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66° North uses a three - layer  
system in which every garment 
has a specific purpose. The user 
can layer his clothes to match 
the weather conditions.
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Base layer: Básar Wool shirt (100% Merlino 
wool), Mid-layer: Tindur fleece sweater 
(Polartec Windpro fleece), Shell: Glymur 
jacket (eVent ventilating material).

The outer material protects the 
user from the elements. These 
garments are worn over the fleece 
and are rain and windproof.
The user can choose different 
materials to fit every condition. 
Advanced, waterproof materials 
with good ventilation give the 
wearer the upper hand when 
dealing with Icelandic weather.

The Shell

The versatile mid-layer fleece 
material provides most of the 
insulation and it comes in many 
thicknesses. Fleece clothing is 
also ideal for everyday use.

The Mid-layer

The innermost material absorbs 
moisture and keeps it away from 
the skin. This prevents cooling, 
increases comfort and the body 
stays dry in difficult situations.

The Base layer

For more information on the three-layer 
system, consult our in-store staff.
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I gave you a quick glance on line 
before my visit to Iceland. I was 
planning on sending you a correc-
tion to one of your articles, I was 
going to haughtily inform you of 
your mistake: Quentin Tarantino 
does not OWN Marimax. 
 My being from Los Angeles 
and all, I’m hip to such matters. But 
then while there, I devoured your 
paper cover to cover, I realized that 
maybe you already know who owns 
Marimax (or who did until recently) 
and that the writer was being sarcas-
tic or cute. 
 But more importantly. I 
was taken back to two years ago 
when comparable weeklies, The LA 
Weekly and The Village Voice, used 
to be vital.
 What a great read! I learned 
more and got a better insight into 
American positions than I have 
from the American press in years.
 Hopefully you won’t end up part 
of corporate mergers and restructur-
ing and whoring for advertisers like 
your American cousins have.
 Besides seeing my first blow-
hole and ice glacier, your paper was 
my other favourite discovery I made 
in Iceland.

- Sean Sweeney

Well, Sean, that’s a generous letter. I 
should accept a compliment and walk 
away. We’re really trying here, and 
that’s probably coming across. There 
are probably good weeklies in America 
somewhere. We were reading over 
Seattle’s The Stranger, and we were 
impressed until the editor, Dan Savage, 
ditched us on a scheduled interview to 
talk about gay pride.
 Damn it, Sean. We’re supposed to 
be nasty and witty in our responses. 
Uh. I wrote the Quentin article, and 
we weren’t intending to say Tarantino 
owned Miramax, which you spelled 
in an interesting fashion, but that his 
new deal with the Weinstein Brothers 
would, in his words, make him a kind 
of co-owner. 
 About our overall quality, again, 
the main thing that we see, as writers 
and people putting out a paper, is that 
we’d like to do a lot better. So if we’re 
looking good, that just means that the 
U.S. press is in a big hole. As for selling 
out, you just gave us a quote that we 
can use in our marketing to try to get 
some money and go corporate: “‘Besides 
seeing my first blow-hole and ice gla-
cier, your paper was my other favourite 
discovery I made in Iceland,’” -Sean 
Sweeney. Yeah, that’ ll work just fine. 
I’m hoping you’re rich. We could put 
your name and income level next to it. 
I hope to cash in shortly and buy a nice 
pair of shoes. 

Hi,
I’ve just got back from a holiday 
in Reykjavik and didn’t get round 
to buying your Inside Reykjavik 
book, I’ve had a search on the web 
but I can’t seem to find it, is there 
anywhere on the internet, or in 
England, I could buy the book? 
  
Thanks 
Rebecca

Rebecca,
Sadly, you can’t buy our book abroad. 
Not yet. Soon, our Icelandic publisher, 
Edda Press, will release it in England. 
But we are still in negotiations with 
American publishers. And our Icelandic 
publisher does not conduct business 
online, as far as we know.

We have received numerous complaints 
that our book is not available outside 
of Iceland, and that our book is not 
available at duty-free shops. We have 
been informed that the book will be 
available at duty-free shops soon, but 
that the best possible course of action is 
to buy at least a dozen books whenever 

you see them, then take them back to 
your native countries and mark up the 
price and make millions.

Ágæta ritstjórn
Mér var bent á viðtal við Paul 
Nikolov eftir Bart Cameron í nýjasta  
tölublaði Grapevine:

Bart hefur orðið:
Technical question. When you’re 
interviewed or if you debate, what 
language will you speak? I ask 
because many constituents still have 
difficulty with Icelandic, based on 
the fact that, as of yet, it is difficult 
to get instruction in the language. 
Our readers need no reminding, but 
it is difficult to find a course inside 
Iceland, and learning Icelandic 
outside of Iceland is almost impos-
sible-there is one course sometimes 
offered in America, but that is only 
for beginners; there is Old Norse 
instruction, which, not surprisingly, 
doesn’t prepare you that well for 
Modern Icelandic. Unless you get 
into the courses in London, or in 
Scandinavia, you’re not even going 
to get the opportunity to hear  the 
language before you move here.

Paul hefur orðið:
Ha. In America there’s the outdated 
grammar book and a CD.
 
