s set did not point towards a terribly enjoyable 
evening. The crowd was of the vegetarian coffeehouse 
variety, consisting mostly of smiling, smoke-free 
youths all here to see their favourite band, but who 
scornfully mock the opening act who was delaying 
their heroes’ appearances.
 I can’t say I disagreed with them. Paul Lydon’s 
music was so forced that even the supposedly open-
minded and easygoing types rolled their eyes in igno-
miny and sipped their cocktails in disdain. Once the 
wailing and rather badly amplified piano had subsided, 
the room started to fill with a very genuine, even in-
nocent form of anticipation.
 Everyone there was obviously in love with Coco 
Rosie. They’re simply too much of a fad to draw 
anyone but the most appreciative and most devoted 
fans. The people trying to appear hip by listening to 
them would never go as far as to see the show; actually 

paying money to see the concert would be a waste of 
unemployment benefits better spent on Naked Ape 
sweaters or paying the rent for their fashionably situ-
ated 101 Reykjavík basement apartments.
 What this inevitably meant was that no matter 
how pretentious the people onstage might be, the 
crowd were honest and well-intentioned. When the 
band finally stepped forth, they too were deeply ap-
preciative of the peripheral social nook who had come 
to see them, and although they couldn’t resist a little 
theatricality (trying to be a weird and spontaneous art-
ist is one thing, but Coco Rosie took contrivance to a 
new level with their bludgeoningly over-the-top Native 
American headdress), they eventually became so enam-
oured with their viewers that it simply became one big 
party... well, maybe not big, but my point is that by the 
end of the night, the only way to tell the band from the 
audience was whether they were on a stage or not.
 Live, Coco Rosie are completely without their 
trademark haphazard production and meticulously 
engineered quirkiness, which works as a sort of double-
edged sword for them: It makes listening to them a lot 
less irritating, for without their fad-making produc-
tion, the songwriting and emotion shone pure, giving 

them a vitality that could never be captured on record, 
but in the process exposed that same songwriting for 
being little more than the work of the latest in a long 
line of flavours-of-the-month in the world of indie 
pop.
 I had always dismissed their style as being too 
reaching, too pretentious to convey any meaning 
to their music, but their performance that night 
showed me that the music is in fact very traditional 
and straightforward, it just isn’t presented as such: a 
winning formula by any standards, as evidenced by 
the crowd, who remained diligently entertained by 
even the tamest numbers. At one point, I even heard 
someone shushing a particularly talkative individual so 
as to better hear the vocal work, some of which was, 
admittedly, stunning. Make no mistake, Coco Rosie 
are a talented band, and well-deserving of the niche 
they’ve carved out for themselves, but no amount of 
careful niche-carving will save them from disappearing 
into the annals of forgotten indie fads, and any concert 
where someone gets shushed at simply has to suck, 
simple as that.

  

The Private Show

By Sindri Eldon  |  Photo by Skari

300.000
ÍSLENDINGAR

400.000
FERÐAMENN

Loksins!

Auglýsingadeild The Reykjavík Grapevine  |  540 3600  |  ads@grapevine.is

– Reykjavík’s Only English Language NewspaperThe Reykjavík Grapevine

Auglýstu í Grapevine sem – loksins – með 
nýjasta Íslendingnum nær til 700 þúsund manns
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Laugardalshöll

Ian Anderson

May 22nd 2006 Arriving at Laugardalshöllin to see the Ian Anderson 
concert, I felt like this was the opening night at an 
oversized old folks’ home. Most of the people there 
had 50 or 60 years of experience listening to music, 
many still believed they had a full set of hair and talked 
loudly about the Led Zeppelin concert in Iceland some 
30 years ago. Tonight, you knew they would go home 
after the show and watch Easy Rider and light up a 
joint they’ve been saving since Woodstock. Like many 
of the younger people there, I went to this concert with 
a parent. 
 This was not Ian Anderson’s first visit to Iceland. 
Jethro Tull played at Akranes in 1992. At that time, 
only 12 years old, I decided to see Black Sabbath, who 
were also playing the previous night. I have always 
regretted my decision not to see Jethro Tull. Now, 
finally, I had a chance to make up for it. 
 The show started, and I thought to myself, what 
have I gotten myself into, an instrumental Irish ethnic 
concert. I felt no nostalgia, only sickness. The first 
song was some crap from Anderson’s solo album. 
He managed to save face with some good humour. 
Then he started playing one of Jethro Tull’s classics 

“Living in the Past.” But a smile turned into a frown 
when I discovered that Ian Anderson was like many 
of the people watching, burned out. His flute playing 
was really good, but so what? People could have seen 
Joanna Newsom and Coco Rosie for the same amount 
they paid for this fiasco. Then came the violins and 
orchestra. Then a young and sexy solo violin player 
by the name of Lucia Micharelli was introduced. She 
played a song from the Godfather soundtrack in gypsy 
style. I was really moved and then Anderson started 
playing his wretched flute. I just wanted to shout at 
him and tell him were he could stick that flute. 
 Ian Anderson kept on making people laugh at the 
expense of Lucia Micharelli. He started off when she 
bent over to pick up her violin with the great middle-
aged man one-liner “Please don’t bend over.” Then he 
introduced a song she was going to play called “She 
Is Like the Swallow” with, “I didn’t say she likes to 
swallow, come on.” 
 He was like a dirty old man. Lucia smiled at his 
every joke, but I think it was more out of pity for the 
man who could once in his life get every girl he wanted 
but was now reduced to harassing the hired help. 
 Lucia played a solo composition by Sibelius. I 
got goose bumps in the good way. And there was no 
sound but the emotional breathtaking violin playing 
of Lucia, the 22-year-old goddess. Watching her for 
two hours would’ve been worth the price of admission. 

