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The Grapevine received this letter 
from Yulia Volkova of t.A.t.U

Hi!
A friend of mine told me there was 
this magazene in Iceland that was 
saying we were the greatest band 
in the world. I thought, wow, that’s 
pretty cool. I didn’t read what you 
wrote but we wanna say to all our 
Iceland friends WE LOVE YOU!!! 
WE HOPE TO SEE YOU ALL 
REAL SOON!!! 

ciao
Y&L

I guess that’s it. The Grapevine has 
been recognized by the greatest and 
most awesome band in the world. 
There is nothing more left for us to do, 
so I guess this is our last issue. I would 
like to take this opportunity to thank 
our readers for their support through 
the years. 

Dear Sveinn Birkir Björnsson
I have read with interest your article 
on “The Dreamland: A Self Help 
Book For A Frightened Nation”. I 

live in Trinidad and Tobago and we 
are under the threat of not one but 
several aluminium smelters being 
constructed on our small island.
Can you let me know if Andri 
Snær Magnason’s book has been 
translated into English and if so 
where it is available for purchase? 
The Trinidad & Tobago struggle is 
documented on www.nosmeltertnt.
com.

Thanks
Sylvia Clarck Farnum

Sadly, the book has not been been 
translated yet, although a few more 
letters like this one might do the trick, 
or even launch Magnason to write 
a different book completely on the 
Trinidad & Tobago situation. But, I 
really thought that the most difficult 
problems facing Trinidad & Tobago 
was getting out of Group B at the 
World Cup in Germany. 

Dear Editor,
A friend and I visited Iceland for the 
first time June 1st. We both loved 
the beauty, friendliness, and fun of 

this unique country and would like 
to extend our thanks to those we 
met there.  We quite enjoyed “The 
Grapevine!”  However, I am baff led 
at the fact that everyone we met 
seemed to ask us why we were there. 
Some examples from the mouths 
of some friendly Icelanders: “what 
brings you to Iceland?,” “why did 
you come to Iceland?,” “why did you 
want to come here?” etc etc.. 
Why is this?!
 
Amy P.  :)
New York, USA

The sad truth is that we Icelanders just 
really, really love to hear people talk 
about how beautiful and and awesome 
the our country is. That is why we 
continually ask foreigners about their 
reasons to come, so they can start 
tehlllng us about all the wonderful 
things they have seen. I continually 
bother my foreign friends with these 
kind of questions myself. In fact, I have 
a friend from Russia who no longer 
speaks to me as constantly bagder him 
questions like ‘why do love Iceland?’

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.
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The FIFA World Cup, every man’s 
dream, every wife’s nightmare. At 
least that’s how some old dinosaurs 
have stereotyped the sexes for 
decades, seeing women as nagging 
“widows” while all the boys are 
glued to the screen whenever there 
is a match. But not to worry girls, 
we got something for ourselves this 
month. While some lives centre 
upon football, a certain TV station 
in Iceland is allowing the girl in 
us to f lourish with a set of TV 
programmes particularly aimed to 
please women during these rough 
weeks. 
 It could have been a great idea 
to satisfy those dreading a month 
of football with other kinds of 
entertainment but somehow a 
decision was made in the head-
quarters to select some of the worst 
shows available and name the whole 
package “The Girl-League”, adding 
the tag line “Just For Girls”. While 
the football crowd is hitting the 

bars, enjoying the company of other 
fanatics, women of all ages can 
in the meantime take pleasure in 
something totally different – three-
and-a-half hours of brainless mate-
rial, and on prime-time as well.
 I can be a couch potato, easily 
even, and have often been a sucker 
for badly written drama shows, but 
the combination of this so-called 
girl programming I find a little bit 
too much of the stupidity. Therefore 
I have to agree with other irrita-
ted voices complaining about the 
sadness offered to TV viewers of 
this certain station, including reruns 
of old teenage shows, episodes revol-
ving around cool kids in Orange 
County, Tree Hill and South Beach, 
two kinds of wedding shows, follo-
wed by a trying-to-get-married-for-
the-second-time programme and a 
modelling competition. Is this really 
supposed to interest the women 
viewers while the guys watch the 
Cup? Furthermore, is this supposed 

to entertain anyone? At the same 
time that there are plenty of women 
who love football, loads of guys 
detest it just as much. 
 Perhaps I’m just not getting this. 
Maybe my girlfriends and I just 
aren’t girly enough to understand 
the entertaining part of these shows. 
Well, fair enough, but as much as I 
have liked this certain TV station 
since it first aired, I will kick the 
ball back this time and cheer for 
my men in Central Europe at some 
local bar instead of hoping Jennifer 
finds her long lost love – again. 
 Now someone might advise 
me to stop complaining, seeing the 
programme is free and all. Of course 
nobody is forcing me to turn on the 
television but I just have to ask: Do 
we really need all these almost iden-
tical episodes? Isn’t it time to get a 
little more creative? I’ll let you think 
about that while I watch the game. 

The Girls League vs. the Boys League

EDITORIALS

Sveinn Birkir Björnsson,

Co-Editor

The former Prime Minister and 
leader of the Progressive party, 
decided walk away from politics, 
leaving the rest of his party to 
f ight it out in what promises to 
be a bloody battle for the party 
leadership. The recent events 
have further enhanced the party’s 
tailspin, one that can only end in a 
disaster. But why should we care? 
We are following the World Cup.
 The reasons for Ásgrímsson’s 
departure are largely attribute to 
the dismal outcome in the recent 
mayoral elections. It is likely that 
he wanted no part of that downfall 
in the upcoming parliamentary 
elections. The reasons behind the 
party’s increasing unpopularity 
are considered to be its stance on 
f lammable issues, such as the Iraq 
invasion. The party was a staunch 
supporter of the invasion, and 
the subsequent effort to quash 
‘the insurgents’, a war that has 
cost the lives of 100.000 innocent 
citizens. The economy slowed 
down, or more accurately, came 
to a screeching halt, as inf lation 
climbed with the speed of a 
Sherpa in the Himalayas. The 
nation’s trade deficit also reached 
an all-time high. Then there is 
the party’s eternal quest to dam 
the highlands and sacrif ice the 

delicate Icelandic nature at the 
altar of big business. But why 
would we want to discuss these 
matters? I am far more interested 
in who takes the off ice pool.
 Recently the Progressive 
Party took its paltry 6% support 
and its one representative and 
landed squarely in the center of 
City Hall as the eight member 
of the Independence Party. This 
might raise some questions about 
the health of democracy here in 
Iceland, but we are really too busy 
predicting who will come out of 
Group C in the World Cup.
 This week, three prisoners 
at the infamous Guantanamo 
Bay prison, committed suicide, 
overwrought by the inhumane 
conditions, justif ied by a war that 
the Icelandic government chose 
to support despite the objections 
of 90% of the nation. But really, 
tell me, which player do think will 
score the most goals in the World 
Cup? 
 Last week, Alcoa revealed the 
best kept secret in recent memory 
- the rock-bottom prices for 
energy provided by the National 
Power Company to the aluminum 
production in Reyðarf jörður 
– a price that turns out to be so 
ridiculously low that not only is 

it eight times cheaper than the 
what the ordinary citizen has 
to pay for the same electricity, 
but it is also two times less than 
what Alcoa needs to pay for 
electricity in Brazil, a dirt poor 
country compared to Iceland. You 
might think this would force us 
to consider how our government 
values our nature, but thank god, 
we have the World Cup to take our 
mind of such insipid issues.

This issue, we take a closer look 
at the phenomenon called the 
Reykjavík Air Bridge, as Bart 
Cameron joins Singapore Sling on 
tour in the UK. We also explain 
the phenomenon in detail and 
talk to Birkir Fjalar Viðarsson of 
I Adapt, grueling veterans of the 
Reykjavík Air Bridge Program. 
We update you on the latest 
events in the life of t.A.T.u., the 
most awesome band in the world 
and bid our adieu to the Prime 
Minister. All this, and some more 
really cool stuff. 

I would really want to keep this 
longer, but Germany is playing 
Poland, and the second half is 
about to kick off. 

The World Cup could not have come at a better time. 

Steinunn Jakobsdóttir,
Journalist

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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Mark Kramer is a journalist and a scholar. He 
is the writer-in-residence and the director of 
the Nieman Program on Narrative Journalism 
at Harvard University. Kramer was recently 
in Iceland, where he delivered a lecture at the 
University of Iceland on the subject of narra-
tive journalism. The Grapevine sat down with 
Kramer for a few questions. 

/// Would you describe the concept of ‘narra-
tive journalism to us in a few words?
Mark Kramer: The best definition is probably 
to be found on my website, where it has been 
thought through, but I am willing to stumble 
around a bit. The journalism part means it 
should be factual, and the standard of factual-
ity should be very high, since we are dealing 
with matters of public trust. Journalism is only 
useful to the extent that the public trusts. The 
more so when journalism includes storytelling, 
and narrative journalism is storytelling jour-
nalism. It is journalism that includes as much 
as possible about what happened, not just 
the official facts, but also emotions, context, 
whether taboo or otherwise. It includes all the 
things, at its bests, that would go into a private 
judgment of a situation that you might make 
and share with your partner. So, it opens a vast 
field of journalistic practise that was previously 
walled off, and it requires a lot of integrity and 
skills to do it at that kind of level. It invites 
in complexities that are avoided by the stilted 
form of journalism that we are used to. Nar-
rative journalism sets scenes with characters, 
described with the social and status life of 
the characters communicated. It also often 
includes the voice of a storyteller about which 
the storyteller has made some decisions as to 
what kind of character should tell the story. 

/// How would you contrast narrative jour-
nalism to conventional journalism? What 
are the pros and cons?
– Well, a conventional story about a fire sticks 
to a few civic facts. It says the address of the 
fire, what time it happened, it may say how 
many pieces of fire apparatus answered the 
call, it may even say how many minutes passed 
before they arrived, it may say how long it took 
to put out the fire and how many firemen it 
took. These are all numerable, measurable 
facts and they are all attributed, which is not 
a bad idea, ‘according to Assistant Fire Chief, 
Charles J. McGillicutty’. But it doesn’t neces-
sarily present a visual picture. It certainly does 
not often make the readers smell smoke, or 
hear the crackle of wood burning, or the cry-
ing of somebody who has suddenly been forced 
out of their apartment and it doesn’t include 
the laughter of the children who don’t under-
stand what is happening. It is a civic story. It is 
a story about a fire as an administrative-metro-
politan problem. I don’t want to criticise that, 
especially in cities where there are a number of 
fires every day. It is perfectly useful to citizens 
to have a list of them in a short account, and it 
is probably not very useful, very often, to ex-
plore the emotional ravages and advantages of 
a fire. But it is possible that it is interesting to 
that sometimes, and that story would be very 
different if it would be done on the fireman’s 
emotion then if it reported on the fire victim’s 
emotions or the neighbour’s emotion. Once 
you decide that a journalist can be more than 
simply a civic instrument, a complicated world 
of decisions opens up that comes right down to 
the question, ‘what is news now?’

/// So, that has to be the next question then, 
what is news now?
– To my way of thinking, the human condi-
tion is, and has always been, news. The retreat 
into civic information has been a brilliant 
civic invention. It has been good for democ-
racy, insofar that it is open and candid. If it 
is trusted and it is not open and candid, it is 
not good for democracy. But, nowadays, cities 
in most countries are aggregations of many 
ethnicities and there are many sources of 
authority, and there are many senses of what 
is good and what is bad. It is not enough for 

journalists simply to be loyal sentinels on the 
walls of the city, reporting on danger from afar 
and congratulating sources of internal social 
cohesion because the world is too complicated 
for that. And besides that, most readers are 
getting most of their information from other 
sources than daily print journalism now. 
They are getting it from TV news, from radio 
news in the car They are getting it from the 
Internet. The breaking civic headlines come in 
from other sources than newspapers, so there 
may be room for newspapers to play to their 
strength, which is sophisticated staff, a little 
more time, a little more space than broadcast 
journalism has. But to do so they have to 
acknowledge the complexities of the questions 
raised by broadening coverage, so an admin-

istrative change has to be made so newspapers 
can include more narrative journalism. And it 
has to be from the top. There has to be space 
for it and an understanding of news that has to 
be more sophisticated. 

/// At what point would you say this school of 
journalism started?
– Historically? Goodness. If you are a scholar 
of Mark Twain you can find an article he 
wrote after interviewing and hanging out 
with the survivors of a shipwreck as a young 
journalist in Hawaii that is straight journal-
ism. You can find personal essays of Mon-
taigne that are arguably narrative journalism 
and diaries of Samuel Pepys that are arguably 
narrative journalism. It goes way back, but 
the idea of mixing a description of an actual 
scene with the presence of a narrator that 
acknowledges that he is a full human person-
ality, not merely a civil servant in a sentinel’s 
outfit. This is an idea that goes way back. 
But they started to coalesce as a movement, 
probably in magazines and book pieces in the 
1960s, some of which were collected by Tom 

Wolfe in his 1972 anthology called The New 
Journalism. And at the front of that book is 
a glorious essay by him pretty much explain-
ing the uses and the significance of it in a 
way that doesn’t need much revision. That led 
to an increased consciousness. Many writ-
ers read that book and said ‘Aha, so that is a 
good name –or a bad name – but at least it is 
a name for what we are doing. The interest 
in evaluating things for oneself comes from a 
change in civic trust or the endowment of civic 
power. Just the fact that people felt they could 
look at a complex situation and evaluate it for 
themselves in print and in public comes from 
a diffusion of authority that is very modern. It 
stems in part from an increased acknowledge-
ment of what communication theorists call ‘the 

backstage life of public figures’. If politicians 
have real private emotions and not just pious 
civic emotions, if they have not just scandalous 
girlfriends, but actual moods and angers and 
manipulation and frailties that influence their 
decisions, why stick to the formal argument 
if the whole presence of a person explains 
things better? And from where do Americans 
suddenly know all about backstage life? They 
know about it from TV. Not from TV news, 
which is woefully restricted in what it talks 
about and how it talks about it, maybe because 
it is just so damn powerful, but from the rest of 
TV, from sitcoms where the father is a foolish 
man and the dog passes gas and soap operas 
where powerful captains of industry have lov-
ers of several genders on the side. The complex 
backstage life, once it is acknowledged as an 
element of explanation, suddenly is conspicu-
ously lacking from newspapers that have been 
steady in how they explain things. 

/// The subject matter of narrative journal-
ists is very varied though.
– Yes, conventional journalism, because of 

this official voice and because of its focus on 
civic information for citizens, citizen being 
the civic identity of a real person who also has 
many other identities too. Once you broaden 
the journalism to inform more aspects of 
someone’s life than just the civic identity, the 
number of subjects expands. Conventional 
journalism is mostly about disturbances in 
what is normal. A fire in an area where build-
ings don’t usually burn, a robbery in a bank 
that doesn’t usually get robbed. But there is 
another story in the bank. How on earth can 
someone endure being a bank teller for 23 
years? Wouldn’t that make a good story? And 
how would you go about collecting that story? 
Would a reporter go and be a bank teller, 
maybe not for 23 years, but two or three days? 
Gain the trust of the bank teller to earn per-
mission to explore that part of their lives? It is 
a lovely story to tell. The paradox of handling 
money, such a powerful item, routinely without 
any personal attachment, there is a little story 
there. It would take a good writer to make it 
work, and an interesting choice of subject, but 
it could work. 
 Narrative journalism is especially good 
for exploring routine lives that can symbolise 
installed social problems, for example, racism. 
Racism is not like a bank robbery or a fire. It 
is not something that happens once in a while, 
living in the poor part of town happens every 
day, having all of one’s neighbours also being 
black happens every day, going to a food store 
where the prices are 20 percent more expen-
sive and the quality is not the same happens 
every day, going to a public school that turns 
out to be entirely minority, this is a routine 
event. There has been some beautiful writing 
exploring these installed social phenomena in 
newspapers that is just not possible without 
the tools of narrative journalism. It is one of its 
most powerful uses. 

You can learn more about Mark Kramer and the 
Nieman Program on Narrative Journalism at: 
www.narrativedigest.org and www.nieman.
harvard.edu/narrative. 

“Narrative journalism is especially good for exploring 
routine lives that can symbolise installed social prob-
lems, for example, racism.”

The Journalist is More Than a Civic Instrument
Interview with Mark Kramer

by sveinn birkir björnsson   photo by gúndi
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ADVENTURE
WITH US!

You’ll find cintamani outdoor wear
TO FIT YOUR EVERY NEED AT OUR adventure
center, DOWN TOWN REYKJAVIK.
FREE INTERNET AND BOOKING SERVICEs.

CINTAMANI OUTDOOR STORE  //  LAUGAVEGUR 11  //  101 REYKJAVIK



Hunters Run Afowl of the Law
The Northeastern District Court has sen-
tenced a man to pay a fine of 20,000 ISK for 
illegally storing a variety of dead birds in his 
freezer. 
 The published verdict notes that last Sep-
tember police were notified of a cache of fire-
arms, toxic substances and explosives that was 
said to be readily accessible to anyone passing 
by. When officers arrived to investigate they 
discovered poisons, firearms, ammunition, 
two demised owls, three stiff falcons and a 
pair of ex-merlins. 
 The verdict further states that two men 
were questioned in relation to the find, but 
their stories were convoluted and did not 
always match. 
 According to the least confusing version 
police wrote, the man who was convicted had 
originally been asked to store two dead falcons 
for a colleague of his father’s, but his collec-
tion of fowl that had shuff led off their mortal 
coil continued to grow as he shot a merlin 
soon after. The third falcon was said to have 
been discovered deceased by the defendant in 
either 2002 or 2003, and he claimed an uni-
dentified third man had given him an expired 
owl and a perished merlin around the same 
time. 
 As luck would have it, he then ran over 
an owl with his car last year, despite the fact 
that the bird is technically not present in the 
Icelandic ecosystem and only the occasional 
specimen winds up here by navigational error.  
According to the Icelandic Institute of 
Natural History, the birds all appeared to have 
kicked the bucket long ago and subsequently 
kept frozen for several years. One of the 
falcons was tagged by them soon before his 
demise in 1996 or 1997. GHJ

Foreign Minister: Cod War Never Ended
Minister of Foreign Affairs Geir H. Haarde, 
speaking at the Icelandic Office of Sea Rights 
recently, told those in attendance that the Cod 
Wars of the 1970s never really ended. 
 The extension of 200 nautical miles of 
national waters, Haarde said, went into three 
areas:  the Reykjanes Ridge, the Hatton-
Rockall Zone and an area to the northeast of 
Iceland approaching the Jan Mayen islands. 
While the Reykjanes Ridge was never in dis-
pute, the Hatton-Rockall Zone has also been 
claimed by the UK, Ireland and the Faroe Is-
lands, Norway and the Faroe Islands have also 
claimed fishing waters around Jan Mayen. 
 Geir concluded that while informal talks 

among Iceland, Norway and the Faroe Islands 
over the area around Jan Mayen have been on-
going, the future of talks over Hatton-Rockall 
remains uncertain. PFN

Cold War Wire Taps Cause Dispute in Parlia-
ment
After historian Guðni Th. Jóhannesson 
brought to light that politically motivated wire 
tapping persisted in Iceland, primarily target-
ing leftists from 1949 to 1968, many members 
of parliament have expressed everything from 
concern to outrage. 
 Speaking in parliament recently, the 
leadership of the opposition parties – the 
Social Democrats, the Leftist-Greens and 
the Liberals – all called for the availability of 
complete data on these wiretaps to the whole 
of parliament for investigation. 
 Prime Minister and Progressive Party 
chairman Halldór Ásgrímsson disagreed, 
saying that he would like to see a committee 
formed first, which would review the data 
and then decide whether or not to enter it into 
parliament. Foreign Minister and Independ-
ence Party chairman Geir H. Haarde agreed. 
 Wiretapping continues in Iceland, albeit 
for drug-related reasons. Some former victims 
of political wiretapping have claimed their 
phone calls were being listened in on well into 
the 1980s. PFN

DV Charged with Violating Ethical Guidelines
The tabloid weekly DV was hit with another 
ethics violation by the Icelandic Journalists 
Union Ethics Committee, finding them guilty 
of the same crime that forced their two former 
editors, Mikael Torfason and Jónas Kristjáns-
son, to resign earlier this year: publishing the 
names of people accused, but not convicted, of 
a crime. 
 In this case, an article in the 24 March 
issue of DV released the name of a janito-
rial worker who had been accused of stealing 
money from a co-worker’s bank account via 
computer. The Ethics Committee concluded 
that while the story was newsworthy, the 
paper had “gone too far” in releasing the name 
of the accused, and found the journalist, 
Valur Grettisson, as well as editors Björgvin 
Guðmundsson and Páll Baldvin Baldvinsson, 
guilty of violating Article 3 of the Journalists 
Ethics Code. No penalty has yet been ruled. 
 Earlier this year, DV released the name 
and photograph of a man accused of sexually 
assaulting children. This man later committed 

suicide over the event. Harsh criticism from 
the public led to the resignation of Mikael 
Torfason and Jónas Kristjánsson. Torfason is 
now the editor of another gossip magazine, 
Hér og nú, itself at one time taken to court 
for violating journalistic ethics over a story 
involving Bubbi Morthens. Morthens was 
awarded damages. PFN

Panic Spreads Over Icelandic Markets
Negative reports from Fitch, Standard and 
Poor’s, and now Merrill Lynch have all ech-
oed of investors’ fears about what they see as 
Iceland heading for a hard landing economi-
cally. 
 In a recent report, Merrill Lynch joins the 
chorus of economic watchdogs perplexed by a 
government that lowers taxes at a time when 
the economy is overheating. 
 The Financial Times has published an ar-
ticle encouraging PM-to-be Geir H. Haarde 
to “stand on the brakes” and cut spending, 
particularly in infrastructural areas such as 
roads and bridges. 
 Inf lation in June rose to 7.6 percent, 
prompting the Central Bank to raise interest 
rates again. At the same time, the Icelandic 
government has gathered considerable foreign 
debt but has pledged to cut taxes – a move that 
might have more to do with parliamentary 
elections in 2007 than it does with a realistic 
economic policy. PFN

Kárahnjúkar Water Rights Cost 96 Billion ISK
According to recently available statistics, the 
cost of purchasing the water rights from land-
owners alone in the Kárahnjúkar area has cost 
96 billion ISK, or over 1.3 billion USD. Part 
of these costs are paid by the Icelandic gov-
ernment directly, and others by Landsvirkjun. 
 The conflict between landowners in the 
Kárahnjúkar area and Landsvirkjun has been 
ongoing since the project was first proposed. 
In many cases, Landsvirkjun has sought to 
purchase land from private farms in order 
to make room for power lines and other 
construction projects. To avoid such conflicts, 
compensation costs have been elevated. PFN