Bart er greinilega illa upplýstur um 
stöðu þessara mála. Þótt ég sé  
sammála því meginsjónarmiði sem 
kemur fram í orðum hans að skortur 
sé enn á námsframboði í íslensku 
sem öðru og erlendu máli er staðan 
ekki svo slæm sem hann lætur í 
veðri vaka.

Í fyrsta lagi hefur verið unnið 
mikið í þessum málum við Háskóla 
Íslands á undanförnum árum: aukið 
námsframboð, kennslugögn bætt og 
boðið upp á námskeið í kennslufræði 
íslensku sem öðru og erlendu máli. 
Um þetta er unnt að fá upplýsingar 
hjá hugvísindadeild.

Í öðru lagi er nútímaíslenska kennd 
við háskóla víða í Evrópu og einnig 
við háskóla í Japan. Þá er íslen-
skudeild við Manitobaháskóla í 
Kanada og íslenskunámskeið eru við 
Brigham Young háskóla í Utah, við  
Wisconsinháskóla í Madison og 
við Minnesotaháskóla í Minneapo-
lis. Um þessa kennslu er hægt að 
fá nokkrar upplýsingar á vefsvæði 
SSN: www.nordals.hi.is. Upplýs-
ingarnar eru þó  í endurskoðun og 
henni ekki að fullu lokið. Sjálfur hef 
ég unnið að málefnum íslenskuke-
nnslu við erlenda háskóla í meira 
en 18 ár og er reiðubúinn til að gefa 
fyllri upplýsingar ef þess er óskað.

Ennfremur vil ég benda blaða-
mannninum á vefnámskeiðið Icelan-
dic online: www.icelandic.hi.is.
 Það er öllum opið til frjálsra af-
nota alls staðar í heiminum hafi þeir 
tölvu og netsamband. Heimsóknir 
á námskeiðið á degi hverjum eru 
meira en 300. Fjölmargir hafa lært 
undirstöðuatriði í íslensku með hjálp 
námskeiðsins. Með haustinu mun 
Tungumálamiðstöð Háskólans bjóða  
upp á fjarnám í tengslum við efnið. 
Upplýsingar um Icelandic Online  
er unnt að fá hjá Kolbrúnu 
Friðriksdóttur verkefisstjóra: kol-
brunf@hi.is

Ég vona að Grapevine vilji hafa það 
sem sannara reynist og dreifi réttum 
upplýsingum um kennslu í íslensku 
sem öðru og erlendu máli. Ég leyfi 
mér að benda blaðinu á að SSN 
mun efna til ráðstefnu í H.Í. um 
kennslu og rannsóknir á þessu sviði 
um miðjan ágúst. Upplýsingar um 
ráðstefnuna og dagskrá er að finna á 
vef stofnunarinnar. Á ráðstefnunni 
verða m.a. íslenskukennarar við 
erlenda háskóla.

Með vinsemd
Úlfar Bragason
forstöðumaður
Stofnun Sigurðar Nordals
www.icelandic.hi.is

The question on the table: is it possible 
to get advanced Icelandic instruc-
tion before arriving in Iceland for the 
typical non-linguist immigrant? For 
example, can one go to night school and 
pick up Icelandic as one can pick up 
French or Italian? If one cannot gain 
exposure to the language, how does this 
affect life in Iceland for the new batches 
of immigrants?

Another question: is it possible for an 
immigrant to attend classes and learn 
Icelandic inside Iceland? When and 
where? At what budget? Given that an 
immigrant is required to be working, 
and have a heavy schedule just to get a 
visa, and given that most immigrants 
live away from the capital area, has the 
university system, and more impor-
tantly, the government that funds the 
university system, made a good faith 
effort towards 10 percent of the popula-
tion?

I am happy to see the instructional 
website that you point out, and I am 
happy to see language courses increasing 
in number – we will gladly promote 
these courses in our English-language 
publication. But our most frequent let-
ters to the editor are complaints about 
Icelandic instruction – both the qual-
ity, even – or especially – at Háskóli 
Íslands, a program I myself attended 
briefly – and the number of courses, 
being so few and at difficult times for 
students with jobs.

I, personally, blame the students. It is 
obvious that they aren’t trying. It is 
also obvious that those who want to 
learn Icelandic can find a way. This is 
demonstrated in the immensely popular 
Icelandic-language newspaper covering 
culture and politics that has arisen 
among immigrants in the last three 
years.

Please, if there are more courses, or if 
it is easier to gain access to them, let 
us know. And if there are places away 
from Iceland that have high success 
rates in teaching Icelandic, again, let 
us know. Our readers are desperate. 
This directly affects their quality of life 
– if you don’t speak Icelandic well in 
Iceland, as I and a group of profession-
als with graduate degrees were told in 
an adult education class at HÍ, you will 
never get anything more than manual 
labour. 

My opinion is that language education 
is not at the level it should be, and, 
honestly, this affects Icelanders’ qual-
ity of life. As the educational system 
stands, if an Icelander chooses a foreign 
partner, he or she can expect their part-
ner to have very little chance of getting 
instruction in a language that makes 
up the core of the national identity of 
Iceland. Partners must either have the 
patience of the lobotomised, or have no 
other choice at all. Many people I know 
who aren’t linguists eventually give up 
and leave. 