She touched me in a way that no woman has ever 
touched me. I cried. There was no escaping it, and, for 
three minutes, my life was complete. Then started that 
damned flute, once appealing, now, like Coldplay, just 
irritating.  
 Mozart’s Rondo alla Turka was to be the victim of 
Mr. Anderson’s cruellest of jokes. Ian raped Mozart 
that night. This was yet another joke that went too far.
 The high point of the night was Led Zeppelin’s 
“Kashmir” mixed in with Micharelli’s interpretation of 
Jimmy Page’s guitar solo from “Whole Lotta Love.” 
Just when I was starting to enjoy myself it turned 
out that Ian Anderson was not satisfied with raping 
classical songs, he also wanted to rape his own once 
and that’s a little like incest, the greatest crime of all. 
The musicians were great but not even the immaculate 
sex appeal of Lucia could make up for Anderson’s 
awful singing, which could best be described as Dylan 
with Tourette’s syndrome. People got a good show and 
seemed to like it, but, then again, people are idiots. 
People like the Eurovision song contest. 
 Finally, the concert was over and people stomped 
and applauded, maybe because he was leaving. At least 
that’s the reason I clapped. Then came the encore, and 
I fell asleep. I woke up and witnessed Mr. Anderson 
sexually assaulting one of his songs. This time one of 
my favourites “Locomotive Breath.” I walked out. 

  

Fat Old Guy Mocks Pretty Girl

By Helgi Valur  |  Photo by Skariwhere
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NASA

Heavy Trash, 
Powersolo, 
The Tremelo 
Beer Gut 
and Fræ

May 26th 2006

It was my deep respect for Palli, guitarist from the 
pop band Maus, that led me to restrain a section of 
the audience from launching a surprisingly heavy 
ashtray (note to Nasa, remove heavy ashtrays when 
you have shit bands scheduled) at his head as Palli 
strummed out the most mundane of repetitive light 
rock melodies over the rapping of an atonal band 
mate in the band that officially qualifies as an 
aberration, Fræ (Seeds). How do I explain how bad 
Fræ are—the most obvious description is this, they 
sound, look, and have the stage energy of a Christian 
rock band trying out hip hop. They even have those 
kind of dance moves. 
 The experience of showing up to see tricked 
out rockabilly and getting Christian rock is such 
an unforgivable bait and switch, again, especially 
when the people causing you the pain are friends or 
acquaintances.
 Fine, fine, fine. You make it through Fræ. You 
figure it’s like a kidney stone. Easy breathing, try to 
clear your head and think of nothing, kind of like 
the band members and lyricist, and you get through 
it. But to be given Tremelo Beer Gut immediately 
after that. Damn. 
 Tremelo Beer Gut have a great name and a big 
fog machine. And they play surf rock. And they 
seem really annoyed that nobody gets how great they 
are. Surf rock. Not good surf rock, I mean, come on, 
these guys are called Beer Gut, you aren’t expecting 
Maestros. No Dick Dale here. No, just adequate 
surf rock. Like Dick Dale played real slow. And 

mixed badly. With fog. For an hour. With a bunch 
of Danes in the audience. In ski jackets. Doing the 
twist.
 Then we got to Powersolo, who have a decent 
CD, Egg, and who came to last year’s Airwaves and 
gave a great 15-minute performance. In fact, they 
pointed this out as soon as they got on stage, that 
they played for 15-minutes and now would play a 
long set. A very long set.
 Powersolo, made up of Spencer’s Heavy Trash 
bassist Kim Kix playing guitar, obviously his second 
instrument, along with two friends, is not the kind 
of band that pulls off long shows. Bass players 
shouldn’t play guitar for a long time. Not when they 
don’t have a bassist or lead guitar player playing with 
them, or when they don’t have lyrics, or songs, or 
dynamics. Kim Kix seemed like a nice guy. Helluva 
guy. But coming on 2 am, his music just made you 
think of the joy of silence. 
 And then, finally, our man Jon Spencer came 
on with Heavy Trash. Hallelujah. He started out, 
and he was going strong from his new album. But, 
almost immediately, something was wrong. The 
music from the album sounded like the new album. 
EXACTLY like the new album. Spencer’s take on 
rockabilly was to play live like you’re in a studio, 
keep the solos under four bars, keep the mix right, 
stay exactly on beat. And it all sounded extremely 
restrained and tired.
 Sure, the Danes danced, but the rest of us, 
especially when we realized that the sound guy was 
playing back-up guitar and keyboards to fill out the 
sound while Spencer posed, we got annoyed. And 
this went on, until 2:45, when the last few dozen of 
us were left, and Spencer ran out into the audience.
 And that’s when Jon Spencer woke up. And sud-

denly we had a show. As it happened, I was standing 
next to the sound guy, giving him dirty looks, and he 
stopped playing because the set list was done. And 
Spencer started finally getting into playing music 
instead of doing manual labour, and Matt Verta-Ray 
finally let his perfect tone and fingering take off. 
And at 3 am, they were done, and I had seen what 
Spencer could do. And I have this to say: fuck off, 
Mr. Spencer. 
 Fuck off, Mr. Spencer, for your May 26th show 
in Reykjavík. I mean, Jesus fucking Christ, we got 
the tickets, we bought the CD, we wrote about you, 
we told our friends to come, we swore up and down 
about your integrity, and you made us sit through 
5 hours of absolute hell before we finally got what 
we wanted… at 3 am. Mind you, at 3 am, you, Mr. 
Spencer, were a God. With Matt Verta-Ray taking 
off on his massive hollow-body guitar, and you sc-
reaming out rockabilly like a preacher who stumbled 
into a Southern California prom in need of salvation, 
I mean, that was something. And Kim Kix, the man 
on the double bass, the ghastly skeleton who could 
add a slap note to damn near anything, that was just 
perfection. But that was at 3 am, mother fucker! 3 
am! We showed up at 10 pm. And it’s not like we 
waited in silence. That would have been fine. Maybe 
sitting in chairs full of glass shards or something 
to prove our devotion. That would have been fine. 
But no, we, music lovers, fans, had to listen to pale 
imitators, (in both senses of the word), and the worst 
hip hop/ light rock band this side of an Orlando, 
Florida megachurch, to get to our moment of Spen-
cer. So fuck you. I’m done. I’ll buy your CDs. But I 
don’t need this shit.