Little Change in Support for Political Parties
According to the latest results of an online 
Gallup poll, national support for Iceland’s 
five different parties has changed very little 
in June. 
 The Independence Party is still the most 

popular party in the country – as it has been 
since at least 2003 – with a slight bump from 
38 to 39 percent, as it was last month. The 
Social Democrats took second place, with 
a small downturn from 30 to 29 percent. 
The Leftist-Greens are now at 17 percent, 
as opposed to 18 percent last year, while the 
Progressives and the Liberals saw modest up-
turns, from 9 to 10 percent and 3 to 4 percent 
respectively. PFN

More Warnings of Hard Landing
Standard & Poor’s Ratings Services said 
that it has changed its rating for Iceland 
from stable to negative, but at the same time 
maintained that the currency was stable. The 
economy, however, they feel is in increasing 
danger of a hard landing. 
 “If no effective measures to contain do-
mestic demand and inf lation are undertaken, 
and if the scenario of a pronounced economic 
contraction and worsening of public and pri-
vate sector balance sheets unfolds, the result 
would be a downward revision of the ratings,” 
the report said. “Conversely, if the policy mix 
manages to lead to an orderly unwinding of 
economic imbalances and the concomitant 
risks, the outlook would be revised back to 
stable.” 
 Icelandic government policy up until 
now has been to let the market sort itself out, 
and in fact that coalition government has 
expressed the unified opinion that the state 
should not step in to handle inf lation. PFN

Rates on Real Estate Loans Should Drop
Loans for buying apartments and houses 
should be lowered from 90 to 80 or 70 percent, 
says the Confederation of Icelandic Employ-
ers. This proposal has been made to counter 
the rumoured move by real estate developers 
to raise the cost of housing, due to inf lation. 
 Inf lation has been a growing concern in 
Iceland, where the Central Bank has reported 
current inf lation levels at 7.6 percent and ris-
ing – a full 5.1 percent higher than the bank’s 
aim. 
 The Confederation for Icelandic Employ-
ers asked Prime Minister Halldór Ásgrímsson 
at an economics meeting at Hotel Nordica 
last month whether or not he intended to raise 
the lowest wages, their fear being that such 
a move would precipitate a “wage-inflation 
spiral.” Ásgrímsson responded that he would 
rather lower taxes than raise wages. PFN

News in Brief 
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The Long Goodbye of the Progressive Party

by paul f. nikolov   photo by frikki

When Prime Minister Halldór Ásgrímsson announced 
his resignation from politics earlier this month – to leave 
the prime ministerial position some time this month, 
and the party chairman position in early fall – the first 
question AFP asked me was, “Does this have anything 
to do with the economy?” As much of a shock as this 
may be to us, the international media aren’t exactly 
savvy to Iceland’s inter-party machinations. The official 
line is that Ásgrímsson’s resignation came as the result 
of countrywide municipal elections last month, which 
saw the party lose nearly a third of their seats across 
the country. That might have been the straw that broke 
Dóri’s back, but his resignation has been encouraged by 
the Progressive Party’s legacy of consistent failure.
 First, there’s the national support the party has had 
since Ásgrímsson took over as prime minister in Sep-
tember 2004. According to Gallup, it was 13 percent at 
that time. Since then, it’s hovered around the 10 percent 
mark, which is where it stands today. If parliamentary 

elections were held now, the Progressive Party’s 12 seats 
would be cut in half. This shouldn’t come as much of 
a surprise when you combine a nation with 60 percent 
of its population living in an urban area with a party 
established as “the farmer’s party”. 
 Then there are the municipal elections. What 
makes the municipal election results even sadder than 
losing 26 of 68 seats nationwide is that this comes after 
the Progressives launched an intensive image revamp. 
Never was this more the case than in Reykjavík, where 
the Progressives used to have two seats on city council 
as members of the inter-party alliance R-listinn. The 
frankly bizarre campaign practises of Björn Ingi Hraf-
nsson were puzzling – why does a party touting environ-
mentalism drive around town in a Hummer, perhaps 
the least environmentally friendly car in the world? Not 
to mention such frivolous campaign platforms as school 
uniforms, ice skating rinks and moving the domestic 
airport onto an island. In fact, it didn’t look like the 
Progressives would even earn a seat on city council until 
two weeks before the election, but they barely managed. 
How they managed to do so probably skirts the edges of 
the law.
 Recently on television news show Kastljós, column-
ist Ólafur Hannibalsson accused the Progressive Party 
of paying foreigners to vote for them. The Progressives 

have f lat-out denied this charge, and have said that the 
accusation is insulting to foreigners in Iceland. Let me 
tell you about my experience with this party, a couple of 
days prior to the election.
 A friend of mine, a foreigner who does not want 
to come forward, called my wife and me to say that he 
was being paid a small sum of money for every person 
he took to the polls by the Progressive Party. I thought, 
what an altruistic gesture from the Progressives, en-
couraging immigrants to get involved in the democratic 
process. Sure, I told him, come pick us up and we’ll put 
our names on your list. He showed us a list where many 
people had already written their names, addresses and 
identity numbers. But instead of taking us straight to 
the polls, we were taken to a Progressive Party cam-
paign office near Hotel Nordica. There, a campaign 
worker encouraged my wife and me to vote for the 
Progressive Party. Then we were driven straight to the 
polls to vote.

 Is this legal? Perhaps. Is it shady to pull a stunt 
like this? You bet. And our friend told us he wasn’t the 
only foreigner being paid to take others to a Progressive 
Party campaign office and then to the polls, either. It’s 
all so very Tammany Hall. This is what makes their 
assertion that Hannibalsson’s allegations were insulting 
to the immigrant community of Iceland so ironic. Could 
anything be more insulting to the immigrant commu-
nity than to offer them nothing (if they have a platform 
regarding the immigrant community, I’ve yet to see it), 
yet pay some of them to get others to vote Progressive? 
 In any event, the Progressives have their one seat 
on Reykjavík city council now, and – just as they do 
in parliament – share the majority coalition with the 
Independence Party. It’s a favoured position the party 
has enjoyed for a long time now but as their popularity 
drops, the Independence Party may decide to drop them 
as well. As with most inter-party alliances in the world, 
coalitions in Iceland have little to do with shared ideol-
ogy: prior to the current coalition in parliament, the 
Social Democrats shared the majority with the Inde-
pendence Party. A new coalition might be waiting in the 
wings in 2007 although no one has officially admitted 
it yet. One thing is clear, the Progressive Party is taking 
an awfully long time saying goodbye. 

“The frankly bizarre campaign practises of Björn Ingi Hrafnsson 
were puzzling – why does a party touting environmentalism drive 
around town in a Hummer, perhaps the least environmentally 
friendly car in the world?”
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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 advertising 
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

Who They Are and How They Vote 
In your opinion, what is the main outcome of the recent mayoral elec-
tions in Reykjavík and elsewhere?

And this issue’s question is . . .

the wishes of the people, the two 
parties currently in government 
have more inf luence than they 
really deserve in light of the results. 
I believe the Icelandic people will 
take note of that and it will have an 
effect on the next parliamentary 
elections.” Ólafur F. Magnússon, 
Reykjavík City Council candidate
 Independence Party: “I’m 
from the Southern constituency, 
so it is probably foremost in my 
mind, and the results we got 
there were extremely good. The 
Independence Party is now in 
power in virtually everywhere in 
the South, and that is a singular 
result.” MP Kjartan Ólafsson

to the fact that the Independence 
Party will probably not be able to 
maintain their current majority 
with the Progressives after the 
next parliamentary elections. That 
could mean the formation of a new 
government, and that I welcome 
greatly.” MP Össur Skarphéðinsson.
 Progressive Party: “The 
main trend I noticed in these 
elections was a shift of focus from 
industry and development to 
service and social welfare issues.” 
MP Kristinn H. Gunnarsson
 Liberal Party: “For me 
personally, the great result the 
Liberal party achieved in Reykjavik 
is especially important. However, 
I would have liked to see majority 
coalitions formed according to 

 Leftist-Green Party: ““There 
was a pronounced swing in our 
direction across the country as a 
whole. I think most people will 
agree that the current government 
was an important issue in these 
elections, and the people of Iceland 
have clearly sent a warning to both 
coalition partners, particularly the 
Progressive Party. The people want 
a completely different approach, 
especially when it comes to 
environmental and social welfare 
policies, and by empowering the 
Leftist Greens they have made that 
clear.” MP Steingrímur J. Sig fússon.  
 Social Democratic Party: 
“The dismal result for the 
Progressive Party could have 
serious consequences. It points 
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Exploring the Reykjavík Air Bridge

by sveinn birkir björnsson   photo by gúndi

In May 2003, the City of Reykjavík, Icelandair and 
STEF, the Icelandic Copyright Bureau, agreed to create 
a fund to establish a three-year experimental program 
called the Reykjavík Air Bridge. The goal of the fund 
was to create opportunities for Icelandic musicians to 
travel abroad to play and introduce their music. 
 According to the original agreement, the city of 
Reykjavík and STEF would each provide a yearly sum 
of three million ISK for purchasing airline tickets. 
Icelandair agreed to supply tickets to any of their des-
tinations at cut-rate prices – estimated at 6 million ISK 

yearly – in addition to relinquishing claims to freight 
over-weight on equipment usually following musicians. 
 According to Svanhildur Konráðsdóttir, director 
of culture and tourism for Reykjavík City, they had 
two goals. “First off, the city wanted to support young 
and aspiring artists in some way. But, we also felt this 
was a good way to market the city as young, exciting 
and vibrant. It was creative marketing, a way to ‘brand’ 
Reykjavík as an unusual and artistic city.”
 The program has been largely successful. Since the 
fund was established three years ago, it has granted over 
one thousand trips for over 250 projects in 17 differ-
ent countries. “I think this is a structure that benefits 
everyone involved,” says Konráðsdóttir. “We ask each 
recipient to supply us with a report when they get back, 
where they played, the attendance and any press clip-
ping available. We have seen some very positive things.”
 According to the fund’s rules, musicians are not 
eligible for support for meetings with publishers or go-
ing to recording studios. The fund is solely intended for 
musicians looking to go abroad to play their own music. 
“We would probably not support an ABBA cover band, 
but as long as bands are playing progressive Icelandic 
music, we want to support them. We have supported 
everything from solo artists to school choirs,” says Kon-
ráðsdóttir. 
 “But there are no requirements made regarding the 
bands recognition or popularity one way or the other. 

We have supported bands that are relatively unknown. 
We have also supported bands that are making, or have 
made, a name for themselves. Sigurrós is a band that 
we have supported in the past. If Björk was to apply, we 
would probably support her.”
At the beginning of this year, the initial three year 
experimental agreement expired. Following the success 
of the program, all parties agreed to extend the contract 
for another three years, and the Association of Icelandic 
Record Producers agreed to join the fund as well, donat-
ing one million each year. 

 As the cooperation with the music industry has 
proved to be so successful, the city of Reykjavík and 
Icelandair have decided to extend the program to reach 
other artforms by establishing three more funds. The 
Bragi Fund was established in cooperation with the 
Icelandic Writers Association, to support writers; the 
Muggur Fund, in association with the Association of 
Icelandic Visual artists, to support young visual artists 
exhibiting abroad, and the Talía Fund, in association 
with the associations of Icelandic actors, directors and 
playwrights, to support young actors, directors and 
playwrights, as well as larger theatre groups. Like Rey-
kjavík Air Bridge, the contracts for the newly founded 
funds run for three years. 
 Konráðsdóttir says that she has gotten very positive 
feedback from the artistic community. “The artists are 
very pleased with the program. ‘We could not have done 
this without Reykjavík Air Bridge’ is a comment we 
often get.” 
 But despite the positive results, Konráðsdóttir is 
not willing to make any guarantees as to whether the 
program will be extended further in three years time. “It 
is too early to tell. A program like this has its lifecycle. 
This depends on so many parties, the City Council, the 
artist, and, of course, Icelandair. But we have had a very 
good experience with this program. It works well for 
everyone involved.”

“The frankly bizarre campaign practises of Björn Ingi Hrafnsson 
were puzzling – why does a party touting environmentalism drive 
around town in a Hummer, perhaps the least environmentally 
friendly car in the world?”
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Halldór Ásgrímsson is a relatively rare breed of 
career politician. Having had a seat in parlia-
ment since 1974, he is currently the country’s 
longest serving MP and an institution within 
the Progressive Party. He became vice chair-
man of the party in 1980, a position he served 
until he took over as chairman in 1994. His 
recent stint as prime minister, and previously 
as foreign minister, saw him tackle a series 
of controversial issues from heavy industry to 
Iceland’s involvement in the Iraq war. In each 
case his party was up against a considerable 
tide of public opinion, ultimately resulting 
in an abysmal showing in the recent mayoral 
elections. As a result of the Progressive Party’s 
ailing fortunes, Ásgrímsson has announced his 
resignation and retirement from politics – his 
life’s work.  
 While rumours of his imminent depar-
ture had been circulating since the disastrous 
elections in May, the Prime Minister’s major 
announcement came somewhat suddenly and 
dramatically on the evening of June fifth. He 
was quitting politics, resigning from his posts 
as party chairman of the Progressive Party and 
Prime Minister of Iceland, and his second in 
command, Guðni Ágústsson, had agreed to 
resign as well. Except... no, not really. 
 While Ásgrímsson’s departure from the 
position of prime minister seems imminent 
as we are going to print, and Geir H. Haarde 
of the Independence Party is clearly itching 
to take over, the former PM is going to stay 
on as party chairman until a replacement has 
been chosen, which is probably not going to 
happen until the third week of August. Ac-
cording to some reports he even plans to sit as 
a regular MP for the rest of his term. Within 
the hour, Ágústsson, who was actually standing 
red-faced just a few metres behind Ásgrímsson 
when the announcement was made, issued his 
own statement denying that he had decided 
to leave. This sparked immediate talk of him 
challenging for the top spot in the party. 
The morning after, Progressive Minister for 
Industry and Commerce Valgerður Sverrisdót-
tir cited “various” but curiously unspecified 
reasons for not trusting Ágústsson to take the 
reins of power, resulting in a bitter argument 
that seemed to mainly take place through the 
news media. Even more bad publicity may 
have been narrowly averted, as it was also 
widely speculated that Finnur Ingólfsson, a 
former MP and Minister for the Progres-
sive Party, was planning a comeback from big 
business to challenge for the leadership. He 
wisely put those rumours to rest, however, after 
prominent opposition figures started privately 
reminiscing about what kind of dealings he had 
been engaged in for the past couple of years 
(more on that later). 
 Aside from the issue of who will lead 
them, there seems to be much horse-trading 
and arguing going on over the number and 
nature of cabinet seats that will be available to 
the Progressives after they give up the prime 
ministership to Geir Haarde and the Inde-
pendence Party. Apparently, they want their 
ministers to occupy half of the dozen available 
cabinet seats in exchange for giving up the top 
spot, despite the fact that they have virtually no 
electoral support to justify that demand. It’s a 
testament to how desperate the Independence 
Party is for malleable allies, then, that they are 
sticking by this desperately ailing entity even 
as it threatens to tear itself apart in a search for 
some kind of credibility on the national stage. 
 To be sure, the fact that Finnur Ingólfsson 
appears to have been excluded from participat-
ing in the upcoming leadership contest is going 
to allow people in both governing parties to 
breathe a lot easier. While he has never been 
implicated in any criminal wrongdoing, serious 
questions regarding his integrity were raised 
in opposition circles following his sudden 
departure from the post of finance minister 
in 1999, his equally sudden move from the 
Central Bank to insurance behemoth VÍS in 
2002, and his subsequent involvement in the 

latter’s acquisition of the then newly priva-
tised Búnaðarbankinn. Critics pointed to the 
fact that the former heir apparent to Halldór 
Ásgrímsson was in effect given an absurd head 
start in negotiating with his old friends in the 
Progressive Party for the multi-billion krónur 
deal that eventually saw his firm take over a 
major bank and significantly strengthen its 
position. Was he headhunted for the express 
purpose of sealing the deal with a wink and 
a handshake, when others would have had to 
go through formal channels and actually, you 
know, make a fair bid? Far be it from us to 
speculate, but these theories are out there and 
both the Independence and Progressive parties 
know full well that bringing these dirty old 
matters out of the hamper for a more thorough 
examination is not in their interest. Finnur 
probably never had a choice – even if he had 
wanted to give up his fabulous salary and ben-
efits to take on the thankless job of presiding 
over what increasingly looks like a party going 
through a severe identity crisis. He didn’t so 
much burn that bridge as he had it dismantled 
and sold for a tidy profit.
 Back to the present, or at least the current 
situation as of us going to print. Guðni Ágústs-
son, who has numerous supporters around 
the Icelandic countryside, seems to have been 
more than a little taken aback at being nearly 
dragged out of politics along with Halldór 
Ásgrímsson. Days of meetings between the 

two, tinged by obvious discontent on the part 
of Ágústsson, were apparently brought to a 
close with a blatantly choreographed media 
event in which they shook hands and pledged 
to work together to bring stability to the party. 
Guðni Ágústsson will not be resigning, at 
least not yet, but it’s still unclear what the full 
implications of this apparent compromise will 
be. Össur Skarphéðinsson, MP for the Social 
Democrats, told the Grapevine that Ágústsson 
almost certainly had his eyes on the chairman-
ship: “Guðni is holding all the cards right now. 
It is essentially up to him who becomes chair-
man of the Progressive Party, and frankly the 
only other plausible candidate I can think of is 
Siv Friðleifsdóttir. Her only chance would be 
to ally herself with the departing Ásgrímsson 
and his assistant, Björn Ingi Hrafnsson. But 
I really don’t see her wanting to face the ter-
rible backlash the Progressives will doubtlessly 
receive in the next parliamentary elections, so 
she is probably happy to bide her time and let 
Ágústsson take over for now,” said Skarp-
héðinsson.
 While he has influential supporters, Guðni 
Ágústsson is widely seen as part of the old 
guard that was almost exclusively concerned 
with agriculture and the countryside, and has 
no mass appeal beyond lifelong supporters. 
Lifelong supporters of the Progressive Party 
are obviously dwindling in number; no party 
can survive for long without fresh blood. There 

have been attempts to revamp the party’s 
image, most notably in the recent mayoral 
elections when young people carrying the ban-
ner of ExBé were seen driving around in what 
turned out to be a rather ill-fated Hummer 
H2 (someone parked it in a handicapped spot 
and the picture was all over the Internet and 
news media, in case you missed it). It’s just 
that those efforts didn’t achieve anything, the 
only reason Progressive Björn Ingi Hrafnsson 
is now in the Reykjavík City Council is the 
relatively strong showing by the Independence 
Party, and their subsequent decision to extend 
the government coalition into city politics. 
The Progressive Party is thus going to have 
to make a rather difficult decision: go back to 
the heartland and try to recapture the hearts 
and minds of the dwindling electoral pool of 
peasantry, or get serious about moving forward. 
Image makeovers aren’t enough. Unless they 
are willing to turn to the likes of Ágústsson, 
the Progressives are going to have to gain some 
credibility by giving up some of their most out-
rageous unpopular policies, possibly their seats 
in government and definitely the Hummer. 
Please, God, get rid of the Hummer.

The Grapevine tried to reach Guðni Ágústsson for 
comment. Our calls have not been returned.

The Regressive Party

by gunnar hrafn jónsson   photo by skari
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“This is even better than we expected,” says 
Össur Hafþórsson, the promoter of the first 
Icelandic Tattoo and Rock Festival. “The qual-
ity is much higher than what we could have 
hoped for. We got some really good interna-
tional artists, and the whole thing has been 
great.” 
 So what inspired you to launch a tattoo 
convention in Iceland?
 “I’m just into tattoos,” says Hafþórs-
son, holding out his heavily tattooed arms. “I 
know a lot of tattoo artists, and I know some 
of the people associated with the Jacksonville 
(Florida) Tattoo Convention. We decided to do 
something similar here.”

We are at the upper level of Gaukur á Stöng, 
a downtown Reykjavík bar-cum-makeshift 
convention floor. The air is filled with the 
distinctive smell of tattoo ink and sterilizing 
rubbing alcohol. All around us, tattoo artists 
are working their trade and the buzz of the tat-
too machines is very audible over the 70’s stoner 
rock bellowing from a speakerbox on one end 
of the room. 
 There are 15 tattoo artists gathered in the 
room, hailing from five different countries. 
The convention has proved to be very suc-
cessful enterprise. There is no mistaking the 
excitement among the artists as they exchange 
laughs, look over each other’s shoulder and of-
fer a friendly advice.
 “We have had over 1,200 guests here over 
the weekend,” says Hafþórsson. “We just 
wanted to do a small convention, start out slow 
and try to get this idea established here. I think 
we have more than done that. This will be an 
annual thing.”

I come across Búri, a local artist from The 
Icelandic Tattoo Corp, sitting in his booth. 
“I’ve just been working on this Japanese mask,” 
he says, showing me a stencil of the work in 
progress. “The guy wanted to get something to 
eat, so I am waiting for him to return.” He is 
happy with the way the convention is turning 
out. “There have been a lot of people here, a 
constant stream.” 
 So, are you doing a lot of work this week-
end? 
 “I had all my appointments here previously 
booked, I thought it would be best to let the 
guest artists take the walk-in crowd.”
 Across from Búri, Jason Thompson of 

Bayou Tattoo is finishing some work in his 
booth and stands up to stretch after sitting 
hunched over for most of the day. Thompson 
comes from Slidell, Louisiana, where his shop 
was recently hit by the hurricane Katrina. “The 
Bayou is pretty far from Iceland. What brings 
you all the way to Iceland?” I ask. “Fine ass 
women man, that’s what,” he answers. “Man 
they look good.” 
 After sharing a few other thoughts on the 
Icelandic ladies, he tells me that he got the 
offer to participate and it sounded like a good 
idea at the time. “This convention has been 
real good. Everybody is doing good work and 
the planning has been good. I’ve been really 
impressed with the Icelandic artists.” 
 So, you would return if this event were to 
be repeated? 
 “Hell yes.” He pauses for second, and then 
adds: “That’s not a yes, that is a HELL yes!”