Finally, you brought this up because I 
asked Paul Nikolov to speak English 
in his interviews. Paul is asking the 
government to get serious about the 
immigrant community, and to get 
very serious about their language. It 
is long past time for this. I stand by 
my statement that this debate should 
be held in multiple languages until a 
legitimate system for teaching Icelandic 
is established. I don’t understand why 
a party dealing with immigrant issues 
and asking for proper instruction of 
Icelandic would speak in the language 
that foreigners are denied access to. 

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.

EDITORIALS

Bart Cameron,

Editor

If bad things happened to you while you were 
visiting, you might have a hard time explaining 
how you weren’t prepared. This isn’t Happyland, 
or Safeland, or even Moderatetemperatureland. 
No, you have chosen to visit, or live, or be born, 
in Iceland, a country whose very name suggests 
problems.
 Ah, but maybe the standard reader doesn’t 
remember a time when ice was a little more com-
mon, when Europe wasn’t melting and hurricanes 
weren’t quite as frequent. But now, in the days of 
global warming, you have to remind people that 
Iceland was once an ominous name. We also have 
to remind people, occasionally, that Iceland itself 
wasn’t always a destination for the moderately 
hip – come on, be serious, if you were really hip, 
you’d be in Dubai shopping for lingerie with 
Michael Jackson. 
 Well, fear not. Bad things are less likely to 
happen to you now that you’re reading our paper. 
You see, the Reykjavík Grapevine can help you 
navigate this city, this country, this life. For 
example, want to go hiking? We sent our Italian 
journalist out hiking, alone, with a fever. And he 
survived. He’ll tell you what to do, and what not 
to do.
 We’ve covered restaurants, we’ve gone to con-
certs, we’ve talked to organizers, we’ve done it all. 
Which should make us a good tourist magazine. 
Assuming you get us.
 Let’s be honest. Am I even writing to tourists 
anymore? How many times have we gone to our 
tourist drop offs and seen Icelanders reading our 
paper? For a little while, last winter, we actually 
got in trouble with advertisers when they thought 
we intentionally changed audiences.
 We never tried to become Icelandic. We were 
just trying to keep people a little informed. It’s 
Iceland. We wanted to be a resource. 
 Then we get to an issue like this one, in 
which we come to the greatest of all tourist 
taglines: the happiest place on Earth. If you 
were here this June and July, and you could read 
Icelandic, you would have seen it regularly. It 
was every bit as nauseating here as it would be in 
Disney World. But what you may be surprised to 
hear is that this was written in Icelandic, in the 
local media, to Icelanders. And much of Iceland 
was stuck wondering what they did to be so much 

less happy than the rest of the nation. In one of 
the greatest quotes I’ve seen since the advent of 
blogs, imagine the moment when our journalist, 
Steinunn Jakobsdóttir, came across this on Eoe.
is, on a day when headlines told the country it 
was so happy: “Is everyone except me on Prozac?”
 The bizarre stories claiming Iceland was the 
happiest place on Earth, covered in the feature 
for this issue, had a backlash on the web, but in 
print, where one expects to see some ref lection 
of the nation’s values, we saw very little sensible 
coverage.
 As a result, we get to mock it first. In fact, we 
also got to call Hugleikur, the popular Icelandic 
cartoonist, and get a two-page contribution on 
the issue. (By the way, if you have an aversion 
to faecal matter, vomit, bestiality, or rhinos, you 
may want to skip page 38 and 39.) 
 All well and good. We get a free joke. We get 
free jokes all the time just by reading the local 
papers. But the more you consider the happiness 
surveys, or the many other fantastically bogus 
surveys based on Iceland –not bogus by method-
ology, per se, but bogus due to a brutal cultural 
conflict with the notion of answering questions 
for foreigners – the less funny it actually gets.
 Consider a quick assertion by a political sci-
ence professor associated with the government 
here in Iceland that a survey on Iceland happi-
ness hints at the power of a liberalized economy. 
(Nevermind that the very same professor, speak-
ing to a local paper, acknowledged that the survey 
was likely shaped by a refusal by Icelanders to lose 
face in answering questions.) As you’re smiling 
through our discovery that the survey of hap-
piness seems to have Icelanders confused about 
what country they’re really living in, realize that 
a number of statistics that locals find inaccurate 
aren’t applied to locals. They are inaccurately 
compiled here, and then applied elsewhere.
 The news that we’ve covered in the last 
few years has included a Prime Minister who 
somewhat openly sold an extremely profitable 
state bank to himself, only after first establishing 
a quota system on fishing which would allow his 
family to expand their fishing profits. We have 
witnessed an oil scandal during which it came out 
that the country was swindled of billions due to 
price collusion. We have watched a country that 