  

15 Great Minutes

By Bart Cameron  |  Photo by Gúndi

www.bluelagoon.com

Energy for life through forces of nature
Welcome to Iceland – Welcome to SPA City Reykjavík

Reduces stress. Loosens up stiff joints and muscles. Alleviates jet lag. Strengthens the heart and lungs. Cures hangovers. Helps insomnia. Inspires the powers of imagination. 
Fortifies the body. Improves moods. Soothes the mind. And, they are the right place to meet Reykjavík residents and get reliable information about what’s happening in the city.
Reduces stress. Loosens up stiff joints and muscles. Alleviates jet lag. Strengthens the heart and lungs. Cures hangovers. Helps insomnia. Inspires the powers of imagination. 

Eleven Reasons to Visit Reykjavík’s 
Thermal Pools and Baths

www.spacity.is
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Joanna Newsom
Smog and
Slowblow

May 16th 2006

There was art in the air. Everybody was wearing 
woollen sweaters and scarves or hats or drapes they 
had ripped down to sew a gown. The first act of the 
evening was Slowblow, a band who personifies the 
word arty. 
 Slowblow started off with some string-arranged 
mood music that could have been a soundtrack to 
a French silent movie. In the next song, drums and 
keyboards were added, giving it a more modern feel. 
There were sound problems and big bangs, though 
certainly no universe was being born. The whole show 
was redundant. I wrote down notes Dreamy-Naive-
Arty-Arty Farty-Redundant-Background-Elevator 
music. I thought to myself “Is this it?” Maybe I was 
annoyed just seeing heads in front of me. I loved 
Slowblow when they warmed up for Blonde Redhead, 
but now they were like a beautiful girl who has no 
character, nothing to say, nothing to offer but beauty, 
so when you get to know her she looks ugly to you, 
though undoubtedly she could win a beauty pageant. 
  When walking to the concert I’d met a friend of 
my brother and he said he was just there to see Bill 
Callahan. I said, “Yes, of course,” not having any idea 
who Bill Callahan was. I later found out that Bill Cal-
lahan, known in the music business as Smog, has it as 
his profession to date up-and-coming female singers. 
He used to be the boyfriend of Chan Marshall (better 

known as Cat Power). His latest prey is sweet and 
innocent Joanna Newsom. All kidding aside, Smog is 
more famous than Joanna Newsom, and he has been a 
major influence on the alt-country scene. 
 So it was an act of chivalry that he opened for his 
lesser-known, entirely more beautiful girlfriend. Smog 
started to play and was very melodic, had such charac-
ter in his voice, a cross between Nick Cave and Johnny 
Cash. I was immediately hooked on his simplistic 
strumming and excellent lyrics. People almost fell 
asleep watching Smog, but I liked him. Sure he was a 

dirty old man, but I could have listened to Smog play 
the two chords over and over and humming all night. 
 People were getting quite comfortable and Bill 
shouted “whoo” with a high-pitched voice reminding 
us that sometimes you have to be shouted at to fully 
appreciate life’s greatest joys. The high point of the 
Smog show was when he played the witty “Dress Sexy 
at My Funeral,” because he knows his wife will be at 
least 30 years younger when he dies. 

 At this point Joanna walked in. I had seen her once 
before at Roskilde and didn’t like her. Didn’t even 
see the whole concert. To me Joanna sounded like 
Janice from Friends. She has a voice that can be found 
somewhere between a little girl and a siren. She started 
playing and didn’t lack rhythm, unlike most harp play-
ers. As for her voice, even that helped me get trapped 
in a fairytale that I didn’t want to leave. 
 I was lost in Joanna’s wonderland, and her voice, 
once annoying to me, was now as necessary as air or 
bacon. Only Fiona Apple has made me cry listening to 
an emotional climax in music. Tonight, she was joined 
by Joanna Newsom.
 God is said to have loved King David more than 
other men for he played the harp so beautifully. I bet 
you God is in love with Joanna Newsom. Her music 
is pure expression, and in the end I was convinced she 
is not human. She lives in the stars, takes walks on 
the moon and gives the sun life. And you think these 
are metaphors. I speak what I see, and what I saw was 
beyond divine. Her voice is one of the most versatile 
instruments in the world. I just had to put down my 
pen and absorb every element of her performance. I 
was in love. Damn Bill Callahan.
 After the concert I talked to Joanna. She looked 
only seventeen. It was hard to imagine that this was 
the same girl that once spit at a fan who was yelling at 
her during a show. But that just made her all the more 
unique. We had a moment when she looked deep into 
my eyes, but Bill, the dirty old man, wasn’t far away. 