Svanur Jónsson, a local artist from the Tattoo 
and Skart studio, looks exhausted when I 

approach him. He has just finished a 10-hour 
session, doing a single koi-fish tattoo. “I am 
only doing three pieces the whole weekend, I 
am focusing on the competition,” he tells me. “I 
think this convention is going to deliver much 
more ambitious work here in Iceland. This is 
the first time all the local artists are working 
under one roof, and we are really learning from 
our guests as well. This is going to be an injec-
tion to the scene here.”
 Alex, a tattoo artist from the Rites of Pas-
sage studio in Copenhagen agrees. “Reykjavík 
is kind of isolated, so it is very positive for the 
Icelandic artists to be able to attend a conven-
tion like this. They are being exposed to differ-
ent things and it brings them media exposure 
here as well.”
 Alex has been coming to Iceland as a guest 
artist at the Tattoo and Skart studio for years. 
His appointments at the convention were 
booked full six months in advance, and at his 
booth, there is already a list of people signing 
up for his next visit. “I’ve seen a lot of change 

in the tattoo culture here in the last two years. 
People seem to be getting bigger pieces and the 
artists here are very good.” He tells me he does 
about 20 conventions like this one every year. 
“This is a cool convention. It is small, but it is 
very busy, and the organizing has been great.”

By the entrance, I run into a fellow journalist. 
It is Chuck B., the editor for Prick Maga-
zine, the world’s first free tattoo and piercing 
lifestyle magazine. Chuck B. makes his living 
traveling to tattoo conventions and writing 
about tattoos, but he is just about as exited as 
everyone else. 
 “Oh man, this has been good,” he says. It 
is everything everyone hoped it would be. The 
artists are happy, everyone is happy.” It turns 
out that he is on the panel of judges residing 
over the competition. He refuses to let me in 
on who he is picking as the winner, but tells 
me that Alex from Rites of Passage is a strong 
candidate (He did eventually win the ‘best in 
show’ category). He also tells me that both the 

Black and Grey, and the colour categories are 
going to be difficult to judge. He adds that he 
also been extremely impressed by the Icelandic 
artists. “Some of them have awesome abilities. 
The skill level is really high here.” 
 Chuck B. tells me that he is being tattooed 
later on in the day. “I came over with two 
members of my family, so it is three of us here. 
I am going to get a memorial tattoo, three 
ice-cubes in glass, with the inscription Iceland 
and 101 for the post code we are in and ’06 for 
the year.” He goes on to say that the convention 
has been run very smooth and professional, and 
I ask if he would like to return next year. “Oh 
man, they are booking our tickets right now.”
 As I am about to leave, he says: “There is 
one thing I would like to add.” What’s that? He 
points me to a computer screen where one of 
his DVDs is playing. It is footage of Chuck B. 
skateboarding. “I am an old-school skateboard-
er. I have been skating all of my life. It is great 
to see all the skateboarding here in Reykjavík. 
I’ve seen people on skateboards all over town 

and I am excited to see that.”

By the bar, I see a man, roughly 2m tall, stand-
ing there with his shirt off. He tells me he is 
taking a break, two hours into an impressive 
giant tattoo of a Viking-like figure, covering 
his whole back. The tattoo, by Sverrir from 
House of Pain tattoo shop, would later be the 
winning piece in the ‘best local artist’ category. 
I ask him what the motif is. “It is Þór (Thor), 
the Thundergod. I have the hammer as well,” 
he adds, showing me a tattoo of a Thor’s ham-
mer on his shoulder. As we talk, I soon learn 
that there is a reason for his interest in this 
pagan god. “That is my name,” he says. “I am 
Ásgeir Þór.” 
 Just off to the side, a man dressed in a 
Viking outfit is sitting on the floor. He is tat-
tooing a customer that is lying on sofa cushions 
on the floor. Instead of using the traditional 
tattoo machine, Colin Dale, from Kunsten på 
Kroppen in Copenhagen, is using hand tools to 
inflict the ink. I ask him about his technique, 
and he tells me this is the way tattoos have been 
done since the Bronze Age. He makes his own 
tools. “They have some very old tools in the 
national museum in Copenhagen. I made my 
tools in from them, but I altered them so I can 
change the needles and sterilize them.”
 Dale specializes in symbolic Viking tat-
toos, crosses, pagan symbols, knot work, and 
tribal work. “The Vikings were tattooed,” he 
says. “I don’t understand why people want 
to get designs from Asian cultures, such as 
dragons, when you can get a dragon, or other 
symbols from your own culture.” I ask him if 
he thinks the Nordic heritage offers as much 
symbolism for tattoos as Asian cultures. “Yes, 
no question. It has not been studied as heavily, 
but there is just so much to choose from.”
 As I prepare to leave, I run into Sverrir, the 
longest serving active member of the Icelan-
dic tattoo community. He is ecstatic with the 
weekend’s festivities. “It is just so much fun 
for us getting to know these guys, and they 
have been smiling from ear to ear the whole 
weekend,” he says, referring to the visiting 
artists. “And we the locals are picking up a lot 
from them, especially their use of colour. They 
also bring in some new styles, so everyone is 
learning. This is the only way to learn, to watch 
someone better than you, and here, school is in 
session.”

A Day at the Local Tattoo Convention
The Grapevine Visits the First Reykjavík Tattoo and Rock Festival

by sveinn birkir björnsson   photo by skari

“The Bayou is pretty far from Iceland, what brings you 
all the way over here?” I ask. “Fine ass women man, 
that’s what,” he answers. “Man they look good.” 
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Norwegians, our old masters and 
forefathers, have become one of the 
richest nations on earth after finding oil 
off their shores at the end of the 1960s. 
Norway is currently the second biggest 
oil exporter in the world, following 
Saudi Arabia. Knowing that their source 
of wealth isn’t infinite, the Norwegian 
government created a fund called the 
Norwegian Government Pension Fund 
– Global to preserve its oil wealth for 
future generations. It ranks as the second 
biggest pension fund in the world, cur-
rently worth over 250 billion USD. The 
fund is owned by the people of Norway, 
meaning that each Norwegian person’s 
share is worth about 54,125 USD. That’s 
a lot of money. Now that Norway is rich, 
they have shifted their focus and are be-
coming more environmentally friendly, 
cutting down on heavy industry such as 
aluminium production. In the meantime, 
the Icelandic government is desperate 
to sell cheap energy, offering one of the 
few things that make us truly unique, our 
nature, to foreign companies. In fact, an 
aluminium plant recently shut down in 
Norway because the owner, Alcoa, de-
cided to move their business to Iceland, 

the most generous bidder. 
 Some of the companies the Icelandic 
government has been trying to seduce 
have a truly disturbing history, such as 
the mining company Rio Tinto. It has a 
long record of human rights violations, 
environmental damage and corruption. 
In fact, 57 members of the British senate 
signed a parliamentary resolution in 1998 
in which Rio Tinto was called “probably 
the most uncaring and ruthless company 
in the world”. While Norwegians are 
working to preserve their nature and 
wealth for future generations, the Icelan-
dic government feels it can’t afford not to 
mingle with first-class, pardon me, scum. 
In fact, we invited two representatives 
from Rio Tinto to Iceland in July 2005 to 
inspect various areas in the northern and 
eastern regions with the possibility of 
building an aluminium plant. In the past, 
Rio Tinto has proven that they have little 
regard for the future generations, and we 
have no reason to think they’ll act any 
differently in Iceland.
 On June 6, 2006, the Norwegian 
Minister of Finance announced that the 
Norwegian Pension Fund – Global is 
pulling out shares and banning certain 
stocks due to ethical reasons. Among 
those with whom Norway no longer does 
business is the Wal-Mart discount store 
chain. The reasons for pulling out of 
Wal-Mart are “serious” and “systematic 
violations of human rights and labour 
rights,” said officials from the Norwe-
gian Ministry of Finance, as reported 
in Icelandic media. However, what the 
Icelandic media failed to report is that 
Wal-Mart was one of two companies to 
get the boot. The other one, Freeport 
McMoRan Copper and Gold Inc., is 
a mining company guilty of inflicting 
“extensive and serious damage on the 
environment” in places like New Guinea. 
The environmental damage caused by 
Freeport’s mining operations are “exten-

sive, long-term and irreversible,” with 
“considerable negative consequences 
for the indigenous peoples residing in 
the area,” as reported in the Norwegian 
newspaper Aftenposten. For some 
reason, this flew completely under the 
radar in the Icelandic media. Maybe it’s 
because we’re not too keen on discussing 
environmental damage inflicted by heavy 
industry here. That’s what journalist 
Mark Lynas found when he was sent to 
Iceland by the world’s most respected 
environmental affairs magazine, The 
Ecologist, to write a story about the Ká-
rahnjúkar dam. While here, Lynas met 
with press officials and PR people from 
Landsvirkjun, the Icelandic national 
power company, who tried to convince 
him that the Kárahnjúkar project was 
actually beneficial to the environment. 
For example, Jökulsá á Dal, the biggest 
glacial river affected by the dam project, 
might even find itself supporting a new 
salmon population in clearer water once 
the dirty main flow was diverted into a 
neighbouring valley. Lynas was also told 
that there were no wild animals in the 
area. The truth, as Lynas found it, was 
dramatically different. “Around 280 spe-

cies of small animals have been identified 
at Kárahnjúkar by researchers from the 
Icelandic Institute of Natural History. 
These species include three insects never 
previously found in Iceland, two of 
which may be completely new to science 
altogether. Not only will nine square 
kilometres of this precious hearthland 
be directly submerged (including the 
only known site for one of the nationally 
rare lichens), but soil erosion from the 
lake edge will result in wind-blown sand 
and dust drying out wetlands and killing 
vegetation far outside the project’s im-
mediate area” (Mark Lynas, 1/12/2003, 
A Damned Nation, The Ecologist). 
 It is rather awkward that our media 
only reported half of the story, telling 
us about Wal-Mart’s poor treatment 
of their workers but failing to mention 
Freeport McMorRan and its crimes 
against nature and its inhabitants. 
Perhaps it’s not so surprising after having 
read what press officials and PR people 
told Mark Lynas. We don’t want to 
talk about irreversible damage to the 
environment done by heavy industry. 
We want to point our finger to the big, 
bad American supermarket instead.
 More disturbingly, the Icelandic 
media may have another reason to stay 
quiet about Norway dropping Freeport 
McMoRan. Freeport McMoRan is a 
subsidiary of Rio Tinto, “probably the 
most uncaring and ruthless company in 
the world,” with whom we’re hopeful 
to do business with. Could it be that we 
don’t want to offend our future clients 
and that’s why we stay silent about their 
wrongdoings? At least we know that 
Wal-Mart has rotten business ethics. 
That’ll save us from the embarrassment 
of inviting their representatives over to 
put a price tag on our country.

What the 
Media Didn’t 
Report

a column by þórdís elva 
þorvaldsdóttir bachmann

opinion

“In fact, an aluminium plant recently shut 
down in Norway because the owner, Alcoa, 
decided to move their business to Iceland, 
the most generous bidder.” 
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“I guess Frank, the guitarist, got too drunk 
and he passed out onstage and he landed 
on me. I thought he was pushing me, so I 
may have decided to start choking him. He 
laughed it off, but I think he’s still mad, you 
know. Kind of a bad way to start the tour,” 
Joel Geon, tambourine player and rock icon, 
tells me a couple hours before I split off from 
the tour. An original member of The Brian 
Jonestown Massacre, he is hiding out in the 
Singapore Sling dressing room tonight, before 
the sold-out show at the Oxford Zodiac, nurs-
ing a bottle of Champagne.  
 If you don’t know The Brian Jonestown 
Massacre, you haven’t been hanging out with 
that many Icelandic musicians. Due in part 
to the fact that they give all their music away 
for free online, but also to the fact that Anton 
Newcombe visits Iceland regularly, because 
Anton is a devotee of DIY recording tech-
niques, and because he has a manic lifestyle 
that fits well with the Icelandic weekend, the 
band has had a devoted following here for 
years. 
 Europe and a good deal of hipster 
America discovered BJM last year, with the 
documentary DIG, based on the antics of 
Anton Newcombe, Joel Geon and his friends. 
The movie presents a grossly exploitative, 
condescendingly psychoanalytical portrayal 
of how rock is all about self-destruction and 
wanting to be loved and how money must be 
a corrupting force. European rock fans and 
American college students have fallen in love 
with the ham-handed film, and with the vic-
tims of it, BJM, allowing a string of successful 
tours. On this sold-out tour, BJM have invited 
Singapore Sling, and they have invited us to 
document whatever happens.
 The first thing to witness is that getting 
famous by starring in a documentary is not 
the most pleasant way to gain fame. There 
are now thousands of random assholes who 
know a great deal about Joel Geon, particu-
larly, how to get on his nerves. My first night 
with the tour, at Stoke-on-Trent, a couple of 
young soccer fans show up, make their way to 

a balcony and spend an hour heckling Joel in 
the hopes it will spark a fight like those seen 
in DIG. They manage to interrupt the show 
repeatedly. First, they chant “Joel, Fuck Off ” 
so loudly – with skills they developed shout-
ing at the previously Icelandic-owned Stoke 
football team – that they demand an initial 
response from Anton. He says, “You’re going 
to listen to these fucking Albanians?”
 But when the chants go on long enough, 
Joel has his incident, the strangling onstage, 
which does look kind of bad at the time. 

The taxi driver who takes me to the Sug-
armill in Stoke-on-Trent, has trouble finding 

the club. As it happens, though, it lies in the 
shadow of a number of strip clubs, and a disco 
that the driver knows very well. “If you get 
a woman into that club, Liquid, she will do 
anything to you,” he tells me, before pulling 
alongside a group of teenagers to ask them 
directions to the Sugarmill, which is blocks 
away. 
 This is a disco kind of town?
 “This is the home of Robbie Williams,” he 
tells me.
 The Sugarmill, the hard rock club in 
town, is a good deal smaller venue than the 
discos where you get girls to do anything, and 
it is aimed at an older clientele. A bar next to 
the Sugarmill has no namesake, but it has the 
following warning: No Food No Kids, This 
Isn’t a Fucking Youth Hostel. Inside, oddball 
30-somethings nurse beers and prepare for 
tonight’s show.

 Henrik Björnsson, frontman and founder 
of Singapore Sling, and I hide out at the bar 
while he waits for his sound check, and he 
fills me in on the tour so far, which has mostly 
been a disappointment. The Brian Jonestown 
Massacre have been incredible, but Singa-
pore Sling, who get 50 British pounds per 
gig (or eight pounds per member) are listed 
as “Guests” and have not attracted attention. 
In fact, even BJM have had difficulty getting 
people to listen, as the focus has been more on 
their personalities and the movie, DIG – this 
is the first tour that Joel Geon has joined, and 
he has been drawing a lot of attention.
 And then there is Manchester. If Icelan-

dic musicians look up to Anton Newcombe 
now, their envy for Ian Curtis of Joy Division, 
and of the Manchester scene in general, is 
timeless. In fact, the first time I saw Anton 
Newcombe was when he joined Singapore 
Sling onstage at an Ian Curtis tribute show. 
So the fact that Manchester suffered a power 
outage just as they arrived, forcing the gig to 
be cancelled, feels like bad voodoo.
 As we sit in the bar next to the club, I 
begin to wonder the odds that we may get 
involved in a scuff le. Henrik and I have been 
mocking a sign that says “Piercings: Lip 20 
quid, Nipple 20, Cheek 20, each; Ear 15, 
depending on which part. Done by Rach.” 
 Then, suddenly, Anton Newcombe is 
sitting next to us, pointing out the sign. And 
just as suddenly, the people who were eyeing 
us are now approaching us with surprisingly 
expensive digital cameras.

 My first conversation with Anton New-
combe occurs after a fat 40-year-old bald man 
with a jean jacket, a yellow ascot, and a gland 
problem producing fish-like eye bulge ap-
proaches Anton to say, “I just wanted to thank 
you. You’ve had a profound effect on my life.” 
(I watch this bald, bizarre man during the 
BJM show as he sells packets of hash and then 
f lees the show about six songs in to deal more 
drugs.)
 Anton shrugs the guy off, after first pos-
ing for a photo, and then tells me, “I’m just a 
normal guy. I mean, I drink, and everything.” 
Then he gets up and goes to drink and intro-
duce himself to other lifelong fans.
 The act seems brave and generous. Anton 
has set himself up as king of the misfits, a 
profitable enough position, but to mingle with 
the misfits is something not exactly required 
of a rock star. He does. He mingles, he lets 
them snap away, and though he seems to get a 
little miserable as the meet-and-greet goes on, 
you can’t help thinking he’s the fans’ rock star. 

Henrik may not quite be the same. First off, 
of course, Henrik and Singapore Sling don’t 
have the money to be in a bar long. Instead 
of meeting and greeting, Sling and I, at their 
invite, plunder backstage at the Sugarmill for 
sustenance: none of us have eaten in a day, 
and we try to calculate how many beers we’ll 
need to drink to make up the calorie count. 
Quickly, the cases of beer set aside for both 
Sling and BJM disappear – in just over 45 
minutes backstage, by my count, we have done 
in 60 beers, leaving not very much for the 
headlining act.
 Onstage, Singapore Sling sound good. 
They play their overpowering, harder-edged 
take on the 60s Wall of Sound that BJM 
launched ten years ago. Having followed 
Singapore Sling for years, this is the best show 
I’ve seen… to the worst audience. There is 
generally applause, and the club fills up as the 
show goes on, but it doesn’t get too apprecia-
tive. BJM themselves, standing next to me on 
the balcony and realising how good the sound 

Almost Infamous
On Tour with Singapore Sling and The Brian Jonestown Massacre in England

by bart cameron   photos by adam scott

“None of us have eaten in a day, and we try to calcu-
late how many beers we’ll need to drink to make up the 
calorie count. Quickly, the cases of beer set aside for 
both Sling and BJM disappear – in just over 45 minutes 
backstage, by my count, we have done in 60 beers.”
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is, spend some time leaning over the edge 
f lipping off the crowd.
 “There’s so many sad people here. We’re 
talking fat girls in body stockings and halter 
tops. People who have no idea. Retards,” 
Henrik will tell me after the show, utterly 
disgusted with Stoke.
 Despite playing to a sold-out audience, 
and despite being the headlining act, Brian 
Jonestown Massacre have a worse time of it. 
First, there is the sound. The club doesn’t 
have a good system, and all you really hear 
is basslines – something more beneficial to 
Sling’s style than BJM. Second, the only draw 
for the BJM show has been the rumour that 
BJM might fight, or that there might be drugs 
around. Despite having seen a number of 
people greet Anton before the show, I see very 
few audience members singing along to the 
contagious pop the BJM put out, and then, 
after an hour and a half, the audience spends 
an outrageous amount of energy screaming for 
a fight.
 Still, BJM play 28 songs, or about three 
hours, without missing a note. When they’re 
done, they storm backstage, lift up Einar, 
guitarist from Sling who has passed out next 
to the locked back stage area, and carry us all 
in for a party.
 The first words from Anton, after play-
ing his guts out while stalling a meltdown 
between band members, is, curiously, aimed at 
me. “Well Mr. Big Shot American journalist 
who moved to Iceland to start a paper, I just 
have one question for you: if you’re here, who’s 
watching over your Icelandic girlfriend?”
 When I don’t respond, he changes the 
subject to the strangling. From there he moves 
to discussing the power of Singapore Sling’s 
single My Life is Killing My Rock n Roll, 
which he decides to sing for everyone in a 
range of styles, from Buddy Holly to Elvis 
to a disco version. After a couple hours, I 
realise I’m watching a full-on attack of mania. 
Henrik is slouched next to me, laughing but 
cringing, Einar is taking photos, and the 
various other people in the room are trying to 
steer clear of Anton, who has been talking and 
singing continuously, stopping only brief ly to 
throw fruit at the wall.
 Two and a half hours after the show, and 
after we’ve been asked to leave for the fifth 
time, Anton is singing his new favourite 
improvised song for the 25th time: “Oooohh, 
I will jump from roof to roof, until I meet my 
destiny, dancing, farting, jumping, fighting, 
stealing the beer while the hunter sleeps.” He 
is a rock icon. He is generous to his fans. He 
has been generous to Singapore Sling, and to 
a visiting journalist, giving huge amounts of 
alcohol and conversation, but when he goes to 
sing the song a 26th time, we finally build up 
the courage to f lee.

There is one rule for the hotel we’re staying at 
in downtown Stoke, and it is posted every-
where in the place: “Check Out is 10, No Ex-
ceptions.” At 10:30, I sit outside the room I’ve 
shared with most of the band, reading over 
the notes from the night before, waiting for 
the hotel owner to come up screaming. Siggi, 
Sling’s tambourine shaker, is the first to wake 
and he comes to get me and we skim over the 

Sunday papers, and then set out to find food. 
There is no chance of anyone checking out for 
the next few hours. 
 This is good behaviour for a rock band. 
The only kind of behaviour, we realise, as we 
try to sneak by the hotel owner. He is happy to 
realise we’ll be there until noon, and he asks 
Siggi to sign the guest book, as he wants it 
in case the band turn out to be famous. “Last 
night, we had three keyboardists. They told us 
it seemed like they were really going to make 
it,” he tells us.
 We wander around Stoke, eventually 
finding a decent pub that serves the standard 
English breakfast, and settle in to wait for 

the band. A few hours later, we find out that 
the band is completely out of money. The 50 
pounds doesn’t work for much, and the system 
of drinking instead of eating doesn’t work well 
with a tour schedule.
 Bjössi, the new drummer who, by day, 
works at the children’s show LazyTown, 
explains over a frown that because they’re so 
broke, he will have to drive from Oxford to 
London after tonight’s gig so that they can 
sleep at friends’ apartments. Of course, we still 
have to drive to Oxford – three hours away. 
And nobody in the band is in good enough 

shape that they can walk without squinting.
 When I mention that I am developing 
a stunning headache, Siggi nods and says, 
“Usually, after four days of touring, the head-
ache fades away. Or you just don’t notice it 
anymore.”
 At about 1:30, when the band is going 
over the night’s plans for playing then getting 
out to London, Henrik shows up and borrows 
25 pounds: he is going to get a tattoo. 