had never been involved in war commit itself to 
the Coalition of the Willing despite 85% of the 
country being apposed to such action. And we 
have watched as a slim majority of the country 
has decided to industrialise Iceland at the expense 
of Europe’s largest wilderness area, despite the 
strongest protests possible by the minority. 
 All this time, this has been the happiest na-
tion on Earth. Believe it or not, there are lessons 
here, and they are being taught. Governments 
around the world would like to know how to stay 
in power while working against public opinion, 
or how to keep the masses happy when they 
shouldn’t be. Members of the Icelandic govern-
ment have lectured on the success of Iceland, 
citing the attitudes of the public in general, to 
places as unpopular as the American Enterprise 
Institute, the think tank in Washington that 
helped shape the Bush Doctrine and believes we 
are currently in World War IV. 
 If you read this during Gay Pride, you were 
probably happily thinking, at least before you got 
to the paragraph above, that Iceland makes the 
perfect role model for the world. To see 50,000 
people, about 20% of the population, meeting in 
the capital to celebrate the rights of minorities is 
a marvel. Nobody can deny that, on Gay Pride 
Day, Iceland shows the world how to be civilised.
The problem is that on the other 363 days a year 
Iceland is still playing role model, and on those 
occasions, misinformation sometimes leads to 
some nasty policies.
 Davíð Oddsson has gone to England and 
mocked the government for keeping a minimum 
wage. Milton Friedman has visited and incorpo-
rated Iceland in his libertarian discussion. On the 
other end, in arguing for responsible government, 
Jared Diamond has, from what I’ve seen, inten-
tionally misinformed about Iceland’s past.
My point is, in a globalised economy when world 
leaders cite the actions of countries they know 
little about, what the world needs, it seems to me, 
is a few more tourist magazines that ask them 
what the hell they’re talking about and point out 
when fanciful assumptions may actually do harm. 
Right now, we’re happy to get the opportunity, 
if for no other reason than the aforementioned 
Hugleikur protest comic. 

At Least We’re Happy 

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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The large grey concrete building located on 
the corner of Austurstræti and Pósthússtræti 
hardly catches your eye among the many 
distinct, if clashing, buildings of downtown. 
But it is one of the most revered buildings 
in Iceland. It was designed by the respected 
architect Guðjón Samúelsson (1887-1950), the 
one-time state architect of Iceland. Samúels-
son designed several of the more majestic buil-
dings in the city during his career, including 
Landakotskirkja church, the hospital Lands-
pítalinn, Þjóðleikhúsið theatre, the University 
of Iceland, Hótel Borg and his masterpiece 
Hallgrímskirkja church, which was completed 
well after his death. 
 The building at Austurstræti 16 is remar-
kable for being one of the first ones designed 
by Samúelsson, as well as earning the title of 
being the first large building in Iceland. It was 
constructed between 1916 and 1917 after a 
fire in 1915 destroyed many wooden houses in 
the area. 
 Samúelsson is known for mixing different 
trends and styles in his design, and Austurs-
træti 16 is no exception. Influences range 
from Art Nouveau and Danish Nationalist 
Romanticism with curved lines, poles, marble 
stairs and statues made by the sculptor Einar 
Jónsson used for decorations. The tower on 
the northwest corner of the building was 
something totally new and unknown in the 
city. When the building was erected, the 
downtown appearance started to change 
and Reykjavík became a city with a centre of 
higher class than ever before. Now, 90 years 
later the building is a trademark for a city still 
growing in size and shape.
 Austurstræti 16 has housed various 
operations and offices through the decades. 
In its first years, Landsbankinn bank ran its 
business inside until the pharmacy Reykja-
víkurapótek was opened on the ground f loor 
in 1930, where it remained until the end of 
the 20th century. Today, Austurstræti 16 is 
probably most famous for housing the stylish 
restaurant Apótekið, which opened after the 
Reykjavíkurapótek closed its Austurstræti 
location. Named after the old pharmacy, the 
restaurant is among the more fashionable in 
the city, decorated in an up-to-date style while 
keeping the old appearance visible. With the 
new residents the area in front of the restau-
rant gets quite vibrant during the summer 
as the owners put outdoor tables on the side 
facing Austurvöllur and serve food, coffee 
and cakes to pedestrians who like to relax and 
witness the special city atmosphere on this 
lively corner.  

The Building that Shaped the City
Austurstræti 16

by steinunn jakobsdóttir   photos by skari

architecture�



Family Gathering, Concerts and Protests at 
Kárahnjúkar
A group of Icelandic and international activ-
ists are planning a ten-day long ‘family camp’ 
at the site of the controversial Kárahnjúkar 
dam project. The event will include live music, 
nature hikes and, of course, protests against 
heavy industry in Iceland. While the lineup 
is a closely guarded secret, several celebrated 
Icelandic artists are expected to attend.  
 Andrea Ólafsdóttir, one of the organisers, 
told the Grapevine that it was hard to predict 
how many people would show up. “We’re 
guessing a few hundred, but it’s really hard to 
tell at this point. Of those, maybe 50 to a 100 
will be coming from abroad, exclusively for 
this event.”  
 Ólafsdóttir couldn’t pin down exactly 
when the musical performances would be 
taking place, but said she expects most will be 
next weekend. “We’re planning the hike for 
tomorrow, and there will be lectures and edu-
cation throughout the week. Next weekend 
will be more of a concert-type event,” she said. 
 While last year’s protests were marred by 
arrests and allegations of vandalism and police 
misconduct, Ólafsdóttir said she was hoping 
for a more peaceful protest this time. “This is 
more of a family gathering. We just hope the 
police have learned their lesson from last year 
and will be obeying the law themselves and 
not harassing us or making illegal arrests.”  
 Further information is available at http://
www.islandsvinir.org, http://www.savingice-
land.org, and at Kaffi Hljómalind. Regular 
bus rides to the area will be arranged from 
Kaffi Hljómalind.