  

Harp Inspires Hyperbole

By Helgi Valur  |  Photo by Skari

“God is said to have loved King 
David more than other men for 
he played the harp so beauti-
fully. I bet you God is in love 
with Joanna Newsom.”

summer  Concert  series

ursday  junE  15th

17:00 gallerí humar eða frægð, laugavegur 59

free entrance

21:00 café amsterdam, hafnarstræti 5
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Fuzzy, pompous, raunchy to 
the point of being overbearing 
and a dead ringer for a punk 
band covering the theme 
music to a Gidget movie: Yup, 
three more of Jon Spencer’s 
disciples have been allowed 
to make an album. So, in 
other words, if you ever get 
sick of listening to The Blues 
Explosion, Boss Hog, Pussy 
Galore or Heavy Trash, here’s 

more of the same, except with 
the faintest trace of a Danish 
accent. Which is not to say 
it’s bad, mind you; after all, 
Spencer would never stand 
for anything you couldn’t 
blast from a car stereo whilst 
cruising for sexy chicks 
wearing aviators and a bomber 
jacket. SE

Powersolo – Egg
Sad, pathetic excuses 
for lyrics pockmark this 
otherwise smooth ride of 
well-written and well-played 
folk that is as pleasing to 
the ear as it is unlikely to 
revisit your memory, never 
mind your CD player. 
There are moments when it 
suddenly seems to amount to 
something, but these rarely 

last the length of even one 
song, and the idea of two 
thickset Scotsmen with a Bob 
Dylan fixation singing songs 
about ‘the tunnel of love’ and 
other such bilge is just so 
incredibly unappealing that 
it’s almost impossible to truly 
like this album. SE

Shallow, vacant Swede-indie 
that rather reminds one of 
the idiotic grin of someone 
who has recently inhaled far 
too much marijuana, or that 
intensely irritating person who 

always manages to see the 
bright side of anything that 
happens. Both of them may 
be morons, but at least they 
have the right idea. SE

In typically uncreative 
fashion, a bunch of classically 
schooled musicians have 
banded together to perform 
their jazzy takes on some 
modern poetry: Are you 

thrilled yet? Does this 
sound like your container of 
excrement? Well, guess what, 
you dull, tasteless snob... 
there’s two whole new CDs of 
it! Have fun! SE

Sigurður Flosason og 
Kristjana Stefánsdóttir 
Hvar Er Tunglið?

THE CHARADE
The Best is Yet to Come

Cheerfully sweet pop only 
identifiable as being off-the-
beaten-path by the rough-
hewn production quality and 
sometimes obscure subject 
matter of the lyrics, this 
is a sometimes intolerably 
fashionable musical trinket 
that rescues itself from avant-
garde lameness by having the 
only thing you really need to 
make good music: honesty 
and the ability to stick to 

what it knows, although 
some passion would have 
been nice as well. Nothing 
momentous, but good 
nonetheless. I would also 
advise them to steer well clear 
of allowing Carlos Giffoni to 
remix any of their songs in 
the future; the remix at the 
end is, quite simply, the most 
annoying song ever. SE

I fucking swear I’m going 
to pull a Tsar Nicholas II 
on these indie/lo-fi/folk 
motherfuckers soon. I know 
exactly how I’m going to do 
it, too: I’ll advertise an album 
giveaway of rarities by Neil 
Young, Nick Drake, Leonard 
Cohen and The Velvet 
Underground and when a 
fair amount of them have 

shown up, I’ll just padlock 
the door and start shooting. 
It doesn’t matter if some of 
them couldn’t make it because 
they were too busy advertising 
themselves on MySpace; 
they’ll get the message 
and abstain from making 
shitbaskets like this in the 
future. SE

Kamp Knox
A Tad 65

GRAPEVINE ALBUM REVIEWS

Guide to the rating system:
In prison, you deal in cigarettes. In Iceland, you deal in beers. We don’t condone this, we just 
accept it as fact. One beer = 500 ISK at the seedy bars we frequent. That means a mainstream 
release costs uo to 2500 ISK... or $40. Yes that much. That’s why we do the beer thing.

Worth four beers.
Worth two beers.

Worth three beers.

Worthless. Worth two beers. Worthless.

The Beasties – The Beasties Poachers Too – As in Also

TAKE THE WARMTH WITH YOU!

Open:
Monday - Friday: 

9:00 - 18:00

Saturdays: 
9:00 - 16:00

Wool & Souvenirs Shop 
in a Country Village near the city 

Since 1896

Reykjavík
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Grafarvogur - Bridge - Grafarholt

HYDROGEN

Álafossvegur 23 - Mosfellsbær
Tel. 566 6303 - www.alafoss.is
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As a candy critic, my goal was to find out where you’ll 
get the best “bland í poka” (mixture of candy in a small 
plastic bag) in downtown Reykjavík. Here in Iceland, 
these candy stores, scattered all around the city, are called 
“sjoppur”, always in a maximum 10 minutes walking dis-
tance, with a selection usually far beyond what is needed. 
Just to mention some of the diverse sugary sweets to be 
found in Iceland’s candy stores-highlighting the candy 
makers creativeness in the meantime- there are sweet, 
sour and peppery bonbons, gummy-lips and gummy-
mushrooms, chocolate fingers, liquorice coins, sour apple 
rings, salted skulls, not to mention the ever-popular salty 
smilies. 