Again I am at the bar next to the club, this 
time the Hobgoblin, next to Oxford’s Zodiac 
Theatre, famous for providing Radiohead 
and Supergrass with a venue as they were 
developing. I am speaking with James, an 
outstandingly geeky-looking Brian Jonestown 
Massacre fan who I thought might give an in-
tellectual perspective on BJM and on Anton.
 “I saw them opening for a band last year, 
and I just thought they were so honest that I 
had to see them again. I would say that DIG 
is an enjoyable film, but I think anybody with 
perspective can see that it has been edited 
towards certain aims,” he tells me, living up to 
my expectations. “The songs (BJM play) aren’t 

mass-produced kinds of thing, like he doesn’t 
care if you like them.”
 “Perfect,” I tell James. “Which college are 
you with?”
 “I’m not with one. I’m staying with a 
friend at Gilford.”
 “Ah. And, uh, do you know where a 
person… or maybe eight people, could find a 
place to stay for the night?”
 The drive has taken a lot out of us. We 
have gotten lost in Oxford, as will happen 
when one travels without a map or any real 
advice beyond bizarrely complex Mapquest di-
rections. And Bjössi and the rest of Sling have 
me begging people for a place to stay – it turns 

out, I went to school here for a few months, 
though I made few friends. 
 I am just talking to another fan when 
Anton Newcombe walks in.
Again, he acts surprised and bashful when the 
long line of fans comes up for photos. While 
there is no denying that he is doing the rock 
star’s duty, it begins to feel less genuine: night 
after night, Anton drifts over to the bar where 
his fans congregate, and then he plays “the 
normal guy who drinks” before the show.
 The Grapevine’s London photographer is 
not particularly amused. Visiting to take pho-

tos of Singapore Sling on tour, he complains 
that “this buddy in a hunting cap keeps on 
getting in the shots.” Anton, who just wants 
a drink, keeps on gravitating toward our pho-
tographer. 
 We adjourn to the club with Singapore 
Sling, where I tell them the bad news – I have 
no idea where they will stay if they decide they 
can’t drive to London.
 That night, Sling sound incredible – with 
Hákon, guitarist and the singularly most 
exhausted member of the band, going into a 
complete fit onstage. Granted a half hour, the 
band this time play before a full club and a 
responsive audience.
 Then, immediately after the show, the 
band is despondent and exhausted. Com-
pletely out of beer, out of money, and with 
no motivation to drive to London, they also 
refuse to believe that they sounded remotely 
tolerable – the sound onstage, before it went 
through the club’s PA, sounded atrocious. 
They are splitting up to get to London, and, 
embarrassed as they are about it, they have 
to give up on granting me coverage, unless I 
want to sleep in the van, which will be parked 

in South London.
 Two more hours of band conversation 
about how to get to their final gig begin, as 
Anton takes the stage in front of a devoted 
following.
 The Brian Jonestown Massacre, playing 
to a sympathetic audience, sounds a good deal 
worse than when they play to a roomful of 
chavs. Part of it may be that Joel is afraid of 
repercussions for the strangling, but most of 
it seems to be Anton – he plays to convert an 
audience, but these people adore whatever he 
does. He plays the catchy single Servo twice, 
he makes small, slightly edgy, overall retarded 
small talk: “I’m so happy to be here – I wish 
I could express it better. I tell you what I 
mean. I’d strip you all naked and you’d all 
have burns on your asses. I’d fuck you so you 
couldn’t walk. You’d all be in wheelchairs,” he 
says, shirtless. 
 “I’d like that,” says what looks like a Mas-
ter’s English literature student, and people 
move away from her.
 The crowd is full of Anton devotees. 
Absolute worshippers who don’t mind that the 
guitar sounds bad, or that Anton has mixed 
his vocals low and is repeating songs, or that 
Anton announces, “I wouldn’t advise talking 
to me, ‘cause I am very high.”
 From all I can tell, Anton could be eating 
biscuits onstage and getting the same adora-
tion. A 50-year-old woman nudges into me at 
one point. “Who is this band? I’ve never heard 
of them,” she says.
 “I don’t know. Just came to see the open-
ing act.”
 She ignores what I say, sure I’m bullshit-
ting, and says, “Do you know where Anton 
got that hat?”
 “At a store?”
 “He was given it by Will Sargeant,” she 
says, nodding and smiling as though I should 
be extremely impressed.
 I nod. “I have no idea what you’re talking 
about.”
 “Will Sargeant is a very famous singer 
from Liverpool.”
 “Then I guess you have heard of this 
band,” I say.
 “Everybody here has.”
 And then Anton begins to explain that 
there is a long break because “we just play 
music. We’re honest, so we play what we want 
to play,” he says, just as he said last night be-
fore being harassed by football fans. Tonight, 
though, he is cheered.

Playing a perfect concert to a perfect audi-
ence, Singapore Sling sell four CDs, and, by 
my surveys, have about 20 BJM fans who will 
now see Sling “if they come to town again.” 
 I say my goodbyes to the band, wishing 
them luck with London. They ask me to meet 
them there, and tell me that will be the high-
light of the tour. They make sure I have a set 
of phone numbers. When I call the next day, 
all the phones are off.

“The crowd is full of Anton devotees. Absolute wor-
shippers who don’t mind that the guitar sounds bad, or 
that Anton has mixed his vocals low and is repeating 
songs, or that Anton announces, “I wouldn’t advise 
talking to me, ‘cause I am very high.”

“From all I can tell, Anton could be eating biscuits on-
stage and getting the same adoration.”
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An exhibition of works nominated for the prestigious 
Carnegie Art Awards is currently on display at the 
Reykjavík Art Museum, and will be until August 20th, 
so if you feel in the mood to take in the best Scandina-
via has to offer in mental stimulation, then by all means 
make your way down there. This year’s first-prize winner 

is Karin Mamma Andersson, who was known for her 
whimsical landscape paintings, but has switched to more 
contemplative impressionism in recent years. Also of note 
are Petra Lindholm’s brooding and mesmerising film 
Until, Eggert Pétursson’s extravagantly detailed f lower 
paintings, so lavishly detailed that it borders on obsession, 

Jón Óskar’s enigmatic abstracts, Jesper Christiansen’s 
intriguing spatial explorations and Henrik Samuelsson’s 
dreamlike fantasy world. Also, the coffee’s not bad.

 By Sindri Eldon

The Carnegie Art Award 2006



Thursday – 15 June
The Vikings Krákan in concert
RÓSENBERG

Grapevine Bad Taste summer series: 
sign
GALLERY LOBSTER OR FAME, 
starts at 17:00

Grapevine Bad Taste summer series: 
sign + guests
AMSTERDAM, starts at 21:00

Jet Black Joe – release concert
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

dJ Lucky plays soul, funk and reggae
CAFÉ PARIS

Troubadour Justin
HRESSÓ, starts at 22:00 

dJ Maggi Legó
SIRKÚS

Friday – 16 June
hraun
RÓSENBERG

innvortis, Viðurstyggð and Morðingjarnir
GRAND ROKK

Jet Black Joe
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

Todmobile
NASA

nix nolte
ÞJÓÐLEIKHÚSKJALLARINN

Menn ársins, followed by dJ Johnny 
nasty
HRESSÓ

Momentum, hostile, We Made God, 
rökkurró and Morðingjarnir 
TÓNLISTARÞRÓNARMIÐSTÖÐIN

Jeff Who? in concert followed by dj Gísli 
Galdur
PRIKIÐ (starts at 21)

dj Óli dóri
DILLON

The story of Modern Farming
KAFFI HLJÓMALIND

dj alfons X
KAFFIBARINN

dJ KGB
SIRKÚS

saTurday – 17 June
hiphop concert at Lækjargata in col-
laboration with hiphop.is
LÆKJARGATA (starts at 18)

independence day celebration concert 
at arnarhóll with Foreign Monkeys, 
Baggalútur, ampop, Á móti sól and dr. 
spock to name a few. 
ARNARHÓLL (from 18-22)

Troubadours Gotti and eisi, followed by 
dJ Johnny nasty
HRESSÓ

Partyzone night
NASA

Brain Police in concert followed by dj 
andrea Jónsdóttir.
DILLON

dJ Baldur
KAFFIBARINN

dj B ruff
PRIKIÐ

The story of Modern Farming
GAMLI BARINN (MÝVATN)

reggae night from 22-00 followed by dJ 
Árni sveins
SIRKÚS

sunday – 18 June
The story of Modern Farming
12 TÓNAR

Tuesday – 20 June
dj andri Ólafs
PRIKIÐ

dJ Krummi
SIRKÚS

Wednesday – 21 June
dj Kári
PRIKIÐ

Fabula
RÓSENBERG

Thursday – 22 June
Grapevine Bad Taste summer series: 
The Gang from new york
GALLERY LOBSTER OR FAME, 
starts at 17:00

Grapevine Bad Taste summer series: 
The Gang from new york
AMSTERDAM, starts at 21:00

dj Óli hjörtur
PRIKIÐ

nektar
HRESSÓ

dJ Lucky plays soul, funk and reggae
CAFÉ PARIS

dJ Árni sveins
SIRKÚS

Friday – 23 June
Touch, followed by dJ Bjarki
HRESSÓ

danni deluxe
PRIKIÐ

dJ Árni sveins
KAFFIBARINN

dj Óli dóri
DILLON

dJ Maggi Legó
SIRKÚS

saTurday – 24 June
Menn í svörtum Fötum
NASA

dj andrea Jónsdóttir
DILLON

nineties party with erna and ellen
PRIKIÐ

dJ alfons X
KAFFIBARINN

dJ KGB
SIRKÚS

Tuesday – 27 June
dj andri Ólafs
PRIKIÐ

Wednesday – 28
dj Kocoon
PRIKIÐ

dJ hemmi
SIRKÚS

Thursday – 29 June
ham
NASA

Troubadour Justin
HRESSÓ, starts at 22:00 

dj Kári
PRIKIÐ

dJ Lucky plays soul, funk and reggae
CAFÉ PARIS

dJ Krummi
SIRKÚS

Friday – 30 June
Menn Ársins, followed by dJ Maggi
HRESSÓ

dj party with Kári, erna and ellen, Gísli 
Galdur, Maggi Lego and addi the drum-
mer
PRIKIÐ

Pineapple records Party with President 
Bongo dJ set
SIRKÚS

saTurday – 1 JuLy
dj party with Kári, Óli and anna Brá, 
Benni B-ruff and danni deluxe
PRIKIÐ

M
U
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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

Multi-Cultural Concert 
at the intercultural Centre
The multi-national band Narodna Musika will be playing at the Intercultural Cen-
tre’s Café Cultura on the 28th and 29th of June. The musicians come from Iceland, 
Bulgaria and Denmark and they play a diverse selection of material that owes much 
to the musical traditions of Bulgaria, Turkey and Greece. The event begins at 19:30 
on both days, but you are probably going to need to buy a ticket in advance, as space 
is limited. Admission is 2500 ISK.+
Café Cultura, June 28th and 29th
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The reykjavík City 
Theatre
On the main stage:

Footloose
A musical based on the ‘classic’ film of the 
same name. No Kevin Bacon this time.

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:

singing and acting Classes
Teaching children aged 8-13 the basics of 
theatre.

Broadway
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.

dinner and a show!
Starting the 19th of June Iðnó’s restaurant 
will be offering a special Icelandic buffet 
for 3800 kr. from 18:00 to 20:00. Starting 
on the 29th, however, dinner guests arriv-
ing on one of three days of the week will 
have the option of paying 6000 kr. for the 
buffet and an after dinner show start-
ing at 20:30. On Mondays and Tuesdays 
that show is ‘Best of Light Nights’ and 
on Wednesdays it’s ‘How do you like 
Iceland?’ The latter is actually slightly 
cheaper at 5300 for the buffet and show 
combination.     

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.

i Fagiolini
An opera presented in collaboration with 
the Reykjavík Art Festival.

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

yoghurt on the Brain
If you like Húsavíkurjógúrt’s biggest fanboy, Jenni, you might be interested to 
know that he and his friends in Brain Police are playing Dillon on the June 17th. 
While they certainly aren’t everyone’s cup of tea, at last you have the chance to 
make a statement by throwing a tub of expired yoghurt on the stage.
dillon, June 17th

The Legend of ham
Icelandic metal legends Ham are planning a concert on the 29th of June, and in fact 
they were already scheduled to warm up for Motörhead on that date before that con-
cert was tragically cancelled. The chosen venue is NASA and if you want to experience 
the roots of Icelandic metal you would be wise to attend.
nasa, June 29th

sounds Like… Farming?
Jessica Slighter from the Netherlands and Louise Jensen from Denmark make up the 
unusually named duo The Story of Modern Farming. They describe their sound in 
the following way: “It’s esoteric stuff. Stubborn girls meet their Scandinavian roots. 
It’s like mumbling, like fighting. It sounds like farming.” Their alternative description: 
“it’s nu-jazz, alternative, folk” might give you a better clue of what to expect when they 
play Reykjavík and Mývatn. The Reykjavík concerts take place on the 17th and 20th of 
June, at Kaffi Hljómalind and 12 Tónar respectively. If you’re nearer to Gamli Bærinn 
by Mývatn, you can catch them on the 18th.
Kaffi hljómarlind, June 17th and 20th, Gamli Bærinn (Mývatn) June 18th

independence day Festivities
The 17th of June is Iceland’s independence day and a national holiday. It’s also 
an occasion for musical festivities. Hitt Húsið is organizing two concerts on that 
day, a hip hop event starting at 18:00 at Lækjargata and a simultaneous, but 
more general rock themed one, on Arnarhóll. The latter is expected to be a well 
attended event, with an impressive line-up of acts such as the Foreign Monkeys, 
Ampop, Baggalútur, Á Móti Sól, Dr. Spock and many others. 
arnarhóll/Lækjargata, June 17th



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 
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There’s more than one iconic Björk in 
Iceland. A charming but unassuming little 
tobacconist’s in the heart of Reykjavík, 
Tóbaksbúðin Björk offers a wide variety 
of souvenirs, tobacco and related 
products such as hipf lasks and pipes. The 
atmosphere is comfortable, the owner and 

his staff are extremely friendly, and they 
recently took the Icelandic government to 
court and won. Whether you smoke or not, 
that’s a winning combination.  

Tóbaksbúðin Björk, Bankastræti 6, 101 
Reykjavík, Tel.: 551-4335

SPOTthis BJÖRK



RESTAURANTS

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. 

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.  

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.   

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 
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World Cup 2006
Let’s just get one thing straight right off 
the bat: there is no such thing as ‘soccer’. 
Football is played with, big surprise, the 
feet. The moment feet are phased out in 
favour of the mysterious ‘soc’, we can dis-
cuss a name change. Fans of the beautiful 
game are in for a big treat this summer, as 
the World Cup is once again back in our 
lives and making the daily grind seem a 
little bit more worthwhile. Since we have 
to wait four years for this, there is abso-
lutely no excuse for not watching every 
single game you can possibly manage 
– whether you have to pay exorbitant fees 
to the bloodsuckers at 365 Media (SÝN) 
or just hang out in bars. Think of it this 
way: If you were born in a leap year and 
could only celebrate your birthday every 
four years, wouldn’t you make sure you 
got to eat as much cake as possible?
SÝN

The nBa Finals
The most memorable NBA play-offs in 
recent history have reached their zenith, 
with the Dallas Mavericks emerging from 
the West to face the Miami Heat out of 
the East. Both teams are playing in their 
first finals series. The Miami Heat’s 
leader is Shaquille O’Neal, a former 
member of three-time champion L.A. 
Lakers. His sidekick is Dwayne Wade, 
arguably the most exciting player to enter 
the league since a young guard by the 
name of Michael. 
 The Mavericks are guided by the 
stellar Dirk Nowitzki, the German giant 

with the nifty jumpshot. 
Make sure you catch the action on SÝN. 

The Bachelorette iii
If you watched The Bachelor and found 
yourself wondering how exactly televi-
sion could ever sink to a lower point, your 
answer is here in the form of the THIRD 
season of the spin-off, The Bachelorette. 
The idea is simple: take the runner-up 
from last season’s Bachelor show and put 
her in an identical, albeit gender-reversed, 
situation. If you watch this you are the 
epitome of everything that is wrong with 
our society, the entertainment industry 
and the human species as a whole. So 
you deserve to read this right now before 
the season progresses any further: it was 
already shown on TV in the US and she 
doesn’t choose anyone at the end of season 
3 – so it will all end in a stalemate. In 
the immortal words of Nelson Muntz: 
“HA-HA!”
Skjár 1, 21:30 Fridays

TV in icelandic
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
she’s the Man
15:45, 18:00, 20:15, 22:30
Poseidon
18:00, 20:15, 22:30
american dreamz
15:50, 20:00
Mission impossible iii
22:10
The shaggy dog
16:00
scary Movie 4
18:00

sambíóin – Álfabakki
she’s the Man
15:30, 17:45, 20:00, 22:30
Poseidon
15:40, 17:50, 20:00, 22:10
Poseidon (Luxury)
15:40, 17:50, 20:00, 22:10
X-Men 3
15:30, 17:45, 20:00, 22:20
american dreamz
17:50, 22:10
shaggy dog
15:40, 17:50
Mission: impossible iii 
20:00, 22:30
scary Movie 4
18:00, 20:00

háskólabíó
Poseidon
17:00, 19:00, 21:00, 23:00
The da Vinci Code
16:00, 18:00, 20:00, 22:00
Mission impossible iii
17:00, 20:00, 22:00
shaggy dog
16:00, 18:00, 20:00

Laugarásbíó
The Omen
17:30, 20:00, 22:20
16 Blocks
18:00, 20:00, 22:10
inside Man
17:45
Little red riding hood
16:00
skrallan and the Pirates
16:00

sambíóin – akureyri
Poseidon
20:00, 22:00
american dreamz
18:00

sambíóin – Keflavík
Poseidon
20:00, 22:00
X-Men 3
17:45
The da Vinci Code
22:30
shaggy dog
18:00
inside Man
20:00

regnboginn
The Omen
17:30, 20:00, 22:30
16 Blocks
17:50, 20:00, 22:10
The da Vinci Code
18:00, 21:00
hoodwinked
22:15
Little red riding hood
18:00
Prime
20:00

smárabíó
The Omen
20:00, 22:30

X-Men 3
17:40, 18:00, 20:00, 20:30, 22:20, 22:50
The da Vinci Code
17:00, 20:00, 23:00
The da Vinci Code (Luxury)
17:00, 20:00, 23:00
Little red riding hood 
15:50
ice age 2
16:00

Borgarbíó 
The Omen
20:00, 22:10, 23:59
16 Blocks
22:00, 23:59
X-Men 3
18:00, 20:00
The da Vinci Code
17:15

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.

Remakes are in vogue at the moment and 
apparently any old piece of excrement 
can now be re-shot, raped and made into 
a summer blockbuster. Such is the case 
with Poseidon, a remake of the 70s disas-
ter film The Poseidon Adventure. If you 
saw Titanic you have already seen a ship 
slowly sink as the passengers scramble 
for safety while struggling with personal 
issues, but Poseidon does have a couple 
of things going for it. For one thing, the 
ship is upside down, which is kind of cool 
in a “they just built the set upside down” 
kind of way. More importantly, however, 
there is absolutely no Celine Dion music 
in this film – that alone could be worth 
the price of admission. GHJ

Poseidon

Who doesn’t love low-budget romantic 
teen comedies loosely based on classic 
Shakespeare plays? Just read the official 
tagline for this beautiful cinematic 
experience: “Everybody has a secret... 
Duke wants Olivia who likes Sebastian 
who is really Viola whose brother is 
dating Monique so she hates Olivia 
who’s with Duke to make Sebastian 
jealous who is really Viola who’s crush-
ing on Duke who thinks she’s a guy...” 
– if you got through that without losing 
your lunch at the very thought of sitting 
through this film you are part of the 
target demographic. And, probably, a 
13 year old girl. GHJ

she’s the Man



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

03.06.2006-22.07.2006
steinunn Þórarinsdóttir

ÁsMundarsaFn
Sigtún
Opening hours: 10-16 every day

The Man and Material 
Permanent exhibition 
A retrospective exhibition of works by 
Ásmundur sveinsson

The einar JÓnssOn 
MuseuM 
Eiríksgata
Opening hours: Sat.-Sun. 14-17
Permanent exhibition of the sculptor 
einar Jónsson
http://www.skulptur.is

The CuLTure hOuse
Hverfisgata 15
Opening hours: 11-17 every day
Permanent exhibitions: Medieval Manu-
scripts, The national Museum – as it 
was and The Library room.

22.04.06 - 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

02.06.2006-25.06.2006
erla Þórarinsdóttir

The reyKJaVíK MuseuM 
OF PhOTOGraPhy
Grófarhús, Tryggvagata 15, 6th f loor
Weekdays: 12-19
Sat.-Sun. 13-17
Free admission

01.06.06-24.09.06
Photography by andrés Kolbeinsson

dWarF GaLLery
Grundarstígur 21
http://this.is/birta/
Opening hours vary.
Free entrance

GyLLinhæð
Laugavegur 23
Open Thu.-Sun. 14-18

students from the second year of the 
academy

KJarVaLssTaðir
reyKJaVíK MuseuM
Flókagata
Open every day 10-17
www.listasafnreykjavikur.is
 
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
Open Thu.-Sun. 14-18 
Free entrance
www.this.is/klingandbang

06.07.2006-30.07.2006
The ‘Gelitin’ art group, featuring: Tobias 
urban, Wolfgang Gantner, Florian rei-
ther and ali Janka

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
Opening hours: Tue.-Sun. 11-17
Free entrance 
www.listasafn.is

12.05-25.06.2006 
Birgir andrésson, retrospective
steingrímur eyfjörð, retrospective             

08.07-10.09.2006               
Landscape and Folklore (from the na-
tional Gallery of iceland collection)

haFnarhÚs
reyKJaVíK MuseuM
Open every day 10-17
www.listasafnreykjavikur.is

09.06.2006-20.08.2006
Carnegie art awards 2006

09.06.2006-22.10.2006
The erró Collection: Graphic Works

The naTiOnaL MuseuM
Suðurgata 41
Opening hours: daily 10-17
www.natmus.is

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

GaLLerí sæVars KarLs

Bankastræti 7
www.saevarkarl.is

Current exhibition: 
Graeme Finn

LiVinG arT MuseuM
www.nylo.is
Open Wed.-Sun. 13-17
Open Thu. 13-22
Free entrance

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

14.05-01.07.2006
The supremes - 19 artists from outside 
of iceland, along with five icelandic 
artists

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

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

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

13.05-11.06.2006
nína Tryggvadóttir

11.06.2006-?
hlaðgerður Björnsdóttir

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 centre. The theme is a 
general look back at the past century 
of life in the capital. Most of the pho-
tographs are on display in Lækjartorg, 
Austurvöllur and Fógetagarður.

>>>OuTside reyKJaVíK:

seyðisfjörður:

sKaFTFeLL
www.skaftfell.is

10.06-10.08.2006
sigurður Guðmundsson and Kristján 
Guðmundsson

08.06-21.06.2006
hörn harðardóttir and rakel Gunnars-
dóttir

hafnarfjörður:

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

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

Keflavík:

suðsuðVesTur 
Hafnargata 22 
230 Reykjanesbær
http://www.sudsudvestur.is/

27.05-18.06.2006
Þórunn hjartardóttir

24.06-16.07.2006
heimir Björgúlfsson 

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

06.05-25.06.2006
homesick - a series of exhibitions in 
four countries

A
R
T

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. 

www.gljufrasteinn.is
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SNAKES ON A PLANE
On a flight over the Pacific Ocean, an assassin, hell-bent on killing a passenger who’s a 
witness in protective custody, lets loose a crate full of deadly snakes on the plane.
This sounds like one of those classic cheesy B movies that we all know and love from the 
late 70’s. The plot is so ridiculously thin that it could be something special. With only one 
established Hollywood film star in the name of Samuel L. Jackson, this could easily fall 
flat on it’s face, because lets be honest…Samuel L. has made more duds in his time than 
anyone.
 But for me this just sounds the right side of cheesy to make this a success. So look out 
for Snakes On The Plane, and remember where you heard about it.