Busy Season for Rescue Teams in Iceland
Emergency call-outs to the rescue teams have 
increased substantially during the summer. 
The teams have been called out three to four 
times a day country-wide in the last three 
weeks.  

 “We have noticed that emergency calls 
have grown in number compared with past 
years,” Gunnar Stefánsson, project manager 
of rescue operations at Landsbjörg, told the 
Grapevine.  
 Citing the increased number of tourists 
travelling around the country this year, he also 
pointed out that bad road conditions caused 
by heavy rain as well as inexperienced foreign 
drivers have caused problems.  
 “Many of them (foreign drivers) don’t 
have enough knowledge to drive on the rough 
Icelandic roads and sometimes (they) take 
irrational decisions like speeding up the high-
lands in a small vehicle,” Stefánsson added 
but pointed out that locals are far from being 
innocent regarding that matter. 
 According to Stefánsson these call-outs 
are fortunately in most cases not very serious 
and mostly regard travellers getting their car 
stuck off the road or hikers who have lost their 
trail.  
 “We want people to call for help and 
we are glad to see that travellers seek our 
assistance,” Stefánsson told us while placing 
emphasis on the importance of being well pre-
pared. He also suggested travellers study the 
conditions of roads properly before beginning 
cross-country trips.

The World’s Biggest Sailboat in Reykjavík 
Harbour
Attentive pedestrians in downtown Reykja-
vík probably noticed the giant ship docked 
in Reykjavík harbour at Ægisgarð between 
Wednesday July 19th and Friday the 21st. 
The four-masted ship is a Russian boat named 
Sedov and is the biggest one of its kind in the 
world.  
 Originally constructed in Germany, Sedov 
was shipped to Russia in 1945. From that 
time it served as a training ship for the Soviet 
navy and as an oceanographic research ship, 
and has visited many different ports during its 

journeys. Today Sedov is used as a school-ship 
for the Murmansk technical university in 
Russia with 110 cadets including a crew of 50 
on board.  
 While the ship remained in the harbour 
the students got a chance to stroll around the 
city centre and enjoy some of the best days 
of summer in the capital while locals got a 
glimpse of their life at sea.

Company Sucks Band Into Lawsuit
Nilfisk Advance, a Denmark-based cleaning 
equipment manufacturer, are threatening Ice-
landic rock band NilFisk with a lawsuit on the 
grounds of copyright infringement, according 
to Viðskiptablaðið.  
 The band, whose name was green lighted 
by Nilfisk Advance in Iceland when the band 
first chose it, dropped off a copy of their debut 
album at the Copenhagen office while there 
to play concerts, only to receive a letter from 
Nilfisk Advance’s lawyers, who threatened 
to sue if the band did not change their name 
and recalled all CDs and merchandise with 
NilFisk’s name on it. They were also com-
manded to close their website, nilfisk.valnir.
com. In response, the band and their lawyer 
sent an explanation that they were on good 
terms with Nilfisk Advance in Iceland, and 
that their name technically differs from that 
of Nilfisk Advance in that the ‘F’ in the 
band’s name was capitalised.  
 Although Nilfisk Advance have not 
replied, and were unavailable for comment due 
to their executives being on vacation, Sveinn 
of NilFisk told the Grapevine that if Nilfisk 
Advance persist with the lawsuit, the band 
will most likely change their name to NilFizk. 
Also unavailable for comment were French 
hip-hop band Electroluxe Family and country 
singer Hoover, who may themselves face 
lawsuits if this fad continues.

Strætó Suffering from City Car Culture
Local authorities of the capital area have 
announced a plan to cut operational costs of 
Reykjavík’s public-transportation system, 
Strætó, by 360 million ISK, instead of up-
holding its deficit.  
 In a recent company press release, CEO 
Ásgeir Eiríksson cited decreasing passenger 
use in accordance with the ever increasing use 
of private automobiles as the main cause of the 
company’s recent financial trouble, although 
inf lation, as well as rising salaries and gas 
prices are all contributing factors.  
 In the beginning of 2006 the company 
had a reported net profit of -18 million ISK, 
after a 200 million ISK loss in 2005. The 
company implemented changes to the bus  
system last year, including a quicker rotation 
schedule, but did not see the increased pas-
senger use they expected.  
 Cutbacks include discontinuing the ten-
minute intervals implemented last fall as well 
as the entire S5 route, which runs between 
Hlemmur and Selásbraut. 
 Many people have expressed discontent 
over the new changes to the system, including 
the president of the Icelandic Student Union, 
Sigurður Örn Hilmason, who could not be 
reached for comment by the Grapevine but 
told NFS that he worries that the new system 
will isolate students at the University of Ice-
land who live in the city’s suburbs, especially 
in the area around Selásbraut.  
 Changes will be made to bus route 19, 
which currently runs between Hlemmur and 
Norðingaholt, to attempt to compensate for 
the loss of S5.  
 Eiríksson said that the cutbacks would 
undoubtedly affect the quality of service 
that Strætó will now provides, and that the 
company finds this unfortunate, but that local 
authorities cannot be expected to invest excess 
money in the company during a time when 
all branches of the state are in need of fiscal 
control measures.