With 2000 krónur in my pocked, I headed up Lauga-
vegur, feeling like a kid again as I was scouting for the 
best candy in town. As a kid, I always took my time to 
select diligently what sweets would end up in my small 
plastic bag, but on my first stop at Víkivaki I decided 
to change my old habits and allow the smiling saleslady 
make the pick.  
 “Want anything special?” she asked as I handed her 
200 krónur. (For 200 krónur you get roughly about 200 
grams of candy, but somehow the quantity varied quite 
a bit between shops… rarely did anyone use the scale.) 
Víkivaki doesn’t offer a great variety, and some of the 
candies weren’t the freshest found on my route, but I 
didn’t come out empty handed. 
 Picking out my favourites, I kept on walking up 
Laugavegur and went into Vínberið, a crowded candy 
store, with an inviting variety of fancy chocolates. There 
I had to queue in front of the self-serving candy bar as 
a group of kids were stuffing their bags. “You know, it’s 
50% off on nammidagur (candy day) “ a small boy said to 
me, “so you get twice as much candy,” he continued with 
a big smile and swallowed a marshmallow. 
 It’s worth noting that many candy shops now have 
a discount on “bland í poka” during weekends, but 
unfortunately I picked the wrong day to go candy hunt-
ing. Although the bags at Vínberið are fancy and all, the 
portions aren’t large. Unsatisfied with my small amount, 
I decided to make a right turn and look for the candy 
shops in the small streets around Laugavegur. 
 Drekinn on Njálsgata was my first pick. Featuring 
a particularly yummy candy counter, with all kinds of 
sweets and loads of Icelandic specialties like “kúlusúkk”, 
“bombur” and lemon, cherry, liquorice flavoured bon-

bons. As I set of with a packed bag and a lollypop in my 
mouth, I decided that Drekinn has to be regarded as one 
of the tops in town, with great variety, tasty candy and 
fairly cheap compared to the others. Also on Njálsgata, 
Heimabíó offers a rather good candy selection although 
the quality is nothing above average.  In Krambúðin, on 
the other hand, I got some delicious creamy caramels as 
I spotted the big selection of chocolates at the candy bar, 
offering everything you could dream of, even my favou-
rite, peppermint chocolate-covered animals. 
 As the small lion melted in my mouth, I continued 
my walk to Aðalhotnið on Barónstígur, where choco-
late frogs with green stuff inside are a recommended 
pick, and headed back on Laugavegur to the small shop 
Vitinn.  While Vitinn offers the tastiest candies in Reyk-
javík, the size of the servings is a bit of a tease. 
 Finally, we got to the working man’s candy stores, 
the supermarket 11-11, where the candy bar was far from 
being desirable- the liquorice just plain yucky, and the 
caramel so old I spit it out before finishing. Located only 
minutes away, 10-11 gets a better grade, only because the 
selection was a little more inviting, but there you surely 
will not get the most for your money.  
 My last visit was Svarti Svanurinn where I ran out 
of my money, thankfully. As I tore the head of my 
giant gummy lizard I started to feel terrible, with a 
headache and my stomach in pain I crawled home in 
something of a drowse wandering if I truly had chewed 
on my last bit of candy. 

Now, to my final verdict:  For the tastiest sweets go to 
Vitinn, for the variety and quantity Drekinn is a shop 
where you’ll be stuffing your mouth and finally, for those 
who get a craving at 5 in the morning, 11-11 is always 
open and, at that time in the night, it really doesn’t mat-
ter what the candy tastes like, does it?  

Drekinn, Njalsgata 23, 101 Reykjavík
Heimabíó, Njalsgata 49, 101 Reykjavík
Krambuðin, Skolaverðustígur 42, 101 Reykjavík 
Svarti Svanurinn, Laugavegur 118, 105 Reykjavík
Vikivaki, Laugavegur 5, 101 Reykjavík
Vitinn, Laugavegur 62, 101 Reykjavík 
Vínberið, Laugavegur 43, 101 Reykjavík
11-11, various locations.
10-11, various locations.

How and Where to Eat Candy in Reykjavík

by steinunn jakobsdóttir   photo by gúndi

Edda Hotels – the traveller’s choice

Hotel Edda is the summer hotel group that brings the wonders of Iceland right
to your doorstep. Great value for money and a great gateway to adventure.
See www.hoteledda.is for more info and offers. 

All around Iceland
www.hoteledda.is

Tel: +354 444 4000   
Fax: +354 444 4001   

edda@hoteledda.is

xxxxxx_Edda_Landscape_ad  30/5/06  11:50 am  Page 1
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Hornafjörður er blómstrandi samfélag í ríki Vatnajökuls.  Auk stórkost-
legrar náttúru og útsýnis sem á sér vart hliðstæðu er á Hornafi rði að fi nna 
fjölbreytta þjónustu og afþreyingu fyrir ferðamenn s.s. hótel, veitingahús, 
tjaldstæði, verslanir, sundlaug, söfn og sýningar, golfvöll og margt fl eira.  
Hornafjörður er því sannkölluð ferðamannaparadís.

Jöklasýning á Höfn var opnuð 3. júní 
2005 eftir miklar breytingar.  Markmið 
sýningarinnar er að miðla á fjölbreyttan 
hátt fróðleik um náttúru landsins og 
bjóða ferðamönnum upp á áhugaverða 
afþreyingu allt árið.  Sýningin er opin alla 
virka daga frá október til apríl.  Daglegur 
opnunartími er frá byrjun maí til loka 
september.  Sýningin er opnuð fyrir utan 
hina auglýstu opnunartíma þegar þess er 
óskað.

Jöklasýning 
á Höfn

www.joklasyning.is
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The southern part of Iceland is a part of the 
country I really haven’t explored enough. I’m 
only familiar with the big touristy things 
around the area and was therefore curi-
ous to find out where I would end up when 
being told that my photographer and I were 
supposed to go hot spring hunting in some 
secret valley located right above the town 
Hveragerði. We met up with our guides 
at 9 am inside the Arctic Rafting shop at 
Laugavegur 11 and drank our morning coffee 
before jumping into a jeep and driving off. 
The driver headed south to the valley named, 
appropriately enough, Reykjadalur (Valley 
of Steam), which I had never heard of before 
– strange considering that this place is only 
a short trip away from the city but a great 
getaway from everyday life. 