THE OMEN
Yet another remake of a classic. In recent years they have been remaking everything, from 
the dire remake of Psycho, to the clever rethinking of Charlie And The Chocolate Factory, 
to the remake of Poseidon, and now we have a remake of that classic from the 70’s. The 
original Omen is set around an American ambassadorial couple and the sequel looks set 
to be the same, as the characters names are the same. But this time the cast list doesn’t 
look as impressive. There was always something about Gregory Peck in the role of Robert 
Thorn that just worked, and I can’t see Liv Schreiber filling that role. And with Julia Stiles 
as his wife, well we all know what I thought of her last movie. The teaser trailer was creepy 
yes, but having seen the full length trailer, I can’t help thinking that it is just going to be 
a direct copy of the original. For people who have not experienced the original, this could 
be brilliant, but for me, it is just another remake. Let’s just hope it is not a poor one. The 
director is John Moore who has not made anything outstanding, his best being Behind 
Enemy Lines, but I am keeping my fingers crossed.

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. 

andrés Kolbeinsson
a retrospective covering 1952-1965
The Reykjavík Museum of Photography is hosting an exhibition of black and white 
photographs taken by Andrés Kolbeinsson over a thirteen year period in the fifties 
and sixties. The black and white stills illustrate the rapid post-war development of 
Iceland from a poor agrarian society to a country with a more fully developed indus-
try, art scene and grasp of emerging technologies. A musician himself, Kolbeinsson’s 
works include a great many portraits of Iceland’s top artists of the time.
Reykjavík Museum of Photography, June 1st to  September 25th 2006

summer exhibition at Kjarvalsstaðir
This summer the Reykjavik Art Museum presents a selection of works from the 
museum’s collection at Kjarvalsstadir. The exhibition gives an overview of the collec-
tion and presents works by Icelandic artists since the turn of the 20th century. The 
selection of works aims to give an aesthetic experience within the galleries, casting 
aside traditional art historical values
Kjarvalsstaðir, June 24th to September 3rd 2006



iceland’s national 
horse show 
The Icelandair Horse Festival 2006, will be held at Vindhei-
mamelar in Skagafjörður, North Iceland, June 26th - July 2nd. 
“Landsmót” is the Icelandic name for the biannual National 
Horse Show of Iceland - the biggest event involving Icelandic 
horses in the world. At night there is singing and dancing 
with bands and artists such as Todmobile, Paparnir and Geir-
mundur Valtýrsson playing. The party continues until morn-
ing when it is time to get back to the horses. It is possible to 
buy a ticket just for the day or a pass for the whole week if you 
are a true horse lover. Camping is included in the ticket price 
and there is a shop and a swimming pool in the nearby village 
of Varmahlíð. All further information can be found on the 
Landsmót website  www.landsmot.is/english. For informa-
tion on other tourist attractions in the area check out www.
visitskagafjordur.is or write to the NW Iceland tourist office 
at info@skagafjordur.is. 
Varmahlíð, June 26th – july 2nd 

steinunn Þórarinnsdóttir 
Sculptor Steinunn Þórarinnsdóttir will be displaying her work both inside 
the exhibition space and out in the open air. She uses materials such as 
glass, aluminium and other metals to express her vision of dereliction and 
rubble. It’s actually a lot more impressive than it sounds, and apart from the 
theme of destruction in the wall installations the gallery will also be display-
ing some of Þórarinnsdóttir’s smaller and rarer pieces. 
Gallery 101, June 9th to July 22nd 2006

e
v
e
n
t
s

The summer exhibition of  Skaftfell 
by Sigurður Guðmundsson and Kristján Guðmundsson in 
Skaftfell cultural centre. 
The exhibition is open till august 20th. 
www.skaftfell.is

june – september 
Exhibition series Vesturveggurinn, 
openings june 8th and 24th, july 
8th and 22nd, august 12th, 
september 2nd and 16th. 
www.skaftfell.is 

june 24th 
june 24th Man in the moon - Childrens' 
cultural day, a festival for children of  
all ages, with emphasis on the 
interests of  children of  pre- and 
grade-school age www.moon.is

17th – 23rd of  July
LungA - the young peoples' arts festival. Arts workshops for people aged 16 to 25. Sirkus, 
Drama, Curver's sound workshop, Stomp, Clothes design, Radio workshop and Gospel. 
Gala concert with many highly regarded bands saturday july 22nd. www.lunga.is

june 28th – august 16th 
The Blue Church concert series, 
every wednesday night at 20:30 
www.seydisfjordur.is

august 12th – 26th
august 12th - 26th Norwegian days and the sea 
telephone's 100th birthday, Norwegian themed fun 
and festivities in the Technological museum. 
www.seydisfjordur.is www.tekmus.is

26. ágúst
Guðný Rósa Ingimarsdóttir and 
Gauthier Hubert in Skaftfell cultural 
centre, the exhibition is open till 
september 24th.  www.skaftfell.is

Á seyði 2006
Art festival

Seyðisfjörður - east Iceland
    June 10th - August 26th 

Information in the office of  Travel and Culture, tel. +354 470 2308, ferdamenning@sfk.is 

- the cultural town.

Welcome to 
Seyðisfjörður 

june 24th 
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The seminal hardcore band I Adapt have 
been at the forefront of the Icelandic 
hardcore scene for over five years. They 
are about to release their third album, and 
have recently returned from a tour of the 
UK supported by the Reykavík Air Bridge. 
The Reykjavík Grapevine caught up with 
Birkir Fjalar Viðarsson, the band’s vocal-
ist, to discuss the upcoming album and the 
importance of the Reykjavík Air Bridge for 
the Icelandic music scene. 

/// I Adapt has been working on a new 
album for a while. When is it due to come 
out?
– I don’t know, as sad as that sounds. It was 
supposed to be out by now. Nearly everything 
has been recorded, and the tracks are done, 
all that is left is for me to record the vocals. 
I had some problems with my voice. I lost it. 
This happened just before we went on tour 
to England. I had been sick, and didn’t take 
good enough care of myself and that trig-
gered it. Now I can’t really use my voice with 
full force for an extended period. I work with 
kids, and that really strains the voice as well. 
I am just waiting for that to clear up so I can 
finish the vocals. 

/// Is this album different in some respect 
than your earlier albums?
– All our albums ref lect some period in my 
life. This one is a bit different, as it is a lot 
more personal, and less socio-political. It is a 
little difficult at times especially considering 
our reputation as a band that rallies around 
common causes. That spills into the music 
as well. When Ingi (guitarist and main song 
writer) was writing these soundtrack-to-
the-revolution kind of riffs, I showed him 
the lyrics I was writing and told him that it 
would be very hard to sing this stuff over that 
kind of music, and he took that into account, 
so the songs sound a little darker and a little 
slower. 

/// So, what is the album called and what is 
the story behind the name?
– We are calling the album Chainlike Burden. 
The name came to us when we were look-
ing over the lyrics and most of them were 
really sad, describing more or less some inner 
turmoil, frustration, repentance, regret, the 
feeling of being alone in the crowd, not letting 
go of stuff, the feeling of not going anywhere, 
not being able to enjoy life, even if you are 
basically a merry person; that kind of stuff. 
These thoughts and feelings are like a burden 
that is chained to you, or the chain is the 
burden. But chains are made to be broken, 
although I didn’t manage to break them when 
we were writing the album. I still haven’t. 

/// You mentioned that this album sounds 
darker and slower than earlier releases. Is 
the album a step away from the band’s hard-
core roots then?
– Not at all. We never made a conscious deci-
sion to, you know, ‘hey, let’s do something 
completely different than we did the last time’. 
The only thing we decided was that we did 
not want to make the same album that we 
made the last time. As a band, we have always 
tried to disprove all the rules that some music 
gurus have tried to establish for what hardcore 
should sound like, not that Icelandic journal-
ists have ever had a fucking idea as to what 
hardcore is, where it comes from or what the 
elements are. We want to take the key ele-
ments of hardcore and push the boundaries. I 
guess some of the kids who look to us as the 
band that started the hardcore scene, feel that 
we are moving away from our roots, but we 
don’t feel that ourselves. To the untrained ear, 
to people who don’t know us, we might sound 
very different. 

/// Do you think you are losing some your 
fan base because of this?
– Yes sure, nobody has said it to our face, but 
we have been seeing it on Internet forums, and 

heard from friends that people find this a little 
too much. Some people still want us to be 
playing the same music we were playing five 
years ago. I mean, we could do that, in some 
form, but we have always been very outspoken 
and that is not what we want to do right now. 
It is not like we decided that we wanted to be 
rockers all of a sudden, but I wrote the lyrics 
feeling a sudden way, and that must translate 
into the music. Ingi is just happy as about that 
because he loves to write music and wants to 
try new stuff, so the album is a little heavy, 
not just to be heavy, or trying to reinvent I 
Adapt. That was never the idea. We are not 
the kind of people who can change gears like 
that. We just can’t decide to now become 
rockers and next we’ll be something else. 

/// I Adapt has toured extensively in the past. 
You’ve recently returned from a two week 
tour of England and the band has been a part 
of the Reykjavík Air Bridge program. Tell us 
a bit about that.
– The Reykjavík Air Bridge has supported 
us four times. This makes it possible for us to 
tour in other countries, which is something we 
could not do otherwise. Some bands use the 
Air Bridge to play one showcase, or two gigs 
in the same city. We always do it to tour for 
weeks at a time and play everyday. It gives us 
an opportunity to introduce our albums. And 
they get something back as well. Many of the 
people we get to know on tour come here for a 
visit. There have been large groups of people 
who have come here through I Adapt and 
other punk bands. Also, some of the bands 
that we have played with abroad have come 
here to play with us as well. So, even if we are 
not really a hit with the newspapers or the 
tabloid magazines, and nobody talks about our 
tours or record contracts, then it is still benefi-
cial for both parties. There are so many people 
who have come here to Iceland through bands 
like Fighting Shit and us. 

/// Do you think the program has returned 
something to the Icelandic music scene?
– Definitely. Take these bands that have been 
able to play at the South By Southwest festival 
(Jakóbínarína, My Summer As a Salva-
tion Army) for example, although they have 
different goals than we have, the Air Bridge 
makes it possible to for them to attend and 
introduce Icelandic music. This has definitely 
returned something to the music industry, big 
time. I think this is a win-win situation for 
all parties. I think we have also proved this to 
the program. Even if we are not a very popular 
band, not even here in Iceland, the tabloid 
press never reports on where we are hanging 
out on the weekends, so we are not very visible 
in the media. But when I started showing the 
people at Reykjavík Air Bridge some of the 
stuff that came out of our tours, I think they 
thought that was pretty impressive. It was just 
different. 

/// Did you ever have any problems with 
getting support from the program, being a 
small, relatively unknown hardcore band?
– No, not really. When we first received the 
Air Bridge in 2001 or 2002, the program was 
very recently established. It was so new back 
then, they probably thought we were just as 
great as Jet Black Joe or something. We had 
drawn up a plan, city after city, this was a 
three-and-a-half week tour, so they probably 
thought we were all Sigurrós-ized. But they 
have shown us a lot of understanding, and 
we have always supplied them with reports 
when we get back, like the last time when we 
played 17 shows in 18 days. They know we are 
hard workers. When some of the bigger bands 
send a press release that they are playing two 
shows in London, and maybe three different 
news organizations interview them, and then 
they go and play two shows for three people 
and spend most of the time drinking beer 
and buying new jeans, that just makes us look 
good. 

Breaking the Chains

by sveinn birkir björnsson   photos by héðinn
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Tired of being a media 

conglomerate’s bitch? Out 

of lubricant? You might want to check out some of the options 

available to you via satellite. They range from legal, to semi-legal 

to we’d-never-suggest-it, depending on what exactly you are after. 

If the recently announced 16,000 krónur price tag for a month of 

football that used to be free sounds a little unfair to you – it might be 

time to do something about it and stop lining the pockets of your 

tormentors. GHJ

TV Satellite 
Dish

Mál og Menning 

Want to know how to tie a 

bow tie, quit your job or fold a drinking cup? Use This Book! – a fun-

ny self-help guide with answers to all your weird questions – is filled 

with handy clippings and helpful gadgets to make your everyday life 

easier. If you get stuck in the traffic for example, just rip out the page 

with the chessboard and play a game. With this book in your bag, 

you’ll hardly need anything else. SJ 

Use This 
Book!

GRAPEVINE’S 
PURCHASES THAT

JUSTIFY EXISTENCE

WWW.GRAPEVINE.IS

Oldest bakery in Iceland

since 1834 

BERGSTAÐASTRÆTI 13
- PHONE: 551 3083

Bezt í Heimi* lobster soup

650.- kr�

OPENING HOURS : 8 - 21 

Purtrifed shark
marinated in Icelandic schnapps

Sour Whale Meat
Hard fish

�

�
�

�



Gunnar Hrafn Jónsson on Reykjavík Dining  Photos by Héðinn

Under ISK 1000
Between ISK 1000  
and ISK 2500

Between ISK 2500  
and ISK 4000$ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ Over ISK 4000

DINING, EATING
 GRUBBING&

Aðalstræti 2
Tel.: 511-1212

$ $

sjávarkjallarinn

$

Austurstræti 16
Tel.: 575-7900

$

apótek

$
Located on the corner of Austurstræti and 
Pósthússtræti, Apótek restaurant draws its 
name from a pharmacy that previously oc-
cupied the ground level of the building for over 
70 years.
 The restaurant’s interior blends a modern 
and minimalistic look with the older, more Ba-
roque style of the preserved interiors of the old 
pharmacy in a sophisticated manner, suggest-
ing the care taken in the overall design of the 
place. The kitchen is located off to one side of 
the dining area, behind a capacious glass wall, 

allowing guests to follow the kitchen’s affairs. 
The dining area is spacious and open, perhaps 
too open, as the murmur of chatting patrons 
intensifies to a roar during the busy hours. 
Matters were not helped by pop music blasting 
from the speakers above. 
 The staff is eager to serve. After ordering 
from the menu, I asked to keep a copy to study 
it a little closer, and during a five-minute span, 
no less than three different waiters asked if I 
would like to order. The menu is based around 
fusion cuisine, heavily inspired by Japanese fla-
vours, with a selection of sushi available. Main 
courses range from 2,500-5,000 ISK. The wine 
selection is quite extensive, with prices ranging 
from a modest 3,000 ISK up to the heftier tag 
of 20,000 ISK. 
 My companion and I opted for the four-
course shared meal for 5,900 ISK, selected by 
the chef. It opened with grilled scallops with 

miso sauce, f lavoured with yuzu and koshuu 
spice. The scallops were perfectly prepared, 
tender and lightly peppered, just on the right 
side of being raw.
 The second starter was a kangaroo tataki 
with shiitake mushrooms. The meat was good, 
lightly grilled with a hint of ginger. Unfortu-
nately, the shiitake mushrooms, were in fact 
just one mushroom, which we shared. The 
main course consisted of a lamb fillet with ses-
ame, ginger, carrots and cumin. The lamb was 
a tad undercooked for my taste, but delicious 
all the same. The dessert was the high point 
of evening. The heavenly taste of the coconut-
flavoured sorbet and the chocolate cake left me 
wanting more. 
 Apotek serves good food, but its atmos-
phere is not that of a restaurant, but rather that 
of a meeting place for people looking for good 
food on their way out for night on the town.

Austurstræti 14
Tel.: 551-1020

$ $

café paris

The ideally located Café París has been one 
of the most consistently packed cafés/bis-
tros in Reykjavík in recent years. On sunny 
days especially, and that term is extremely 
f lexible here as I’m sure most visitors have 
noticed, the place is almost always sur-
rounded by eager customers sitting at tables 
and chairs brought out to enjoy a few rays of 
sunlight. During wintertime, you’d still be 
lucky to get a table at peak hours. It was a 
logical move for them to buy out an adjacent 
kiosk and expand into it as part of their 

most recent renovations. We decided to 
check out the new look and the new menu.
 Said menu turned out to be quite exten-
sive, providing everything from sandwiches, 
crépes and cheese platters to quiche, steak, 
pasta and risotto. For starters we tried two 
of the three varieties of self-serve soup, 
tomato and creamy vegetable, and both were 
excellent. The bread, both the regular free 
kind and the garlic bread we ordered on the 
side, was very standard fare, but definitely 
fresh. The main courses were a steak and 
an extremely generous looking platter of 
pasta with lobster and white wine sauce. 
At less than two thousand krónur a piece, 
both choices represented very good value for 
money and went down pleasantly.
 For dessert you have the choice between 
several types of cakes and gelatos. While we 
had both become too full to indulge on this 

occasion, I know from previous experience 
that their apple pie is quite good and the 
gelato is nice and creamy. You might also 
want to try the traditional Icelandic kleina 
for something a little different from stand-
ard dessert fare though I can’t vouch for its 
quality.
 While you can’t expect the best meat 
or the most skillfully prepared lobster in 
the world when you go to a bistro, Café 
París provides such dishes unpretentiously 
and at a competitive price in a comfortable 
environment. You may not be wow-ed by 
the experience, but you shouldn’t be disap-
pointed either.

Sjávarkjallarinn roughly translates to “the sea 
cellar”, but don’t let the name fool you – this 
isn’t a hangout for drunken sailors but surely 
one of the finest seafood restaurants in Rey-
kjavík. Their two celebrated chefs have each 
won the ‘Icelandic Chef of the Year’ award and 
they have two junior champions as apprentices. 
Arriving on a Sunday evening to find the place 
packed and customers being turned away, we 
felt a tinge of guilt but were further reassured 
that this place would provide us with one of the 
better dining experiences available in the city.

 The staff was attentive, and not afraid to 
smile. They rose to the challenge of describ-
ing the sometimes ridiculously wide variety of 
fancy-sounding ingredients without missing 
a beat. The sashimi and nigri on the starter 
menu turned out to be a clue to the fact that 
one of the main inf luences on the chefs at Sjá-
varkjallarinn is Asian cuisine. Practically eve-
rything was served with (or on) exotic looking 
leaves and delicate bamboo ornaments. Some 
of the less recognisable ingredients turned 
out to be of Asian origin as well. The fusion 
works unbelievably well. The HUGE lobster 
platter my dining partner was presented with, 
for example, contained such things as wasabi 
and cream sauce. It was truly a feast. My tuna 
steak with king crab was served tandoori style 
with satay sauce and god knows what else – the 
f lavours came at me from all directions and I 
couldn’t have been more satisfied.

 The dessert menu arrived in the form of a 
billboard-sized plaque that looked as comi-
cally oversized as those cheques one only sees 
at award ceremonies and charity events. As 
unwieldy as the thing was to hold at the table, 
the sorbet and wild-cacao bean souff lé we 
picked out from it were both mind-blowing. 
The wild-cacao bean is a notoriously danger-
ous creature, and fights to the death when 
cornered, so it is a testament to the profession-
alism and dedication of the staff that they risk 
life and limb to apprehend this elusive but deli-
cious prey. All kidding aside, it was delicious.
 Overall, we were greatly impressed with 
Sjávarkjallarin and the prices were surpris-
ingly fair, considering the artistry involved in 
the creation of each dish (eating them really 
does feel like trashing a masterpiece) – and the 
obvious demand.

$ $

$

3�



The Anything, but not Everything Store

by sindri eldon

Have you ever had one of those days where you suddenly 
realise your apartment is full of horrible-looking crap 
no one wants? No? Well, then you must have had one 
of those days when you suddenly realise your apartment 
has no furniture except for the squeaky office chair that 
came with your desk and the lawn furniture you stole 
from the neighbour’s backyard.
 In either case, The Good Shepherd (Góði Hirðirinn 
in his native Icelandic), the Icelandic Red Cross’ donated 
household appliance outlet, will sort you out. Although 
the man himself is rarely seen, the store that shares his 
name will gladly take any worn and/or out-of-style chair, 
chattel, chest or commode (or anything else, for that 
matter) off your hands, and provide an insanely cheap 
used alternative to other furnishings you might find in 
other more fashionable household appliance outlets.
 Also, you won’t have to waste hours in various 
specialty stores searching for lamps, stereos, tupperware, 
kitchen appliances, ovens, TVs , candlesticks, children’s 
toys and the like. You can find damn near anything, if 
not everything at the Shepherd. Donations made to the 
Red Cross that end up there also include, books, LPs, 
CDs, old magazines, silverware, coffeemakers, electronic 
organs, comic books, amplifiers and speaker systems, all 
at prices that rarely, if ever, exceed 15,000 ISK. Some 
items are almost ludicrously priced, with TVs at 3,000 
and huge sofas at around 10,000. The Shepherd also 
regularly has sales to stave off the vast amount of dona-
tions they receive, which can go up to two full shipping 
crates a day.
 The Good Shepherd was started in 1993 as a joint 
venture between the Icelandic Church Aid, The Moth-
ers’ Support Committee, the Salvation Army and the 
Red Cross of Iceland. Their objective was to “prolong the 
life of household goods, promoting reuse and reducing 
what goes to the landfill site,” and then donating the 
proceeds to charity. The Good Shepherd has, over the 
years, donated to the Deaf/Blind Society, the Cerebral 
Palsy Association, the Tourette’s Society, as well as the 
abovementioned Church Aid, Mothers’ Support, Salva-
tion army and Red Cross to name but a few, with the 
donations starting with a modest but impressive 600,000 
ISK in 1999, and hitting an all-time high of 5 million 
ISK combined in 2005.