News in Brief 

by bart cameron, sindri eldon, steinunn jakobsdóttir, gunnar hrafn jónsson, valgerður þóroddsdóttir   photos by gúndi
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River Adventure 7.990 kr. 
9.990 kr. with pick up

R
iv

e
r 

R
id

e
 7

.9
9

0
 k

r.
 

9
.9

9
0

 k
r.

 w
it

h
 p

ic
k
 u

p

Clacial hiking & Ice climbing 9.990 kr. 
11.990 with pick up

R
iv

e
r F

u
n

 5
.9

9
0

 k
r. 

8
.9

9
0

 k
r. w

ith
 p

ick
 u

p

�



Dummy Mortally Injured in Fossárdalur
The police in Árnessýsla and a large rescue team were 
called out at 20:00 on July 16 after the police received 
a report about what was suspected to be a mortally 
wounded man lying in a rock slide beneath Háifoss 
waterfall.  
 When police arrived at the scene they found no 
man but in fact a full-sized dummy. It is likely that the 
human replica was used as a prop in a movie last winter 
and somehow got lost and ended up f loating in the river 
in Fossárdalur, but the police had received no reports of 
such an incident before. After realising that no life was 
in danger, all rescue operations were recalled.  
 The Árnessýsla police could not inform the Grape-
vine as to which film company the dummy belonged 
to, but told us that the dummy is currently in storage at 
the police station and will be returned to its owners if 
claimed. 

Anti-Lebanon Invasion Protests at Austurvöllur
The Iceland-Palestine organisation organised a protest/
concert at Austurvöllur on July 13. Around 150 people 
attended, many holding Palestinian flags and banners 
decrying recent military incursions into Lebanon in 
particular, and Israeli aggression in general.  
 Social Democratic MP Guðrún Ögmundsdóttir held 
a short speech, in which she criticised Israeli authorities 
and talked of her experience in travelling through the 
occupied territories of Palestine. There were also musical 
performances, including a few songs from well-known 
troubadour KK.

All Hell Breaks Loose In Keflavík
Two heavily intoxicated men embarked on a mad, 
destructive rampage in Keflavík on Wednesday July 12, 
vandalising two cars and picking fights with a girl and a 
young man with glasses. 
 The boy’s glasses were savagely destroyed when the 
two men punched him in the face. It is unknown what 
exactly caused the men’s overtly hostile behaviour to the 
boy, but general geekdom and/or wussdom is likely to be 
the cause. 
 In any case, the two men spent the night in police 
custody. The would-be social commentators were released 
the next morning.

Charity Money Bound for Palestine Stopped by United 
States
A five-thousand-dollar donation to an organisation that 
assists and rehabilitates disabled Palestinians, made in 
the name of the Iceland-Palestine Association, has been 
stopped by authorities in the United States.  
 Sveinn Rúnar Hauksson, president of the Iceland-
Palestine Association, told the Grapevine that he did not 
have specific information on what branch of government 
was involved. “It sounds like it was the state depart-
ment, but the only information we have so far came from 

a phone call that I received from a representative of a 
Glitnir bank that had been arranging the transfer for us. 
He told me that the Palestinian bank that handled these 
transfers had been shut down in the United States and 
their assets seized or frozen.”  
 As a result, the five-thousand dollars of relief funds 
are now amongst millions of dollars of charity money 
that are intended for Palestine but caught in limbo in the 
United States and elsewhere. “I’d call it a crime to stop 
humanitarian relief groups from operating at a time like 
this. Nothing is sacred to the Israeli government, and the 
United States backs them up in whatever they do,” said 
Hauksson.  
 The Iceland-Palestine Association has collected 
nearly six million ISK for Palestinian causes since the 
year 2000, partly in an effort to pressure authorities to 
do more, as almost no donations have come from the 
Icelandic government during this time. Hauksson told 
us that on July 11th he learned of a 12.5 million ISK 
joint contribution from the Icelandic Red Cross and the 
Icelandic State Department.  
 “While we greatly celebrate that decision, one has to 
worry about whether that money could be frozen in the 
United States as well. We still haven’t gotten any clear 
answers about what happened out there, or when/if we 
can expect to get the money back. Hopefully the Red 
Cross has its own channels to work through, and we will 
try to do everything we can to continue to aide helpless 
Palestinians.”  

 
Competition Authority Vetoes Another Merger - Air Traffic 
May Soon Be Threatened by Airborne Swine

The Icelandic Competition Authority has vetoed its sec-
ond major merger in the space of two weeks – this time 
involving two pharmaceutical giants. A resolution, avail-
able on the Authority’s website and dated July 11th, states 
that the proposed merger of Lyf og Heilsa and Lyfjaver 
would have effectively created a monopoly in the field of 
repackaging medicines.  
 The verdict further states that the Icelandic pharma-
ceutical market has become notably less competitive in 
recent years, with Lyf og Heilsa and Lyfja dominating 
the retail market by a considerable margin.  
 It was the judgement of the Authority that allow-
ing Lyf og Heilsa to merge with Lyfjaver would further 
undermine the chance of establishing a fair competi-
tive environment in pharmaceutical retailing. Lyfjaver 
is a major player in the repackaging and distribution of 
medicines in the country, and so would have considerably 
strengthened Lyf og Heilsa’s position in the aforemen-
tioned retail market.  
 Late last month the ICA vetoed a deal that would 
have seen media behemoths Dagsbrún and Sena merge 
into one entity. Such regulation of major corporate enti-
ties has been relatively unheard of during the last decade, 
under the decidedly pro-Big Business coalition govern-
ment. 
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Most of the year, Gay, Lesbian and Trans-
gender people are invisible to the population 
at large in Iceland. The Grapevine is as guilty 
as anyone of not covering the politics and 
struggles of this segment of the population. 
But it’s August, and the Gay, Lesbian and 
Transgender population are celebrating, which 
means they’re in the news, which means we’re 
covering them. 