Reykjavík to Hveragerði is only about a half-
hour drive. After passing through the small 
heart of Hveragerði, we made a turn at an 
intersection up an unmaintained, unpaved 
road, with all the proper hollows and bumps, 
characteristic of many Icelandic roads. Sud-
denly it came to an end and we parked at the 
small parking lot, located next to the river 
Varmá. Seeing that our jeep was the only 
car there I realised this area isn’t a crowded 
tourist spot – presumably because people 
don’t know it exists, our guide explained. In 
my opinion, this made the journey even more 
thrilling. 
 As we got out of the car the wind started 
blowing and the cold breeze gave me the 
chills. I really was unprepared for a hiking 
trip, wearing my Converse sneakers and a 
thin jacket. I felt like a silly city girl with 

no outdoor experience whatsoever. I would 
strongly recommend better equipment, but 
with no time to whine I borrowed a woollen 
cap and a pair of gloves and we set out for the 
Reykjadalur valley.
 I was told it was a short and fairly easy 
hike, which would reach its peak at the 
naturally warm spring in Klambragil, where 
bathing is supposedly an unforgettable 
experience. The trail is called Rjúpnabrekkur 

(ptarmigan slopes), named so because of the 
winter population of ptarmigans in the area. 
The only living creatures in our path though 
were a couple of sheep walking around, 
feasting on the grass, which was turning 
green again after the cold and snowy winter 
months.  
 After about ten minutes of walking I 
realised to my dismay that I am in terrible 
physical shape. I thought my lungs would 
burst, my knees started shaking and I was 
just waiting to fall f lat on my face, letting the 
group move on without me. The small trail 
seemed endless, and the headwind wasn’t 

helping. At that point the idea of a hot spring 
hunt far away in the valley didn’t sound very 
amusing. But to my surprise, as we ascended 
I gained strength and became more light-
footed, and started enjoying the view, while 
our guides informed us about this astonish-
ing area. 

The Reykjadalur valley is part of the Hengill 
area, but the 800m volcano Hengill is a cen-

tral volcano, providing much of the geother-
mal heat in its surroundings, making the area 
extremely colourful with patches of silicon 
and sulphur. The landscape is symptomatic 
of this, with transfigured rocks, hot springs, 
warm rivulets and steam – a lot of steam. 
The view over Reykjadalsá in the middle of 
Djúpagil gorge, with its steep, rocky moun-
tains on both sides and a waterfall (which to 
our guide’s knowledge bears no name) is just 
spectacular. Standing on the edge of the cliff 
isn’t a wise choice for those afraid of heights 
but the impression of looking down on the 
seemingly untouched nature and the amazing 

scenery below was like being on top of the 
world. 
 When the hike was almost half-finished 
we came across a small shallow river, which 
we had to pass by jumping on some small 
rocks and praying not to slip. The group was 
getting thirsty, and having nothing to drink, 
one of our guides whipped out a plastic bottle 
from her bag and filled it with water from 
the river. Being able to drink ice-cold water 
from a river in the middle of nowhere is one 
of the things I cherish so much about Ice-
land, enjoy it while it lasts: with all the alu-
minium factories being planned in Iceland’s 
landscape, no one really knows when these 
small rivers will cease to exist. 
 Reykjadalur valley truly lives up to its 
name. As we reached the heart of it, smoke 
and steam soared from the hills as from the 
earth right at our feet and this distinctive 
smell, typical of thermal areas, welcomed 
us. Now our hot spring hunt started for 
real. Loads of small hot springs appeared 
all around us and I was almost hypnotised 
while staring down at the bubbling water. 
For quite a while we just stayed there, trying 
to figure out how hot the springs really were 
and how long it would take us to bake bread 
or boil an egg in the water. No clear answers 
came from the speculation so one of our 
guides started looking for her favourite mud 
pot, which turned out to be the smallest one 
around. Often the size really doesn’t matter 
and I understood her affection while looking 
down into the grey and muddy hole, which 
bubbled with strange noises and seemed and 
sounded as if it were puking. We threw some 

“Being able to drink ice-cold water from a river in the 
middle of nowhere is one of the things I cherish so 
much about Iceland, enjoying it while it lasts: with 
all the aluminium factories being planned in Iceland’s 
landscape, no one really knows when these small riv-
ers will cease to exist. ”

Bubbling Water and a Hidden Bathing Spot 

by steinunn jakobsdóttir   photos by gúndi

ReykjadalurOutside Reykjavík

>>> continues on next page

Experience Viking-Age Reykjavík at the 
new Settlement Exhibition. The focus of 
the exhibition is an excavated longhouse 
site which dates from the 10th century 
AD. It includes relics of human 
habitation from about 871, the oldest 
such site found in Iceland. 

Multimedia techniques bring Reykjavík’s 
past to life, providing visitors with 
insights into how people lived in the 
Viking Age, and what the Reykjavík 
environment looked like to the first 
settlers. 

The Settlement Exhibition 871±2
is located at Aðalstræti 16.