 Although founded in 1993, the Good Shepherd had 
neither name nor storefront status until 1995, when the 
Red Cross opened its charity market. Until then it had 
operated a distribution service, delivering the various 
donated appliances to those in need. The outlet took 
the name ‘The Good Shepherd’ in 1999, and has since 
then grown in popularity and status, as evidenced by the 
steadily increasing proceeds, becoming known for it’s 
cheapness and variety not only among the needy, but also 
bargain shoppers and young families. 
 Youths renting their first apartment may find them-
selves somewhat constricted when it comes to taste, but 
this hardly matters when buying things like cups, knives, 
forks and the like, and besides, vintage is the in thing 
these days anyway. With once-hideous faded orange 
couches and fifties-style wooden commodes appearing 
regularly in downtown apartments alongside lava lamps 
and glass-blown baubles and record collections with 
obscurities from both sides of the atlantic, all of which 
can be found at The Good Shepherd.
 But I emphasize the word can; to walk out of the 
Shepherd with a good purchase on your hands (or in 
your trunk), you have to walk in with an open mind. It is 
doubtful you will ever find exactly what you are looking 
for in terms of taste or dimension, and arranging your 
new furniture to best fit in with the older stuff may 
require some improvisation and experimentation. Also, 
impulsiveness is something of a prerequisite. If you spend 
too long mulling over whether or not to buy anything 
there, chances are anywhere from very good to excellent 
that it won’t be there tomorrow, and even if you reserve 
something, your claim only stays for three hours before 
coming up for grabs again.
 Of course, the upshot to all this is that you can go 
to The Good Shepherd any number of times and never 
quite walk into the same store twice. Never assume that 
just because you haven’t seen something there before 
that it won’t be waiting for you to come along and whisk 
it away next time you come. In fact, if you ever have a 
couple of bills burning a hole in your pocket, The Good 
Shepherd is probably your best bet.

The Good Shepherd, Fellsmúli 28, 104 Reykjavík 
Tel.: 562-7570.

ICELANDIC DESIGN

www.happysmil ingheadwear.com

T H E  B L U E  L A G O O N  •  E D E N  •  G E Y S I R  •  G U L L F O S S
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Yulia Volkova and Lena Katina are still going strong 
promoting their second album, Dangerous & Moving 
(or Lyudi-Invalidi – Invalid People – in Russian), 
bringing more greatness and awesomeness to the 
world than ever before. Their current single, the Dave 
Stewart (Eurythmics)-penned Friend or Foe, is in 
circulation as well as Gomensai, which features the 
string arrangements of John Carpenter. So far, their 
tour has them geared up to perform at the Vasilievsky 
Spusk of Red Square in Moscow on July 22nd, as a part 
of the Red Summer music festival. Sharing the bill with 
t.A.T.u. will be Shakira, Black Eyed Peas and Eurovision 
3rd-placer (which is where t.A.T.u. finished in 2003 
– coincidence, or maybe a Scandinavian mafia in action?) 
Dima Bilan. It is expected that none of the supporting 
acts will be a fraction as great or as awesome as t.A.T.u.
 In other news, even the Russian government has 
been forced to recognise the greatness and awesomeness 
of t.A.T.u. According to Pravda, Alexei Mitrofanov, 
Deputy Chairman of the Committee on Credit 
Organisations and Financial Markets, and a deputy of 
the centrist pro-democracy Liberal Party in the Duma, 
has proposed that t.A.T.u. be awarded the Order of 
Friendship. This award is given to those people who 
have shown “accomplishments in strengthening of inter-
ethnical and international friendship and cooperation, 
for the economical, political, scientific, military, and 
cultural development” of the Russian Federation. All of 
which has t.A.T.u. written all over it!
 The girls also walked away from last month’s Muz-
TV Awards with not one, not two, but three awards: 
Best Group, Best Video, and Best Song. Sadly, the 

fourth award for which they were nominated, Best 
Album, went to some band called Umaturman. Whoever 
they are, they aren’t t.A.T.u., so clearly, they didn’t 
deserve it.
 In matters of romance, Lena has been living with her 
boyfriend for nearly a year now, immersed in domestic 
bliss: he cooks, while she cleans and reads authors such 
as Tolstoy, Dostoevsky and Gogol while he’s at work. 
Yulia, on the other hand, has renewed her on-again-off-
again relationship with Russian singer Vlad Topalov, 
whom it is rumoured she will be marrying. Mind you, 
this is only a rumour. If you are a single male in love with 
Yulia Volkova, please wait until the knot is officially and 
truly tied before embarking on a self-pity-fueled bender. 
On the other hand, you should have accepted the fact 
long ago that she is way, way out of your league.
 In addition to the online diaries of Yulia and Lena, 
their backing band guitarist Troy McCubbin and 
keyboardist Sven Martin have been contributing as well. 
True, they’re not Yulia and Lena, but they do work with 
them, which gives us all a glimpse of what it would be 
like to share the stage with the girls. Troy recently asked 
fans to gently encourage an Australian radio station to 
play more t.A.T.u. In his own words: “We would need 
a lot of e-mails, but if we f lood them with requests they 
would have to play it!” You see? He’s not just in the band 
– he’s also a fan. Which would only come naturally when 
playing with the greatest and most awesome band in the 
world.

t.A.T.u. 
The Greatest and Most Awesome Band in the World

By Paul F. Nikolov

t.A.T.u. Quote #214:

“Are you a lesbian?” – Yulia Volkova, when asked in 

a BBC Channel 4 interview what her least favourite 

question is. 

t.A.T.u. Fun Fact #759:
The girls generously offered up their song Friend or Foe as part of a remix contest on the website Acid Planet. The winning remix, done by a one King Bella, can be heard at www.acidplanet.com/contests/tatu.

update #2
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The Modern Viking is a single man. He is the new 
standard for the swinging and easygoing, yet reli-
able and understanding gentleman, but as his name 
indicates, the Modern Viking must be a Viking as well 
as being Modern. Therefore he is in touch with his 
heritage and nationality, and knows that an attitude 
of overtly unrestrained sexual activity, and the adver-
tising thereof, is out of the question.
 Thus, the Modern Viking finds himself trapped 
in a social conundrum of sorts. How is he to remain 
modest and good-natured whilst still indulging in the 
earthly delights available to most single and attractive 
young men? There are many different ways to achieve 
this, and Odin knows that the Modern Viking has 
attempted quite a few himself. To assist his fellow, 
less experienced Modern Vikings, he has decided to 
mention a couple of alternatives to common male 
cock-ups in the dating game.

Try to keep up-to-date with pertinent imformation
In order to strike up a conversation with an attrac-
tive woman of breeding age, it is important to keep 
abreast of issues which might interest an individual 
of her social stature. This may or may not include 
popular music (“Have you heard the new Raconteurs 
album? I hear it makes for the most invigorating 
listen.”), publicly known individuals (“A minute avian 
informed me that Jude Law and Sienna Miller have 
reconciliated.”), or in the event that you yourself are 
approached and questioned on a subject, any little 
tidbit that could be related (“A cigarette? Why, cer-
tainly, but I fear they may have adverse effects on your 
health, madame[oiselle].”)
 Be advised, though, the lady in question may not 
take too well to a Modern Viking that appears too 
interested and/or knowledgeable in her affairs (“A 
cigarette? But I thought I heard you tell your friend 
you were quitting when you accompanied her to the 
bathroom.”) or any affairs at all, for that matter (“A 
cigarette? With you being a westerner, I can safely 
assure you that you would not be asking me for one if 
not for the advent of the Crimean War, during which 
Russian soldiers would ration their western captives 
cigarettes as a gesture of good faith, following their 
defeat at Sevastopol...”). Also, it is important to be 
truthful and not exaggerate your knowledge on a sub-
ject (“A cigarette? It’s a widely known fact that people 
who smoke cigarettes spontaneously combust when 
they come into contact with giraffes and certain other 
even-toed ungulates.”). Above all, do not dominate 
the conversation and be receptive to her questions 
(“Why, yes I do go skiing now and again, but I 
think David Williams played drums for Augie 
March.”), and most importantly: Maintain your 
dignity. Never allow yourself to attempt to 
sidestep the conversation into dubious terri-
tory (“I only go skiing after sexually satisfying 
a woman, thereby making me a very expe-
rienced skier.”). This will only indicate 
shallow desperation and a directness 
unbecoming of a Modern Viking.

Only indicate interest in one woman
No woman takes kindly to being a Modern Viking’s 
second choice. Thereby it is important for the Mod-
ern Viking to constrain his interest in companionship 
to one person. He should approach just the one he 
desires the most and hint at unique qualities you may 
perceive her to have; although not necessarily with 
words. The Modern Viking simply listens closely to 
what she has to say, and agrees, where applicable, 
(“Yes, I too feel that John Kerry bears a striking re-
semblance to Bruce Campbell.”) or elaborates further 
to continue the conversation (“He also looks slightly 
like Hugh Jackman.”), or alternately, he may want to 
disagree and engage in some harmless verbal sparring 
(“No, I don’t think they look at all alike. 

In fact, I think John Kerry looks much more like 
Whoopi Goldberg than Bruce Campbell.”).
 Above all, the Modern Viking should try to give 
the impression that he is interested in her and her 
opinions alone, and is not simply in pursuit of an 
individual who can be coerced into bed with him (“I’d 
rather not talk about John Kerry when I’m trying to 
get laid.”) or someone to listen to his problems (“John 
Kerry has more in common with me than anyone else 
– we’re both losers.”). This gives the impression that 
the Modern Viking is desperate for somebody – any-
body – and makes the object of your affection feel like 
gutter trash.
 Also, the Modern Viking does not try to inspire 
jealousy by pitting one potential ‘companion’ against 
another (“I believe I heard that young lady over there 
declare that she could supress her gag reflex for an 
indefinite amount of time.”) or attempt to portray 
those who have enjoyed his intimate affections as an 
elite society she should feel ‘honoured’ to be a part of 
(“These hands only make contact with the finest of 
breasts.”). These portay the Modern Viking as being 
promiscuous and sex-obsessed, neither of which are 

qualities of the true Modern Viking.
 One more thing: Under no circumstances 
whatsoever does the Modern Viking attempt to 
seduce two (“You both look so ravishing that I 

can barely decide which one to grope first.”) or 
more (“Alright, who in here wants to fuck?”) 

women at the same time. The reasons for this 
are manifold and obvious.

By Ketill the AngryThe Modern Viking Goes Hunting 
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Resistance 
Festival

June 1st 2006

Sigurður “Siggi Punk” Harðarson, activist, musician 
and the show’s organiser seemed hopeful, surrounded 
by stacks of anarchist and communist literature, 
including some of his own pamphlets on feminism 
and social reconstruction. He explained to me that 
all of the show’s proceeds would become monetary 
support for the protestors’ camps that would be set up 
on the soon-to-be-destroyed highlands south of the 
Kárahnjúkar dam, which will block Jökulsá river once 
the project is complete.
 “Last year the poor bastards ran out of food 
and had to leave a whole lot earlier than planned,” 
Siggi told me. “We’re hoping to get it right this time 
around.”
 I hadn’t come to TÞM looking for an organised 
protest so much as an escape from the hellish realities 
that had confronted me during the Reykjavík mayoral 
election, but I was very intrigued by the directness of 
it. Instead of gunning for something lofty and vague, 
such as the objectives of Friends of Iceland’s Election 
Day protest (“The protection of Iceland’s environ-
ment, free thought, creativity and initiative towards 
knowledge (and) education...” the list goes on, but I 
assure you it remains just as rancid a bag of shit), Sig-
gi’s concert had a much more tangible goal, making it 
far easier for him to rally support.
 As for the music, it was kind of like a seminar 
on the hardcore-punk scene. You had one band to 
represent each variation of modern hardcore, and each 
of them did it very well, although some were more 
exemplary than others.
 Raw Material was decidedly formulaic metal-core, 
tightly played and hinting at a willingness to experi-
ment with chord structures in several of the songs, but 
preferring to rely on screamed vocals and well-timed 
beat changes to do their thing. They also represented 
the educated and sophisticated hardcore enthusiast: 
Button-up shirts and wire-rim glasses, short, neatly 
arranged hair and stoic, focused concentration when 
it came to playing their instruments. They were well-
liked, but they got about as much crowd reaction as 
any opening band at a straight-edge all-ages show: 
None whatsoever.
 Opting for a slightly more subtle and accessible 
approach were Finnegan, and although it may have 
lost them the edge in terms of raw power, the intri-
cacy was impressive. But while the music represented 
the fashionable ‘thinking man’s metal’, their attitude 
and stage presence was that of the amateur enthusiast, 
the kind of group that got together to try and make 
some music on Thursdays after work and ended up 
making something interesting almost by accident.
 The crowd, consisting mostly of the alienated 
suburban kids and bored high schoolers who generally 
frequent hardcore gigs worldwide, remained detached 
and unmoved, which didn’t surprise me much for the 
first half-hour or so, but began to bug me immensely 

after I Adapt started playing. Their well-deserved 
reputation alone should have kicked people into a 
frenzy at most shows, but people barely moved.
 Oh sure, there were momentary explosions. The 
powerful riffs and bellowed choruses of their jagged, 
proto-crust incited spontaneous mosh pits that lasted 
about 20 seconds each, but for a band as renowned 
within their scene as I Adapt, this seemed pitifully 
meagre. Maybe the scene has become so centric, stale 
and inbred that no one wanted to admit they were be-
ing entertained by the same band performing for the 
umpteenth time at the only venue underaged concert-
goers can see them at.
 Innvortis, as always, looked rather like the kind of 
guys who might enjoy beating the shit out of stran-
gers (in appearance, they represented the haggard, 
unbathed and dreadlocked clique of punks and met-
alheads), but, as always, sounded like the kind of guys 
who would much rather stay up all night eating candy 
and lighting their farts than start a fight with anyone. 
Their even-happier variation on SoCal punk was as 
depthless and acridly annoying as one could imagine 
for such a style, but the simplicity and conviction in 
their performance suggested that they would be hard-
pressed not to make this kind of music. This is always 
worthy of the greatest respect.
 And for a while I thought the stationary crowd 
might just have been waiting for Innvortis: Suddenly 
there was movement everywhere. People sang along to 
the songs, got up onstage, crowd-surfed and formed 
pretentious acrobatic pyramids in the middle of the 
f loor and basically, often literally, fell over themselves 
trying to show appreciation for Innvortis. I remember 
thinking how remarkable it was that such insanely 
happy pop-punk had carved itself a niche in Iceland’s 
furious and angst-filled hardcore scene, thanks mostly 

to the band’s own attitudes and musical sensibilities, 
and their lack of a home elsewhere.
 Changer were the final stage of evolution rep-
resented that night. We had gone from uninspired 
beginners copying their favourites to fairly involved 
youths attempting to carve themselves a niche to 
respected acts who had found their calling, one 
slightly off-peak and the other seasoned veterans 
grown accustomed to their place on the peak. Now 
we saw prehistoric-looking beasts of men so deeply 
entrenched in their music that there was simply no 
going back. Containing ex-members of local legends 
Sororicide, Munnriður and Bootlegs, they constituted 
the high end of the age spectrum that night.
 And they were, beyond the shadow of a doubt, 
the very definition of awesome. Impossibly tight, they 
were nothing short of pure-bred metal machinery, 
transforming anguish and bitterness into scream-
ing, blood-curdling hatred in musical form. They 
punctuated the set with f lagrant self-advertisement, 
encouraging people to buy the copies of their latest 
EP, which they were selling in the lobby, and seemed 
to care little for whatever noble cause they were sup-
porting by headlining.
 And when comparing the roars of thunderous 
approval Changer and Innvortis were met with in 
comparison to the rather perfunctory applause offered 
to Siggi Punk’s between-set speeches, I became con-
vinced that hardly anyone had actually been there to 
offer support for any cause. Conversation in the crowd 
never veered even slightly in the direction of current 
affairs, restricting itself to the classroom topics of 
high school kids or whether or not they were going to 
see the new X-Men film. Which is ironic consider-
ing the fact that they dressed like they ought to be 
discussing suicide and Molotov cocktails.

  

A Hardcore Seminar In Political Apathy

By Sindri Eldon  |  Photos by Skari
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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   
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Akranes
Akranes is a picturesque town just moments away from the Reykjavík City centre. You can

actually take the city bus from Reykjavík to Akranes, using your Reykjavík  visitors' card, and

step off in Akranes within an hour. It doesn't get easier - or  cheaper - and you have a full day

of fun ahead of you!  Akranes is a beautiful town, sheltered by Mt. Akrafjall, which is

actually quite easy to climb, if you are into mountain climbing.  All year long Langisandur

Beach is an outdoor paradise as there is little that is as good for body and soul as to walk

along the shore, soak up the aroma of the sea, and lose all sense of the daily grind in the

gentle lapping of the waves or the rhythm of the surf. Then there is the Akranes Museum

Area; a collection of four museums and one of the biggest tourist attractions in West Iceland,

where you can see and learn all there is to know about Icelandic culture, Icelandic rocks and

stones and also the history and highlights of sports in Iceland.

Welcome to

-for a perfect day at a minimum cost!

The Akranes Tourist Information Centre
Tel: 431 5566 - E-mail: museum@museum.is www.visitakranes.is

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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Friday
Due to wildly conf licting schedules, journalists from 
the Reykjavík Grapevine were only able to catch 
snippets of Friday’s program. What we did see is that 
the crowd did not show much interest early on Friday, 
as the first acts played to a nearly empty tent. Former 
Gus Gus leading man, Daníel Ágúst, performed 
songs from his solo album to an incredibly indifferent 
group of 20. Benni Hemm Hemm secured a similar 
fate. 
 Hjálmar, the world’s northernmost reggae outfit, 
had better attendance, and by all accounts played 
a reasonably well-executed set. The girl clique 
Ladytrone did not spark very positive comments 
from anyone the Grapevine spoke with, but having 
not seen them in person, we’ll give them the benefit 
of the doubt. Apparat Organ Quartet, on the other 
hand, closed the night with a brutal organ attack, 
leaving the audience to ponder the question, why or-
gans have not long since surpassed the electric guitar 
as the main tool for pop creativity. 
 Now let’s turn the action over to Helgi Valur who 
took in the rest of the weekend’s action. (Editor)

Saturday
Walking towards the Reykjavík Trópík tent placed 
just a step away from the university, I heard the buzz 
of the opening act Skátar. They had just finished 
playing to an empty tent when I finally arrived. No-
body had shown up yet, then again, it was only 15:30.
 The Foghorns started playing to an equally 

empty tent. The singer could be the illegitimate love 
child of Paul Simon and Joni Mitchell. The distor-
tion on the electric guitar troubled me because I had 
a hard time making out the lyrics but I think they 
were mostly about how Iceland sucks and that he 
wanted to go home. I liked it though.
 Enter Jan Mayen, with their walk-on-water 
superstar attitude. Now people started to stream in, 
maybe because of the time of day or maybe because 
of Jan Mayen’s magnetic pull. One of the few good 
guitar rock bands in Iceland, Jan Mayen seem to 
only get better with each year. Their new songs were 
awesome, showing versatility and musical growth. 
There’s always something exciting going on in a 
Jan Mayen song and their guitar riffs are no acts of 
chance. Valli is now one of Iceland’s best rock sing-
ers. 
 I was told Stilluppsteypa were a pioneering elec-
tronic band. I’ve never heard of them and really don’t 
care about their past victories. They sounded like an 
imitation of the sound of a refrigerator on cocaine. 
 You never know what to expect from Úlpa. They 
were in good form that day. I got a nice f loating 
feeling that fit well with the atmo of the festival that 
could’ve been a post-hippie event. I felt like a stream 
f lowing into eternity. It’s always refreshing in these 
days of pragmatism to see an artsy band scream and 
express themselves freely. Also their substitute bass 
player did a good job and fit well with the band’s 
look.
 People were still shy from the loss of alcohol in 
their bloodstream, a problem that would soon be 
solved by heavy drinking, but Hairdoctor became the 
kings of cool. With a killer combination of deadly 
beats and a dead handsome hairstylist with superstar 
qualities and it was the coolest indie voice you’ll ever 

hear. The only disappointment with Hairdoctor was 
their announcement that they would retreat from the 
indie scene and go totally techno. 
 With a singer who reminded me a bit of Robert 
Smith and sounds like the goth kids from South 
Park, Kimono have established themselves as 
Iceland’s best indie group with a fascinating pool 
of diverse guitar riff combinations and alternative 
tunings. I liked their show. Gylfi, their guitar player, 
performed heroics, finishing the set while in tortur-
ous pain as he had a broken collarbone. 
 If you like Franz Ferdinand and The Strokes you 
will like Jeff Who? That is if you like copycats. They 
steal blatantly from both bands and the singer doesn’t 
even have the decency to try to create his own style of 
singing. His voice is determined by the voice of the 
singer they decided to steal from at that time. With 
that said I think Barf ly is an excellent song and I 
danced my ass off while singing along with every-
body: “Lalalalalalala.” 
 The Leaves were up next. Their keyboard-in-
fused sound didn’t inspire me much either way, but at 
least I didn’t leave. 
 I’ve always said that the members of Supergrass 
are so ugly that they must be genius musicians and 
artists to have made it so far. From the moment 
they started, it was obvious I was right. Supergrass 
is for real. I’ve never smoked Supergrass but I bet it 
would get me really high. Supergrass was getting 
people high that night. They made the Icelandic 
acts that came before them look like amateurs. 
They made no mistakes. The singer was as good 
as his sideburns were long. They regularly changed 
instruments, which gave an even more professional 
feeling. Although it was professional, it was very 
fun and the crowd jumped and sang along even if 

  

Three Days of Love and Chaos

By Helgi Valur  |  Photos by Gúndi and Skari

www.spacity.is

Welcome to Iceland – Welcome to SPA City Reykjavík
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they didn’t necessarily know the lyrics. This concert is one of 
the few concerts I could say was perfect. The only thing that 
pissed people off was not getting another encore. But like the 
amputee said while playing poker for body parts, “You should 
always quit while you’re ahead.” 

Sunday
Due to legal (and religious) reasons, the Reykjavík Trópík 
festival did not get a permit from police authorities to use the 
bit tent as a concert venue on Whit Sunday night, showing their 
disrespect for the music industry as a whole. Instead, the festi-
val’s organisers managed to conjure a last minute plan B, which 
involved relocating the final night of the festival to NASA, 
and combining it with a previously scheduled Sleater-Kinney 
concert.
 I was upset to learn that many of the bands I’d been looking 
forward to seeing had been cancelled due to the 5-0 fuck up. 
Nortón, Hermigervill and Ghostigital were among the victims 
of the reshuffle forced by the Reykjavík Police Department. 
 Listening to the Forgotten Lores gave me faith in Icelandic 
hip-hop. Their live band was excellent and the MCs did a good 
job of commanding the attention of the audience. Nice f low, 
nice music, nice rap. There is hope for Icelandic rap after all. 
 I was hoping that Jakobínarína’s singer had gotten some 
singing lessons. I was not in luck and to my amazement he had 
choreographed some new dance moves. I think they’re called 
the anarchist’s non-random steps. Then they played a song 
called Nice Guys Don’t Play Good Music. Apparently they are 
all very nice guys. With Jakobínarína being Iceland’s biggest 
export, I hope it shows how primitive the Icelandic music scene 
is. 
 Skakkamanage’s music was as easy to decipher as their 
name. Maybe the members have matured way beyond my infan-
tile musical growth, maybe they see beyond the clay and maybe 
they’re just like most of us: lost and trying to make up for it with 
crap disguised as relevant music. I’ve had enough of crap. 