/// Good evening. It’s time for the yearly 
phone call where we ask about gay issues 
just before the Gay Pride Festival. I should 
apologise; it’s f lat out embarrassing that we 
don’t offer more coverage in general. Are 
there stories that you feel we’ve been missing 
relating to gay, lesbian and transgender is-
sues in the last year?
– I don’t have any comment about that. Noth-
ing comes to mind.

/// But now we, like the rest of the media 
here, have our attention on Gay Iceland, 
as this festival and march are more heavily 
attended than even the national independ-
ence day.
– Yes, of course the national holiday is a 
whole-day event, we are a four-day event, and 
the programme on the main day is maybe not 
that long. Last year, we had 50,000 at the 
main event, which is the parade. People look 
at it as an opportunity to show support and 
have fun. I think they can, we have a good 
time, because we have managed to have a 
good program down at Lækjargata.

/// About the programming: Can I say, as 
someone who attends the festival in an 
attempt to support the cause, that I get 
nervous about the parade. There’s so much 
mocking, and so much joking. Are straight 
people really supposed to be laughing? Isn’t 
this, kind of serious?
– If it’s funny, you should laugh. It’s meant to 
be joyful. It is a celebration, but behind the 
celebration is the issue we’re celebrating. It 
started after Stonewall in 1969, and we’re cel-
ebrating that people finally said this is enough 
you cannot act like this anymore
 Of course, the seriousness behind the cel-
ebration is the whole history behind the fight 
for gay and lesbian rights. People are doing 
(routines) that are meant to make you laugh. 
There’s no shame in that. Laughter is a very 
good thing.

/// But other than the laughing, and the 
celebration, do people really understand the 
origin of the movement? Do people know 
about Stonewall here in Iceland? Do they 
know about struggles in gay rights more 
than just seeing a cowboy movie?
– We try to remind people of this milestone in 
our history on our web page and through our 
publication. And, of course, we’re not forget-
ting that we ourselves here in Iceland and in 
Europe have our own story. This didn’t all 
start in the U.S., though this idea of pride in 
the celebration grew from those events in New 
York in 1969.
 It’s important for everyone to have some 
clear event. We could start the story in Rome 
2,000 years ago. But this event really changed 
things. People used to be harassed as individu-
als. If you went to any city in Europe and the 
U.S., you were harassed and people just took it. 
They were arrested and put in jail. Some people 
were killed and executed by governments.
 What happened in New York in 1969 was 
that people stood up as a group. And the riots 
that took place over two or three days, showed 
the community the power they had as a group. 
That was the birth of what we call pride. It’s a 
basic truth that people who are proud of what 
they stand for are better fighters and more 
likely to gain victory. A person who is ashamed 
is not very likely to be listened to and not very 
likely to believe in his or her own struggle. 

/// When you mention thousands of unac-
knowledged masses getting together and 

saying we’re not going to take persecution 
anymore, my mind goes straight to one 
event: the cartoon protests in Denmark. 
There wasn’t positive coverage of what 
they were doing, when Muslims took to the 
streets to protest, but I think of them as the 
successors to Stonewall.
 I bring this up because we’re in Europe, 
where, on occasion, the gay rights movement 
and the immigration rights movements seem 
to run in direct conflict, as we saw with the 
arguments that came out of the Netherlands 
a few years ago with Pim Fortuyn. 
– The anti-immigration sentiment in Europe 
is based on two things: it’s based on ignorance 
and the hatred that comes from ignorance. 
What we in the gay and lesbian movement in 
Iceland have managed to do is to educate peo-
ple. It is so easy to hate people that you know 
nothing about. And sometimes the informa-
tion we get is based on ignorance. 
 The key thing is to educate, and show 
your countrymen that you are not some mon-
sters from dark corners. That you are humans. 
And maybe that has been the failure of grow-
ing populations of immigrants in Europe. A 
failure to connect maybe, or educate the public 
of the people moving into the countries. Of 
course, in some of those countries immigrants 
have been isolated in special parts of the cities 
and they are not encouraged to integrate, so 
people feel isolated. It’s a complicated matter 
of course. 
 There’s the story, also, of course, of the 
conflicts between religions. You don’t have 
to go outside of Iceland or Denmark to find 
people who have differences in religious faith. 
You can find people here who preach hatred 
and thrive on it. Here in Iceland you can see 
religious extremists who see gay people as 
decadent unhealthy social deviants. And that 
can only be met by answering back with real 
and truthful information.