Reykjavík City Museum

www.reykjavik871.is

Step into
the Viking Age
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small rocks into it, which vanished rapidly, melted and 
turned into grey mud. Once bored with that activity 
we moved on.
 For those planning to hike in Reykjadalur it is 
worth mentioning that this area can be dangerous if 
you aren’t careful. The water in the hot springs can 
reach temperatures of 120° Celsius, with no ropes or 
barriers keeping hikers a good distance from the boil-
ing water. It’s easy to get burned if you aren’t looking 
where you’re walking. No warning signs have been put 
up in the area; the only cautionary sign we saw was 
an inconspicuous sign marked “Danger” located in a 
weird place that didn’t indicate clearly which direction 
it referred to. Bear in mind that although these hot 
springs aren’t as big as the mighty Geysir, they can do 
serious harm if you step too close. Here the forces of 
nature are more evident than in many places you will 
come across. Icelandic nature isn’t always friendly to 
nosy travellers. 
 At this point the walking trail became a little bit 
muddy and swampy, at which time I started cursing 
my sneakers for real, as they rapidly changed colour, 
turning from black to brown. Fortunately no major 
disasters occurred while exploring the hot springs. 
 As my feet were getting cold and wet I was thrilled 
when our guide pointed to a small rivulet, only metres 
away, where we were supposed to go bathing. The 
place is located right beneath a conf lux where the cold 
river Reykjadalsá unites with the boiling hot water 
creating a warm spring with a temperature similar to 
the hot tubs you’ll f ind in the swimming pools around 
the country. The conf lux could be described as a set of 

natural mixing taps, which keep the bath warm year-
round, creating a luxury Jacuzzi where hikers can relax 
and gain strength before heading back. Unfortunately 
I forgot my bathing suit at home, so while our guides 
whipped their clothes off and jumped into the warm 
spring, I sat on the side and dipped my toes into the 
water instead. As we sat there the sun suddenly ap-
peared, warming us up while we ate our lunch, which 
consisted of hot chocolate and Icelandic “harðfiskur” 
(dried cod). A weird but tasty combination. My guides 
kept telling me how cosy and amazing it felt relaxing 
in the Jacuzzi, and from the expression on their faces 
I didn’t doubt it for a second. As the time passed, my 
toes were starting to look like ten little raisins. It was 
time to head back to civilisation. 
 The hike back took a much shorter time, the trail 
descending and the wind not blowing as heavily. Sud-
denly we were looking down at highway nr. 1 and the 
jeep became evident. Our time in nature, far from the 
bustling city, had come to an end, and as bad as I had 
felt in the beginning of the journey, I really wanted 
nothing more than to keep on walking in the peaceful-
ness. 
 After a brief stop for refreshments at the small 
shop Mæran in Hveragerði, we returned to Reykjavík 
around 2 am. A little bit tired and dazed from all the 
clean air, I felt invigorated and relaxed, already plan-
ning another trip with my friends to this truly hidden 
treasure. Next time my bathing suit will surely be the 
first thing I pack. 

Tour provided by Arctic Rafting, www.arcticrafting.is

outside reykjavík

Discover the wonders of Iceland in a Berg car.

Free pickup at your hotel in the Reykjavík area.

Safety all the way!

Contact Info: Tel: +354 577 6050 - Fax: +354 567 9195 - Tangarhöfði 8 - www.bergcar.is - berg@bergcar.is

Check for special offers at your hotel 
or guesthouse.
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car rental
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Only 2 hours drive from Reykjavik. Small 
and friendly hotel, perfectly located in the 
centre of the town, only a few minutes walk 
from the beautiful harbour of Stykkishólmur. 
The hotel offers a splendid view over the 
harbour and Breidafjordur. If our guests 
need to access Internet they can do so on a 
fulltime online computer. Hotel guests can 
play golf without a charge at the towns 9 
holes golf course.
s. +354-433-2200
www.prinsvaliant.is
hotelbreidafjordur@prinsvaliant.is

Salka Guesthouse
Skipagata 1
600 Akureyri
tel: 461-2340

alka@nett.is

Þjóðveldisbærinn
A reconstructed viking farm from the 11´th 
century. Situated in Þjórsárdalur valley, 
approx. 1 1/2 hour from Reykjavík.(Take 
route 1, turn off at route 30 and then again 
at route 32) Opening hours every day from 
10-12 and 13-18.
Tel. 488-7713

Frank Zappa is one of a select few true 
legends in the music world. Just the men-
tion of his name garners so much respect 
that simply being able to say that you played 
with him at one time is a claim to fame and 
greatness in and of itself – not least because 
Frank tended not to record with anyone he 
felt wasn’t up to his standard. On the 9th 
of June, Iceland will be treated to a visit by 
some of Zappa’s greatest band members from 
the past, as well as his two sons. In anticipa-
tion of the concert, the Grapevine talked to 
saxophonist, f lautist and vocalist Napoleon 
Murphy Brock, a prolific entertainer and 
one of the more striking members of Zappa’s 
ensemble throughout the years.  

/// Tell us about how you first met Frank 
Zappa back in the early 70s. It was in Ha-
waii, right?
– Yeah, that’s right, at the time I was play-
ing in Hawaii a couple of times a year with 
my own band. We played a lot of different 
things, top-40 hits, mixed some jazz in 
there, some fun TV themes and stuff – lots 
of variety. Anyway, after one show Frank’s 
manager approached me and told me that 
he was representing a band that needed a 
vocalist. I had no idea who Frank Zappa 
was, though, so I refused outright. I had 
heard good things about a couple of people 
in his band, however, so they did manage 
to persuade me to drop by and listen to the 
band the next time I was in Los Angeles. As 
soon as I heard them play, I knew it was my 
destiny to be in that band.

/// The early 70s was a creative period for 
Zappa’s music. What was the level of your 
involvement in the creative process?
– Well, when I joined Frank he had just 

released Overnight Sensation and the reason 
he needed a singer like me was to go on tour 
to promote that album. I came from theatre, 
you see, and Frank’s music was pure theat-
rics. I also have a background in blues, jazz, 
humour and satire – so we were a good fit 
and the theatrical element added a lot more 
creativity than was normally part of the pro-
cess. That being said, we couldn’t improvise 
much at first, as we were all trying to learn 
the songs, both the new and old material. 
We would maybe have certain signals that 
we could give each other onstage to throw in 
semi-improvised things on the f ly.