 Out of nowhere came (Billy the) Kid Carpet, the fastest 
shooter in town. Nobody had anything on The Kid. It’s always 
a joy watching an individual who commands the attention 
of the entire audience. Kid Carpet played around with toy 
electrical devices, a toy cassette recorder and toy guitars. He 
had beats, sang and screamed like a British Zack de la Rocha. 
Most of all, he set the mood, entertaining and connecting with 
the audience, touching them with his heart-warming love ode 
to his girlfriend (who was in the audience). He showed a softer 
side to his crude character. Later that night his girlfriend told 
me he didn’t exactly write it for her. Kid Carpet was the hero of 
the day. He entered the stage as a nobody and exited it shining 
like the star that he is, gaining the admiration of every soul in 
the audience.   
 Masters of showmanship and sound, Dr. Spock always de-
liver, and are highly influenced by Mike Patton and his bands 
like Fantomaz and Mr. Bungle. Contrary to common opinion, 
Dr. Spock did not invent the wheel. Yet their wheel is not much 
used and drives really well. Keep on rolling Dr. Spock. On a 
personal note, Rampage is probably Iceland’s best song ever. 
 ESG, not to be confused with Icelandic BSG, is an Ameri-
can band of five black women. Yes the soul comes from the 
black man. What did the white man give us ? New metal and 
hardcore. Every person could feel the soul of ESG who played 
sexy electronic soul music. All kinds of percussion played, for 
the beat is the black man’s child. They even barked in the tradi-
tion of Odessa. ESG were the shizznizzle whizzle. The crowd 
got into it, responding to the brilliance of ESG by applauding 
like maniacs after every song, securing them an encore usually 
reserved for the later acts. 
 Following Sleater-Kinney, the rock outfit Trabant took the 
stage. They dedicated one of their songs to the police depart-
ment. The lyrics went, “I could fuck you, but I’ll never love 
you.” Only thing needed was a Tupac style fuck 5-0 chant. Tra-
bant were good although I’ve seen them in better shape.  HV

Sleater-Kinney
The Riot Grrl cum prog-punk threesome Sleater-Kinney, 
out of Olympia, Oregon, had previously been scheduled to 
headline their own show on NASA, but now suddenly found 
themselves as one of the many acts co-billed on the three-day 
Reykjavík Tropik music festival. The sudden change of events 
was a two-edged sword as ticket sales for the gig had been 
fairly slow, but one problem S-K were now facing, however, 
was that the poppy Reykjavík Tropik festival’s target audi-
ence was not really the punk-rock crowd that was likely to 
be drawn to see the girls from Sleater-Kinney. The fact that 
by the end of the show the girls had managed to win over a 
part of the patrons in attendance is a testimony to the band’s 
strength. Of course, matters were helped by Corin Tucker’s 
confession that Iceland was a very special place for her, as she 
had gotten married here six years ago.
 Mostly drawing on material from their latest release, 
Sleater-Kinney played a furious set. The distinctive instru-
ment set-up – the trio makes use of two guitar players rather 
than the usual one bass, one guitar set up – gave the sound an 
unusual, but rather vibrant guitar driven edge. Carrie Brown-
stein at times showed capabilities that would put her along-
side almost any ax-men in the business, serving up lengthy 
guitar solos and strumming chords with frantic energy. What 
impressed me the most though, was the thunderous drum-
ming of Janet Weiss.
After an hour-and-a-half, Sleater-Kinney brought their 
show to an end. Admittedly they did not receive as wild and 
enthusiastic an applause and stomping that had greeted ESG, 
but playing in front of a crowd that had mostly not turned out 
to see them, but rather witness the pop-antics of the likes of 
Kid Carpet, they managed admirably in turning people on to 
their indie-prog-punk-rock fusion.  SBB

www.bluelagoon.com

Energy for life through forces of nature
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Laugardalshöll

Bubbi Morthens
and Guests

June 5th 2006

The stage set-up for Bubbi Morthens’ three-hour, 
live-on-TV, straight-to-DVD, 50th birthday show 
was beyond anything I had ever seen an Icelandic 
artist perform upon. There were two separate stages 
connected by a theatre-like catwalk and emblazoned 
with overpowering neon lighting, while dozens of 
stage lights rotated and swayed across the staggeringly 
packed Laugardalshöll. 
Above the heads of the crowd hovered camera cranes 
that swept to and fro like nervous birds skittering 
between tree branches. The images they and a multi-
tude of other cameras were capturing were constantly 
visible on huge, sail-like projector screens on the east 
and west walls of the hall. That is, when the screens 
weren’t showing dictator-like portrait photographs of 
Bubbi himself, as if he were presiding over his own 
nation.
 That’s right: Satanic, fascist, sell-out media frenzy 
has officially come to Iceland in the form of none 
other than Bubbi Morthens, bitter punk turned scenic 
storyteller turned whiny media whore. Who else 
would have the lack of modesty, the nerve, the sheer 
balls to make such an impossibly audacious stunt out 
of his own semi-centennial? He is perhaps not so 
much the Icelandic Bob Dylan or Johnny Cash his 
fans claim him to be, but rather the Icelandic Bono, 
Chris Martin or Morrissey; well-meaning do-gooder 
‘musicians’ turned pompous and idiotic prats in 
the face of the slightest bit of media attention, and 
destined to become spineless, self-absorbed nostalgia 
junkies milking decades-old music to sustain their 
descent into the mind-blowing lameness of their 
extended careers.
 To further kick the old man’s ego into high gear 
were a couple of jackass hosts making sorry attempts 
at humour that will best go unmentioned within this 
article, and also the curious appearance of a multi-
tude of musicians and celebrities on the big projec-
tor screens. And what exactly were these celebrities 
doing? Why, wishing the old man happy birthday of 
course. They would continue to pop up periodically 
throughout the show to remind people of why they 
were there.
 As if they needed to be reminded. 
 Every single audience member seemed completely 
ecstatic to be there, and I admit I envied them. To see 
a musician you like and respect perform with all six of 
the bands he has been in over the course of his quar-
ter-century-long career is an event by any standards. 
 It was such a side project that began the evening’s 
festivities: GCD was a collaboration between Bubbi 
and country rocker Rúnar Júlíusson, among oth-
ers, and although they ostensibly failed to produce 
anything as epic as the expectations they faced, they 
were pleasant enough, performing the easy, melodic 

rockabilly Rúnar is known for, and leading me to 
believe that he, not Bubbi, had penned the mainstay 
of the songs.
 Bubbi’s slightly more relaxed (read: boring) songs 
came in the delivery of the wider known Stríð Og 
Friður, who took it upon themselves to perform the 
more recent numbers in his repertoire. I recognised 
quite a few songs I had hurriedly changed the station 
after hearing them on the radio, and some others that 
had led me to doubt the nation’s collective IQ when I 
saw the albums that contain them at the pinnacles of 
album sales charts.
 Another cause of dismay was that Bubbi was not 
burdened by a guitar whilst performing with Stríð Og 
Friður, leaving him free to prance about tastelessly 
in the manner for which he is known, looking for 
all the world like one of those spandex-clad aerobics 
instructors whose opinion on the latest home exercise 
equipment is always sought on shopping networks.
 After Stríð Og Friður’s first set, Bubbi played a 
few songs solo, the first of which was a Kumbaya-
style, Christian campfire sing-along, during which 
he delivered the worst sermon in the history of the 
universe.
 “You can tell the woman you love that you love 
her. You can tell your mother you love her. You can 

tell your father you love him. You can tell your chil-
dren you love them. You can tell your friend you love 
him. But try telling people that you love God... and 
everyone just gets constipated.”
 So you’ll forgive me for saying that I was actually 
quite happy when he switched the topic to politics for 
his next song, which was nothing short of a furious 
rant against the policies of our misguided govern-
ment. But it was what he said before and after that 
song that caught my attention.
 “Today is a great day,” he said, and I rolled my 
eyes in distaste at his egocentrism, thinking I knew 
what was to come next. “Today, we celebrate the 
resignation of [Prime Minister] Halldór Ásgrímsson!” 
he said, and roars of approval rang out from the 
crowd. At first I was surprised at the proclamation of 
such a bold statement in front of a crowd conservative 
enough to attend a three-hour celebration of a with-
ered relic of a bygone musical era, but then I realised 
that anyone who loved him this much wasn’t going 
to make a fuss of something as trivial as personal 
politics. After all, it’s easy to agree with a man you’ve 
already paid almost 5,000 ISK to see.
 He went on to urge people to read Andri Snær 

Magnason’s potent book Draumalandið, in the hopes 
of increasing awareness of just how badly Iceland was 
being ass-raped by big business before joining Das 
Kapital for several versions of the same song he’s been 
writing for 20 years. It appeared that the night’s high 
point had come and gone and all I had to look for-
ward to was further descent into egocentric madness, 
because Bubbi’s first would-be bluesman impressions 
came during Das Kapital’s set.
 The impression is basically Bubbi hollering, 
“Yeah, yeah yeah yeah – yeah!” with a specific inf lec-
tion that is then to be copied by the crowd. This will 
continue indefinitely, sometimes even to the accom-
paniment of a steady drum beat until Bubbi feels he 
has whipped the crowd into a wild enough frenzy to 
keep them awake through the next song.
 Only the next song never came. Bubbi’s ego of-
ficially hit the mind-boggling level when incredibly 
terrible singers started coming forth to perform their 
favourite Bubbi songs, starting with ol’ nails-on-
a-chalkboard herself, Diddú, who made one of his 
already-awful songs (Jesús Pétur Kiljan Hin Heilaga 
Jómfrú Og Aumingja Ég) sound even worse. People 
streamed out of the room for fresh air, cigarettes, 
beer, sex, traffic jams, diarrhea – anything else.
 Thankfully, the supporting artists were only 
allowed one song each, and Bubbi soon returned 
to play the best song of the evening, a new song, a 
delicate, candid and tortured biography sung without 
the slightest hint of pretence to a surprisingly restless 
and ungrateful crowd. He quickly won them back 
with crowd-pleaser Rómeó & Júlía, to which everyone 
knew the lyrics. This pleased the old man to no end, 
and one of the more disturbing things I have ever seen 
was him grinning gleefully as people joyously hollered 
lyrics about young lovers destined to lose each other to 
heroin overdoses.
 The night’s final redeeming moment came in the 
form of young singer/songwriter Hera, who per-
formed, alone with an acoustic guitar, Stúlkan Sem 
Starir Á Hafið, a hauntingly beautiful tale of loss and 
forbidden longing, made all the more potent by Hera’s 
decisive, almost haughty and slightly accented voice. 
Too bad her own music sucks so badly; she has a gift 
for delivery.
 The rest was painfully predictable. Stuðmenn-
expatriate Ragnhildur Gísladóttir and Icelandic Idol 
winner Snorri Snorrason were the remaining guests; 
they sucked. MX21 were completely pointless. Utan-
garðsmenn malignantly raped blues and reggae in 
their customary idiocy, although at least they weren’t 
as methodically sound-checked as the other acts; I 

stood at the very back of the hall and Mike Pollock’s 
guitar solos were still ear-splittingly loud, and at least 
they followed a mantra of sorts, as opposed to Egó, 
who showcased how incredibly paltry Bubbi’s song-
writing can be when compared to his better moments.
 I was further disgusted by how incredibly obvious 
Bubbi’s choice of encore was. I have always despised 
Fjöllin Hafa Vakað. It is, in every regard, an im-
mensely pompous personification of the ego of one 
man and his desire to pass insipid cock-rock posturing 
as poetic depth, and should by all rights go down in 
Icelandic rock history as the most overrated song ever 
written by an Icelandic musician, and this being the 
country that titles its musical documentaries Scream-
ing Masterpiece. That’s saying a lot.
 Even the fact that members of six bands, includ-
ing two drummers, at least three bassists and about 
eight guitar players performed it, did little to increase 
its impact. And of course it goes without saying that 
the crowd loved every split second of it. Hung on his 
every word, they would undoubtedly follow Bubbi 
into the very depths of hell, and it is my sincerest hope 
that they will. I shudder to imagine the kind of event 
they will arrange when he finally kicks the bucket.

  

Pretty Music, Ugly Spectacle

By Sindri Eldon |  Photo by Skari

“He is perhaps not so much the Icelandic Bob Dylan or Johnny 
Cash his fans claim him to be, but rather the Icelandic Bono, 
Chris Martin or Morrissey; well-meaning do-gooder ‘musicians’ 
turned pompous and idiotic prats.”
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Eighties throwback girl-pop 
constantly on the brink of col-
lapsing into indie gimmickry, 
the Besties ‘major’-label debut 
is made to be listened to reli-
giously in the low-rent New 
York apartments that birthed 
the band, but has little lasting 
value due to the mostly tame 
songwriting and performanc-
es. And I know that sounding 
rough and unfinished may be 
fashionable and all, but tight-

ening the production a little 
wouldn’t kill these guys. Some 
potentially great pop songs 
are very nearly destroyed by 
their garage-quality recording 
style and excessive playfulness, 
especially Siren Song and Pi-
rate Song. Despite its various 
shortcomings, Singer has the 
feel of a sn sneak preview of a 
potentially great band that just 
needs a little time to find its 
own voice.

Shallow, pathetic and soul-
less country-pop without a 
hint of originality, the clichés 
run riot on this utter tripe, 
Darrell Scott’s sixth attempt 
to make music of his own 
as opposed to being Tim 
O’Brien, John Cowan or Guy 
Clark’s studio bitch. Maybe 
he should have stuck to his 
bitching because this is way 
worse than anyone could 

possibly have imagined. Bad, 
and I mean really, really bad: 
So bad, in fact, that I feel 
obliged to award it with a 
beer, because making music 
this bad takes talent, and for 
the fact the man has halfway-
decent taste: The album con-
tains a Raphaels cover, and 
is, incidentally, the only song 
worth listening to on this 
stale turd of an album.

The Besties
Singer

Maybe it’s just my odd sense 
of patriotism, but Iceland’s en-
tries into the Eurovision Song 
Contest don’t seem to sexually 
violate one’s ear as badly as 
most of the other participants’ 
‘songs’. They seem to have a 
fairly cheap and unpolished 
quality to them, and this, 
coupled with the occasional 
use of a live instrument, gives 
them a vague vitality in the 
otherwise sickening musical 
vomitorium of Eurovision. 
However, if you were hoping 
to actually enjoy listening to 
a CD, then you had best give 
this one a miss, for what you 
hold in your mortal hands 
when fondling this double CD 

case is a collection of the very 
worst in Icelandic music. From 
Stefán Hilmarsson’s impos-
sibly bombastic crooning of 
the worst lyrics ever in Nina, 
to the pure and utter stupidity 
of songs like Shoobe-doo and 
Socrates, to the mind-boggling 
lameness of If It’s Gonna End 
In Heartache, One More Song 
and the absolutely pathetic 
Bank Of Fun; that song should 
by all rights have been a herald 
of the idiocy to come, but for 
some reason the signs when 
unheeded. Only Páll Óskar 
and the subtle gothic dream-
haze of 1997’s My Dear break 
up this murderous lame-fest of 
musical travesties.

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.
Reviewed by Sindri Eldon

Worthless. Worth two beers. Worth one beer.

Foregoing unnecessary 
complications and abstract 
pretences, singer/songwriter 
Lára Rúnarsdóttir’s sopho-
more release, is at times, an 
honest, pretenceless portrayal 
of heartbreak and longing; 
so honest, in fact, that one 
is somewhat confused as to 
why Lára would choose to 
sing in English on several of 
the tracks, losing any cred-
ibility she has as a lyricist. 
The music’s quality wavers, 
in the best moments becom-
ing a slow, stripped bare and 
slightly blues-inflected acous-
tic folk that refuses to be 
pinned solidly into a genre, 
while at other times sinking 

to depths of unfathomable 
jazz-ballad tackiness at other 
times. Aside from some shud-
deringly clichéd hooks from 
the guitar and keyboards, 
the band always gives Lára’s 
gentle, steady voice centre 
stage, but even the produc-
tion refuses to remain consis-
tent and tends to rob the band 
of its integrity; swirling and 
wintry in Vetur and Lonely 
Eyes (easily the best songs on 
the album), it sits completely 
f lat in Ókunnugi Maður and 
Vatnið. All in all, it’s sort of 
like a teenager’s diary: forth-
right and heartfelt, but boring 
and corny as hell.

Lára
Þögn

Barði Jóhannsson’s accom-
panying symphonic score 
to Danish recluse Benjamin 
Christensen’s 1922 surreal 
witchcraft documentary is 
very much Barði, with Bang 
Gang’s signature brooding 
melodies and dignified air, 
albeit taken much farther 
in their scale and bombast, 
but still retaining the cold, 
aloof and somewhat depth-
less atmosphere for which 
he is known. The moments 
of calm, yet torturous, re-
straint between the storms 
of noise are the best parts, 
letting Barði’s vision attain 
the scope it could only hint 

at in earlier works, whereas 
his weaknesses become more 
evident in his attempts at 
dramatic oomph, such as the 
would-be sinister riffs of the 
fifth ‘movement’. But Haxan 
falls short due mostly to 
Barði’s lack of imagination. 
The second movement is 
especially ruined when after 
about ten minutes of sweep-
ing grandeur, rock drums 
and an irritatingly pedestrian 
melody kicks in, something 
which would have been 
perfectly bearable on a pop 
music project, but just seems 
lazy here.

Barði Jóhannsson
Haxan
Worth three beers.Worth two beers.

Darrell Scott
The Invisible Man

Although live recordings 
seldom do hip-hop bands 
justice, Thugs On Parole’s 
performance at Hitt Húsið 
may just be the single most 
energetic, hilarious, bracing 
and altogether perfect lit-
tle thing ever captured on 
record. Three skinny white 
boys barely crawling out of 
their teens who pepper their 
lyrics with references to crack 
cocaine, prostitution, guns, 
gang warfare, science fiction, 
physics and – you guessed 
it – rape, the Thugz pull no 
punches in their surpris-
ingly professional delivery, as 
confident in their simplicity 
and directness as they are in 
their bizarre obscurity. Also 
of note is the spectacularly 
cheap but brisk production 
in the beats, a perfect show-

case of the marvels one can 
achieve by letting go of all 
pretentious perfectionism 
and just doing what comes 
naturally. The phasing synths 
of High-Tec and silly sound 
destruction of Tha Crack 
make a perfect backdrop to 
Thugz On Parole’s sustained 
overlapping energy; they 
have excellent chemistry 
together, and the fact that 
the two most recently com-
pleted songs on the record, 
Psychologic Project and Cash 
Money are easily the tightest 
and best performances is an 
optimistic indicator of things 
to come. (This record has not 
been officially released. To 
obtain a copy, e-mail a re-
quest to melurno1@hotmail.
com.) 

Worth five beers.

Thugz on Parole
Rape Time!

Til Hamingju Ísland!
20 Ár í Eurovision
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Playstation Goes 
Cosa Nostra
The Godfather trilogy surely ranks amongst 
the best movies ever made. Phrases such 
as “make him an offer he can’t refuse” have 
become part of popular culture, and the theme 
music is instantly recognisable to anyone even 
remotely familiar with Hollywood’s popular 
version of the mafia. Thus it’s hardly surpris-
ing that someone finally sprung for the video 
game license and attempted to cash in on one 
of the coolest pieces of fiction of all time. 
What is surprising is the fact that the final 
product is actually pretty good.
 Gamers would be wise to approach titles 
based on movie licenses with extreme caution 
and prejudice – hardly ever does the transla-
tion between film and interactive entertain-
ment produce a worthwhile game. The God-
father may have benefitted from the fact that 
its creators weren’t up against a strict deadline, 
as is the case with more current movies that 
need to be released more or less simultane-
ously with the video game. No one is going 
to buy a Da Vinci Code game five years from 
now, but with a timeless classic like the God-
father series the programmers have the leisure 
of time. In some ways, it shows. The movie 
license is used to great effect throughout and 
this may in fact be the single best integration 
of movie and game I have ever seen. From cut 
scenes and music to thematic missions based 
on backstories from the films themselves, the 
feeling that you are taking part in the Godfa-
ther mythos permeates the entire experience 
and never leaves you.
 The basic gameplay revolves around you, 
as a young enforcer for the Corleone family, 
performing various criminal missions in be-
tween doing the rounds through the neigh-
bourhood and shaking down various small 
business owners for protection money. At first 
you have virtually no credibility on the streets, 
and people will laugh in your face. That’s 
when you get out your baseball bat and smash 
up the place before finally grabbing the poor 
bastard that owns the place by the collar and 
administering a beating he can’t refuse. Once 
you have a few places under your family’s con-
trol, and do remember to explore the back of 
each premises for any illegal rackets that may 
be holed up there, your inf luence has grown 
to the point where you can start to throw your 

weight around and engage in open warfare 
with other families.
 Unfortunately, this is where things start to 
get a little less cool and a bit more frustrating. 
The control scheme did not receive the same 
amount of attention and detail as, say, the cut 
scenes and atmosphere. As a result, the battles 
you are required to engage in are sometimes 
satisfying but always slightly awkward. You do 
have the option of grabbing someone by the 
neck and throwing him against a wall, or even 
over a ledge, but most of the time you will be 
reserving the coolest moves for the least criti-
cal situations. It’s simply not worth it to act 
like a tough guy in the heat of battle moment, 
as you can usually kick some serious ass by 
hammering the buttons almost at random. Us-
ing guns is an equally mixed bag; sometimes 
they are extremely effective but during larger 
conflicts you may find yourself having serious 
difficulty aiming and switching between tar-
gets. You get used to it, for sure, and it’s not a 
particularly difficult game – it just would have 
been even more fun with an intuitive control 
scheme that let you do exactly what you want 
to do, when you want to do it. GHJ

If You’re Actually Into 
World Domination
Review of Talkman and LocoRoco

Gaming is all well and good, but, as we 
pointed out a few issues ago, the new Sony 
PSP portable gaming unit’s incredible screen 
resolution and performance make it ideal for 
business travellers who just want to watch 
movies or find a pleasant distraction on their 
way to meetings. Somebody at Sena, the local 
video game seller, was reading, and pointed 
out that we didn’t know the half of it. They 
sent along a future product for the PSP called 
Sony Talkman.
 According to a marketing expert, the 
Talkman is the fruit of a Japanese computer 
programmer sitting down in Switzerland and 
wanting to talk to a girl at the bar, but having 
inadequate language skills. By the level of 
programming overkill – by the sheer ingenuity 
of the software that comes in Talkman, I’m 
guessing this woman was as beautiful as the 
programmer was intelligent/homely. 
 The Talkman is a program designed to 
quickly teach a person one of six languages: 

French, German, Japanese, Italian, Spanish 
or English. (You must know one of these to 
learn the others.) The program includes a 
microphone with voice recognition software, 
and this plays a key role in sorting all the 
languages out. For example, if you are just 
learning, you can state what you want to say 
in the native language, and it will tell you how 
to say what you want in the language of your 
choice. If you actually want to study, extensive 
tutorials help you with that, backed by verbal 
tests. You’ll speak out sentences, and the PSP 
will help you with your pronunciation.
 The sheer power of this program, to say 
nothing of its accessibility and portability, is 
enough that PSP will have, when Talkman 
hits the shelves, a few million more potential 
customers. Despite not having Icelandic as 
an option (and no plans to work it into the 
program in the near future), I have found a 
massive pool of customers:  Icelanders with 
strong English skills going to Spain or Italy 
on holiday and wanting to brush up on either 
language. 
 As of now, there aren’t enough positive 
things to say about the Talkman. Except that 
I haven’t seen a price. If it turns out to cost less 
than $200, it will be an excellent purchase. 
That said, it may not be completely without 
f laws. While I have been able to brush up on 
Spanish and explore French and Italian, and 
even get a taste of German, when I try to learn 
Japanese, the program moves at too fast a clip. 
Yes, the Talkman does not allow someone 

who has never studied a day of Japanese to 
learn it in a week. That is quite a f law. 