/// I understand you left for a while to pur-
sue other projects.
– Yeah, because George Stupe asked me 
to come and do some vocals for him, so we 
made like five records together. But then 

Frank called me about Thing Fish, and the 
part of the Evil Prince. That whole idea 
came out of something we developed in ’76 
and ’77, during ‘The Torture Never Stops’ – a 
period when we were using a lot of theatrics. 
We used costumes and kitsch to portray 
this character called the Evil Prince, well… 
originally sort of a Mad Professor type, but 
it developed into this devilish character with 
a fake opera voice. I fit the part of the Evil 
Prince to a tee, of course. I am a devil.

/// Eh, ok. Tell me about playing with the 

Zappa band these days; do you tour with 
them regularly? 
– I go on the road with them once in a 
while, just to keep my chops up, you know? 
With this kind of music you have to play it 
absolutely all the time, or at least on a very 
regular basis, or you just lose it. I mean, I 
tour with a lot of groups, up to ten groups 
a year – just to keep my chops up. I play a 
mixture of so many styles, so much theatrics. 
The more you practise, the more versatile you 
become.

/// Speaking of versatility, you seem to do a 
lot of different things for a lot of different 
bands…
– I sing, play sax and do my theatrical pre-
sentations for a lot of different ensembles, 
that’s right. I’m an independent contractor; 
people call me up and ask me to front their 

bands. If you have a good band, and you want 
me to front that band, I’m probably gonna 
do it. 

/// Well, now you are coming to Iceland and 
it’s my solemn duty as an Icelandic journal-
ist to pester you with questions about our 
country. Have you ever been here before, do 
you know anything about the place?
– Nah, never been before. But I heard some-
thing about you guys stealing all the prettiest 
women from some place and taking them 
over to Iceland and breeding with them…

/// That would be the Irish peasant women, 
it was sort of a Viking thing. 
– From Ireland, huh? Wow, I’m very inter-
ested in seeing how they turned out! Is it 
true that Iceland is something of a tropical 
paradise as well? I just love Hawaii, and I’m 
hoping it’s similar.

/// Ehhh… Has anyone else from the band 
ever been over here?
– Yeah, Terry was there once. Loved it, said 
it was very beautiful.

/// Do you plan to check out the famously 
rambunctious nightlife?
– Are there lots of women around in your 
famously rambunctious nightlife?

/// Yes, I believe that’s a rather crucial ele-
ment to the overall experience.
– Well, in that case, yeah I’m gonna check 
out the nightlife! I’ll be where the women 
are.

/// Is there anything you’d like to tell the 
people of Iceland in advance of your June 
9th concert?
– Yeah, man: Get yourselves some parachutes 
and seatbelts and prepare for something big, 
cause we’re coming.

/// What music will you put the main em-
phasis on?
– Frank Zappa’s music.

/// Yes, but with such a large catalogue…
– We’re gonna play Frank Zappa music.

/// So, no clues on the particular era or…
– Frank Zappa music.

Aloha, Zappa Plays Zappa
Interview with Napoleon Murphy Brock

by gunnar hrafn jónsson

“Is it true that Iceland is something of a tropical para-
dise as well? I just love Hawaii, and I’m hoping it’s 
similar.”

www.airiceland.is |  tel 570 3030

tel 570 3030 | fax 570 3001
websales@airiceland.is | www.airiceland.is

Contact us, or any 
travel agent in Iceland, 
for reservations

Check out our tours
in our new 2006 
brochure

It’s the journey
 - not the destination
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The best and easiest way to get to know the rugged 
beauty of Iceland is simply to have your own car. 
We are your car rental experts in Iceland. +354 50 50 600 • www.hertz.is

Hertz locations in Iceland: Keflavík Airport, Reykjavík, Ísafjörður, Akureyri, Höfn, Egilsstaðir

HAPPY BIRTHDAY! The advertizing depart-
ment wishes to congratulate our great editor 
Bart Cameron. He is since of May the 21st 
thirty winters old of age. He is a pleasant 
man to work with and a fierce Fuzball player 

who doesn´t accept defeat even against the 
best. May he long live.
PS. Readers! This ad costs only 2000 kr. 
Believe it...
Call 540-3604 or 540-3605 for info.
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“Well, when you get old, 
you can have the smelt-

er dismantled, that’s 
fine by me. But it’s get-

ting built.” X-D campaign official 
to protestors on the day X-D won the 

city election, 
page 20. 

“I didn’t watch the 
show. The people who 
worked there were aw-
fully nice though, but I 
don’t really see a show 

like that taking off,” Sleater 
Kinney on their performance on Henry 

Rollins’ new television show, 
page 37. 

“Mozart’s Rondo alla 
Turka was to be the 

victim of Mr. Anderson’s 
cruellest of jokes. Ian 

raped Mozart that night. 
This was yet another 

joke that went too far.” 
From Helgi Valur’s review of Ian An-

derson plays Jethro Tull, 
page 43. 

“As I tore the head 
of my giant gummy 
lizard I started to 

feel terrible, with a 
headache and my stom-

ach in pain I crawled 
home in something of 

a drowse wandering if I 
truly had chewed on my 
last bit of candy.” Steinunn 
Jakobsdóttir after consuming 2000 ISK 

in candy on a fact-finding mission, 
page 48. 

“Is it true that Iceland 
is something of a tropi-
cal paradise as well? 
I just love Hawaii, and 

I’m hoping it’s similar.” 
Napoleon Murphy Brock of Zappa Plays 

Zappa, 
page 54.
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