So far, I have been able to watch movies and 
learn languages with the PSP gaming unit. I 
have used the machine to check email (though 
writing responses is a drag) and read the on-
line newspapers while travelling. However, I 
have yet to find a game that isn’t embarrassing 
or just plain tedious. 
 On the same day that the Grapevine re-
ceived the Talkman, one of the coolest pieces 
of technology since the iPod, I was given Lo-
coRoco, a gaming sensation from the future, 
complete with LocoRoco shirts, etc. Don’t 
let the Spanish-sounding name fool you, or 
the playfulness of the rhyme: LocoRoco is 
one hundred percent unpleasant, and vaguely 
French… the Corbusier theory as justifica-
tion-for-tedium kind of French. 
 LocoRoco is a game in which an attractive 
2D screen blob is moved about through what 
looks like wallpaper in a Zoloft-induced haze, 
along with Zoloft-induced music, towards no 
specific goal whatsoever. 
 It is difficult to explain how intolerable 
LocoRoco is without including the words 
Teletubbies, sadomasochism, burning hot 
poker and f latulent otter. Again, French like 
Corbusier. That PSP has produced LocoRoco 
and Talkman, and is proud of both, is bewil-
dering and enviable.  BC
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Hornafjörður is a thriving community in the realm of Vatnajökull. Besides the 
spectacular nature and a view beyond compare, the traveller will fi nd various 
services and recreation such as hotels, restaurants, camping, shopping, 
swimming, glacier tours, a golf course, museums and exhibitions, etc.  
Hornafjörður is a paradise for the hiker, and the locals are proud of their wide 
choice of walking trails.

The Glacier Exhibition in Höfn was reopened 
after signifi cant renovations in June 2005. 
The aim of the Exhibition is to communicate 
knowledge in various ways about the country’s 
nature as well as offering tourists interesting 
recreation all year around. The Exhibition 
is open on weekdays from October to April. 
From the beginning of May until the end of 
September it’s open every day. Apart from 
regular opening hours the Exhibition can be 
opened on request.

Glacier Exhibition
in Höfn

www.joklasyning.is
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Open daily 10 - 17
Free entrance on Mondays

Listasafn Reykjavíkur / The Reykjavik Art Museum - PO Box 110, 121 Reykjavík

www.listasafnreykjavikur.is - listasafn@reykjavik.is - simi (+354) 590 1200 - fax (+354) 590 1201

HAFNARHÚS
June 8 - August  20

Carnegie Art Award 2006
June 8 – December 30

Erró - Graphic Works
ÁSMUNDUR SVEINSSON SCULPTURE MUSEUM
Permanent exhibition (opening hours 10-16)

Ásmundur Sveinsson - Man and Material

The Reykjavik Art Museum

KJARVALSSTAÐIR
June 24 – September 17

Summer Exhibition - From the Collection
April 8 - December 3

Let’s look at visual art - Icelandic art for children



“Did you see any whales?” was the first que-
stion I was asked as I returned to the Grape-
vine office after a whale-watching boat trip 
in Faxaf lói bay. The answer was yes, I sure 
did. My boat trip out on the ocean scouting 
for whales was a success, something I didn’t 
dare to hope for three hours earlier. 

Whale watching has in recent years gained 
worldwide popularity; Iceland, being no 
exception, offers scheduled whale-watching 
tours daily throughout the summer months. 
The industry gets bigger every year as people 
are become more curious about these great 
leviathans, wanting to spend their time and 
money watching them wild in the ocean and 
capturing the memory on camera. The area 
off the coast of Reykjavík is ideally suited 
for whale observation and with whales being 
plentiful in the ocean around the capital, you 
can almost guarantee coming across a few. 
  My first encounter with this largest ani-
mal living on the planet was seeing its meat 
cut to pieces and piled up in a fish market in 
Tokyo years ago, and I must say I was there-
fore excited for a more pleasant acquaintance. 
I booked a cruise with Elding, a family-ow-
ned company now in its sixth year running, 
and met the captain down at the dock, ready 
to head out on sea with a varied group of 
enthusiastic tourists. 

Look, 6 O’Clock!
Sightings vary each tour depending on the 
weather, time and sea conditions so no trip 
will ever be the same as the last one. This 
time around the sea was a little choppy, ma-

king it harder to distinguish between waves 
and a whale’s back, our guide explained to us 
as we set off from the old Reykjavík harbour 
heading out to the Faxaf lói bay. 
 While we sailed from the harbour, 
enjoying our scenic view over Reykjavík’s 
coastline, our tour guide explained the safety 
regulations, emphasising the need to hold on 
tight when looking over the edge of the boat. 
 It took us some time to get to the whale-

watching grounds. After about 40 minutes 
of sailing, our guide informed us that now 
we would start to search for the whales. “If 
we see a bunch of birds grouped together, it 
means we’re getting warm,” he continued. 
Everyone on the boat started staring out at 
the surface. As the guide kept on informing 
us about these amazing animals. We learned, 
among other things that the population in 
Faxaf lói bay is far from being homogeneous. 
A typical tour may encounter minke whales, 
dolphins, harbour porpoises, humpback 
whales and even killer whales. 
 “I thought I saw a minke whale at 12 

o’clock!” our guide yelled out and pointed to 
a spot about 20 metres from our boat. I just 
saw the big black ocean though. Rushing 
to the viewing platform, scanning more 
carefully and listening to all the yelling and 
excited screaming coming from other passen-
gers, some with binoculars, almost all with 
cameras, I still didn’t see anything exciting. I 
was getting a little frustrated when suddenly 
a black clump rose up and down only metres 

away from me, disappearing as quickly as it 
had appeared. Aiming at the spot where the 
last one was seen a group of whales consecu-
tively surfaced and as our boat came closer, it 
was as if we had found ourselves in a minke 
whale party, surrounded by these giant 
mammals. Our guide tried his best to keep 
up with them, yelling out different numbers, 
(guiding us with the hands of a watch, 12 
o’clock being in front of the boat, 6 o’clock 
the back). Almost wringing my neck trying 
not to miss anything in the meantime, I was 
really starting to have some fun. Although 
there were no eye-to-eye connections or tail 

slapping as I had imagined before the trip, 
the impression was like nothing else and the 
group was just as pleased as I, even the little 
ones, strapped in their life jackets. 
 We spent an hour just staring out at the 
sea, almost harassing the ones we spotted 
and hoping to see others appear. This time 
we only saw the minke whale, the most 
common of the species, loads of sea birds, in-
cluding puffins and the gannet, often called 
the queen of the Atlantic Ocean. The next 
tour might be lucky enough to see some other 
species.
 The fact that I didn’t see a humpback 
really didn’t matter to me at this point be-
cause my up-close encounter with the minke 
whales in their natural habitat, seeing them 
alive and feasting out in the nature, was truly 
an unforgettable experience. I found it fasci-
nating to imagine that these mammals have 
lived and bred in the ocean for millions of 
years, adjusting to the water in such a remar-
kable way. As those thoughts rushed through 
my head, I eased my stomach and warmed 
up my body with a cup of whale punch (hot 
chocolate with a splash of rum) offered at 
the small shop inside the boat and relaxed as 
we headed back to the shore. With a quick 
stop at the puffin island Akurey, we returned 
from the marine wildlife half an hour later. 
An interesting voyage had come to an end 
and my feet were on solid ground again. 

Tour provided by Elding. 
www.elding.is

“The fact that I didn’t see a humpback really didn’t 
matter to me at this point because my up-close en-
counter with the minke whales in their natural habitat, 
seeing them alive and feasting out in the nature, was 
truly an unforgettable experience enough.”

Watching Whales in Action

by steinunn jakobsdóttir   photos by gúndi

FaxaflóiOutside Reykjavík
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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



I didn’t really know what to expect from a tour adverti-
sed only as “Icelandic Haunted Sightseeing Walks,” but 
in retrospect, I suppose the fact that the Haunted Ice-
land website also advertised a tour called the Naughty 
Reykjavík Pub Walk should have tipped me off.
 It started out innocently enough, with a pre-tour 
chat with our guide through the mysteries of the 
Reykjavík netherworld: Jónas Þorsteinsson, an affable 
and rugged-looking man with a ten-gallon hat who was 
smoking a cigarette outside the Tourist Information 
Office.
 A simple query on what exactly we would be doing 
instantly launched him into a ten-minute monologue on 
the various ghost stories he had threaded together from 
historical archives, ancient folklore, general hearsay and 
the separate investigations of four recognised mediums.
 Of particular interest to him was a Danish jailer 
called Sigvart Bruun, who had brutally raped and 
beaten up to 60 of his female prisoners, killing those he 
had made pregnant, including one Steinunn of Sjöundá. 
Steinunn was then buried outside of hallowed ground, 
and her ghost became a frequent and uninvited guest 
at funerals and sermons at the Reykjavík Cathedral, 

eventually becoming so bothersome that the church 
clandestinely had her exhumed and relocated to a ceme-
tery... according to the story, that is.
 “You can imagine how excited I was when I heard 
about that,” Jónas said with an exhilarated grin. A vete-
ran of variously successful ‘haunted’ tours abroad, he has 
done quite a bit of (metaphorical) digging to unearth 
some genuine Reykjavík ghost stories, and isn’t terribly 
concerned about whether or not the stories have any 
factual basis. He is also keen to point out that truth in 
the historical sense of the word is a far more f luid con-
cept than people realise, or as he himself put it, “There’s 
three sides to every story: the winners’ side, the losers’ 
side and my side.”
 Three other people joined us for the tour: two young 
female tourists and a quiet, reserved man in an orange 
anorak toting a massive camera, whom Jónas identified 
only as ‘Jói’. By the time they joined us, Jónas was off on 
a tangent about how Icelanders were in fact Indians and 
seemed eager to start the tour. He walked us to several 
downtown locations believed to be haunted whilst 
explaining his compelling rationale for the existence of 
ghosts.
 “I believe they exist. I mean, you can always discuss 
whether or not ghosts exist, but you can also discuss 
whether or not God exists... then it gets a little bit more 
complicated,” he affirmed in passable English. “But 
your body is made up of energy, and energy cannot 
disappear.”
 Another of Jónas’s favourite topics was the elves of 
Icelandic folklore, or ‘hidden people’, as he kept calling 

them. He pointed out a largish rock in a downtown 
playground, which is believed by many to be an elf 
dwelling, explaining that a bulldozer had once moved 
the rock so a house could be built without perturbing 
the rock’s residents. “The hidden people are basically 
nice, but they can be pretty brutal if you screw with 
them.”
 He then enlightened us with tales of a considerably 
more violent version of how Iceland took up Christiani-
ty than the one taught to me in school, and a ghost story 
about pissed off Viking apparitions scaring the hell out 
of a bulldozer operator working on the construction of 
the Reykjavík Centrum Hotel, and how that ghost had 
reignited the Icelandic ‘Viking’ spirit. “The ghost was 
set free during the construction of the hotel, which was 
around 2001, and as you might know, since then Ice-
landers have been going abroad a lot and buying foreign 
companies and things... they have basically been beha-
ving like Vikings.” He also pointed out that the spectres 
of many children are said to haunt the hotel, and if you 
are staying there, you could always tell a ghost child 
apart from a living one by the way it crawled. “A ghost 
will always crawl on just one elbow and one knee.”

 A significant stop was made inside the garden be-
hind the parliament building, where Jónas told us about 
‘Speaker’s Corner’, a special part of the garden where, 
according to tradition, anyone could come and make 
a plea to the parliament. He said that the mediums he 
had hired to investigate downtown had seen “thousands 
of hidden people, praying for mercy” in the face of the 
destruction the country would suffer at the hands of 
big business. He also read, in its entirety, a special plea 
made to parliament by the ghost of Viking hero Grettir 
the Mighty that had been delivered on that very spot, 
and apparently Grettir is a fan of either Quentin Taran-
tino or Sonny Chiba, as his speech had the tendency to 
paraphrase the fictional Bible quotation used by Chiba 
in The Bodyguard and later tagged as Ezekiel 25:17 
in Tarantino’s Pulp Fiction. “...and you will know my 
name is Grettir the Mighty, when I lay my vengeance 
upon thee”... I suppose there really is such a thing as the 
Modern Viking.
 All in all, the tour was interesting, informative, 
pleasant, revealing and above all, very, very weird, some-
times even simultaneously combining all five elements. 
At one point we walked alongside the pond in central 
Reykjavík, enjoying the view while Jónas read aloud all 
60-something names for Satan in the Icelandic langua-
ge. And was Jónas worried that people might not be able 
to relate to the murky, rustic superstitions maintained 
by the most eccentric of Iceland’s populace? Not at all. 
As he put it himself: “It’s a nice walk, whether you’re 
listening or not.”

A Weird Tour of Haunted Reykjavík

by sindri eldon   photo by gúndi

“The hidden people are basically nice, but they can be pretty bru-
tal if you screw with them.”
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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.

BERG
car rental
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Grundarfjörður Youth Hostel 54
Guesthouse Móar 54
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O Sushi 36
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Segafredo 5
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Sægreifinn 35
Tjarnarbakkinn Restaurant 20
Við Tjörnina 29
Viking Village 52
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The Culture House 48
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Glacier Exhibition 49
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The Settlement Exhibition 51
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Shopping
66 North 3
Álafoss gift store 47
Carlsberg 56
Cintamani 7
Englatár 29
Hljóðhúsið 46
Húfur sem Hlægja 37
Iceland Gift Store 17
Icewear 9
Konfektbúðin 46
Lyng workshop 51
The Viking shop 10
Vík Wool 35
Witchcraft Store 31

Transportation
Air Iceland 55
Berg Car Rental 53
Budget Car Rental 53
Hertz Car Rental 55

Other services
Forex 49
Icelandic mail service 5
Ísafjörður Multicultural Centre 15
Landlæknisembættið 12
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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

We had a lot of very important people in 
Iceland earlier this month. On 8 June, the 
6th Annual Baltic Sea State Summit was 
held at Hotel Nordica. In attendance were 
the prime ministers of Denmark, Estonia, 
Finland, Latvia, Norway, Poland, the Russian 
Federation, Sweden and Iceland, along 
with the foreign ministers of Germany and 
Lithuania, and a European Commission 
ambassador. A pretty heavy bill, and one that I 
was looking forward to seeing in action. 
 Oh, wait. We weren’t actually going to see 
the conference. No, the press wasn’t going to 
come in until after the conference was over 
to hear a general statement and then engage 
in a few minutes of Q&A. Which was still 
an improvement on last month’s economic 
conference at the same venue. On that 
occasion, we were not only excluded from the 
conference itself, we weren’t even allowed to 
ask questions afterwards. That privilege was 
given to the guests in attendance. And don’t 
even get me started on the confrontation I 
had with a security guard on my way in. But I 
digress.
 The Baltic Sea States conference was, 
like most other such events, a celebration of 
the vague. You hear phrases like “continued 
cooperation” and “working towards common 
goals” and “enhanced roles contributed 
substantially towards valued opportunities”. 
Bored by reading it? Imagine writing it.
 After showing our credentials and passing 
through the metal detector/baggage search, 
we were ushered along, tauntingly roped off 
from seven tables laden with gourmet banquet 
food in the entrance hall, into the conference 
room. There, we were fitted for simultaneous 
translation headphones. 
 Simultaneous translation must be the 
most stressful job in the world. It certainly 
isn’t the most graceful one, at least not 
compared to what you see in action thriller 
movies, where some supergenius rattles off an 
ambassador’s words f lawlessly, not missing a 
beat. In actuality, it sounds as difficult as it is 

– phrases come in fits and starts, sometimes 
between extended pauses. You look around at 
the Russian journalists, scribbling feverishly, 
some smiling, some shaking their heads, and 
for a few seconds all you can think is, “What? 
What am I missing?” Then the translation 
catches up, or skips ahead. How are you going 
to know? You can only hope.
 On this occasion, Q&A was fairly 
uneventful. That is, until the Grapevine’s #1 
Fan Óli Tynes had a question. Oh Christ, I 
thought. What’s his question going to be?
 “My question is for the Polish prime 
minister,” he said. “Mr. Prime Minister, it was 
recently reported that construction contractors 

in Poland are having a hard time finding 
Polish workers for their projects. Do you 
think the free f low of labour within the EU 
countries has hurt the Polish labour market?” 
 The Swedish PM – I swear I’m not 
making this up – actually rolled his eyes. He 
might have been thinking the same thing I 
was: that Óli was fishing for ammunition for 
some anti-immigrant piece he was hatching. 
Still, I thought it was a fair question.
 “This is a matter with two dimensions,” 
answered the Polish prime minister. “First is 
freedom and democracy. We have tried our 
best to make Poland a free and democratic 
country, where everyone has the same type 
of passport so that they can be used in the 
same way. Second is the Polish economy. 

That problem will hopefully be resolved, to a 
realistic degree, within three years’ time, to 
where Poles will employ more Poles.”
 Translation: What do you want me to do, 
build a wall around Poland? You criticised the 
communist regime way back when, and now 
you’re getting on my case now that our people 
have freedom of movement? Back up off me. 
We’re doing our best.
 Suddenly, we were done here. We were 
ushered back out, again roped off from the 
food, and into the street. But it wasn’t over yet.
 Later that day, PM Ásgrímsson met 
with Russian Federation Prime Minister 
Mikhail E. Fradkov at the slightly less formal 

minister’s House, next to the pond Tjörnin. 
There, the Russian media were already in 
full force – radio, television, newspapers, 
maybe even bloggers were present – along 
with various untitled officials and large 
men rocking the earpiece/sunglasses/stern 
expression look.
 After a brief argument between a Russian 
media official and an Icelandic media official 
over where the two PMs were to stand, the 
Russians were going for a background shot of 
the street and the pond while the Icelanders 
wanted the house in the background. The two 
men emerged at last.
 Normally when I see Ásgrímsson in 
public, he looks tired and vaguely annoyed. 
But on this occasion, he carried himself like a 

man with a tremendous weight recently lifted 
from his shoulders. A lot like an exceedingly 
unpopular public official who had tendered his 
resignation. 
 “We had a very good meeting,” said 
Ásgrímsson, “We discussed our economic 
cooperation and trade, and want to do our 
utmost to increase trade between our two 
countries, especially in the areas of fishing and 
tourism. We are very pleased with the results.”
 A well-executed, official sounding opener. 
The Q&A then went into Iceland sharing 
geothermal energy technology with the 
Russian Federation, which made me feel a 
little surge of pride.
 And then someone from the Icelandic 
media asked this question: “What conse-
quences do you think might result from 
Georgia and the Ukraine joining NATO?”
 My jaw literally dropped. This is a great 
example of a “stealth question,” throwing in an 
important, albeit wholly unrelated, question 
that usually wrong-foots the person asked, but 
Fradkov’s response was stunning:
 “My imagination doesn’t go that far. I 
don’t think we have the right to decide for 
these two countries what they should do.”
 Both the Russian Parliament and 
President Putin have said that they are dead-
set against Georgia and the Ukraine joining 
NATO; that such a move would throw the 
whole geopolitical set-up out of whack, and 
might result in diplomatic consequences. And 
here, in our own little country, the Prime 
Minister of Russia was expressing a very 
different opinion. This was news. It gave me 
chills to be in the presence of such an event.
 I went home to type up my articles, truly 
excited about my work. And this is why I love 
press conferences: although the vast majority 
of the time you’re bored, cold, irritable and 
wishing you were somewhere else, there 
are those occasions when you witness news 
happen. And it’s worth more than all the 
gourmet banquet food in the world.

Why I Love Press Conferences
by paul f. nikolov

“Normally when I see Ásgrímsson in public, he looks 
tired and vaguely annoyed. But on this occasion, he 
carried himself like a man with a tremendous weight 
recently lifted off his shoulders. A lot like an exceed-
ingly unpopular public official who had tendered his 
resignation”

Guesthouse Móar
301 Akranes
tel: 431-1389/897-5142
e-mail:sollajoh@simnet.is
4 rooms, 9 beds + 2 summerhouses 1x1 
without bath 3000ISK sleeping bag acc. 
2000ISK.
Cooking facilities available
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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
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“I am going to get a me-
morial tattoo, three ice-
cubes in glass, with the 

inscription Iceland and 101 
for the post code we are in 

and ’06 for the year.”
Prick editor Chuck B. at the Reykjavík 

Tattoo Convention.
Page 18

“It is rather awkward that 
our media only reported 
half of the story, telling 

us about Wal-Mart’s poor 
treatment of their work-
ers but failing to mention 
Freeport McMorRan and 
its crimes against nature 

and its inhabitants.”
From Þórdís Elva Bachman’s column on 

Icelandic media.
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“It turns out, I went to 
school here for a few 

months, though I made few 
friends.”

Bart Cameron returns victoriously to 
Oxford in the company of Singapore 

Sling.
Page22

“Satanic, fascist, sell-out 
media frenzy has officially 

come to Iceland in the 
form of none other than 
Bubbi Morthens, bitter 

punk turned scenic story-
teller turned whiny media 

whore”
Sindri Eldon sets the record straight.
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“While we sailed from the 
harbour, enjoying our sce-
nic view over Reykjavík’s 
coastline, our tour guide 

explained the safety regu-
lations, emphasising the 

need to hold on tight when 
looking over the edge of 

the boat”
Steinunn Jakobsdóttrir goes whale 

watching.
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