/// You mention that there are religious 
extremists in Iceland who see gays as social 
deviants. I don’t hear much about them. 
Not nearly as much as I hear about them in 
America, for example. 
– They are here. They are leaders of small 
churches and write articles now and then in 
the mainstream newspapers or preach hatred 
of lesbians, gay men, bisexuals and transgen-
der people on their TV channel. 
 It’s not new to us that gay issues are not on 
the top of the list of mainstream media. How-

ever, Gay Pride is a tool for us to make it into 
the media. For the last five or ten years, we 
have succeeded in that. And we have been able 
to use our publicity when the festival wasn’t 
on. Reykjavík Gay Pride has protested when 
parades have been banned in other countries. 
Just last week we sent a letter of protest to 
Latvia and the city of Riga when they banned 
a gay pride march, and just last year we sent 
a letter to the mayor of Warsaw, who is now 
president of Poland, when they banned the 
parade. And I can tell you that I was invited 
to participate this year when the parade was 
allowed for the first time in Warsaw. It was a 
very moving moment. 
 The Reykjavík Pride is not hard core 
political, but we believe in the politics of pride 
and celebration, it is politics to have some-
thing to celebrate about. To come out with 
pride in Eastern Europe where ministers of 
governments and prominent parliament mem-
bers speak publicly with contempt about their 
own lesbian and gay countrymen, shows great 
courage. Governments and politicians in those 
countries, especially in the new member states 
of the European Union need to understand 
they cannot choose who gets human rights. 
If they want to participate and be taken seri-
ously in the European community they have 
to grant everyone equal rights or risk being 
thrown out of all important institutions of 
Europe.

/// This all, sadly, falls under the radar. I 
guess we don’t quite report this.
– The situation in Russia is also shocking. 
The last independent media died a few weeks 
ago. That’s an important thing for gay and 
minority groups. It has always been free media 
that helped gays and women liberation with 
their rights.
 Here in Iceland there was a huge change 
when radio frequencies went free. Before, 
under the monopoly of state media, the silence 
about gay issues was so thick you could almost 
touch it. 

/// And this changed when?
– In 1986.

/// Is there a free media in Iceland now?
– Sure there is. We have lots of radio sta-
tions. They are not controlled by the state. 
The people working at those stations have no 
other rules to work by than the rules of good 
journalism.

/// And you’re stating that the free market 
will allow freedom of expression?
– There cannot be freedom of expression 
when all media are controlled by the state. It’s 
a sign that the government is healthy when 
colourful free media are allowed to run.
 We can see what happens when it’s not, 
like in Belarus. 

/// But the free market doesn’t always give us 
the best of journalism, either. In the Eng-
lish-speaking world, many of us still turn to 
the BBC, now and then.
– Of course, when you have a state media in 
countries where the free media are also f lour-
ishing, then you have someone to compare 
with the state media. The state media is by 
gentle force directed to talk about issues and 
events they might not do if they were the only 
media on the market.
 You can go to England and ask how it was 
to be gay in England when BBC was the only 
media in the country. They would say there 
was silence between stories about perverts in 
Soho. 
 When we first tried to take an ad to state 
radio using the terms lesbian (lesbian) and 
hommi (gay man), they wouldn’t allow it, 
because those were bad words.

/// Outside of the parade that will have the 
streets packed, what else is going on that 
people might overlook?
– We’ve been growing to a four-day event, 
and we even start with a preview on Wednes-
day with the Icelandic Drag Competition 
organised by private group. On Sunday, we 
will have a service at Hallgrimskirkja with the 
Reverend Pat Baumgartner, who is the priest 
of the Metropolitan Community Church 
in New York. The Metropolitan Church is 
the gay Christian church established in the 
United States decades ago. And she will have 
a service with three or four Icelandic priests 
from the Icelandic National Church and the 
Fríkirkjan. This will hopefully show Iceland-
ers that many Icelandic gays, lesbians, bisexu-
als and transgendered people are religious 
people who worship in the same ways. That 
we are human. We are hoping people will 
use the opportunity to see this extraordinary 
service, the first of its kind in Iceland. We are 
hoping people will f lock to the church.

Political Change through Celebration
An interview with Heimir Már Pétursson, Executive Director of Reykjavík Gay Pride

by bart cameron   photo by skari
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One of the most surreal moments in 
the history of pop culture: fantasti-
cally brain-dead rocker Tommy Lee 
stands on a chair, raises his hand, 
and attempts… WORD PLAY. 
And he pretty much succeeds. 
 He had prepared us, the audi-
ence, the Icelander on the stage 
in front of him, with a warning: 
“Are you ready for this?” as though 
the cosmos was about to be ripped 
apart.
 Truthfully, it may have been 
torn apart. Something metaphysi-
cal popped the second Tommy Lee 
completed his joke, lowered his 
hand, and nodded, acknowledging 
that he had made the joke without 
screwing it up.
 “Magni... (pause for thought)... 
Ficent.” A combination of the Ice-
landic name Magni, with the suffex 
“Ficent”. 
 The single most intelligent 
gesture ever made by a man who co-
authored a book explaining how to 
stick your unit in a breakfast burrito 
in the minutes after you have been 
serviced by prostitutes before you go 
home to your model wife. It did not 
go unnoticed in Iceland. 
 For a week straight, we heard 
the audio clip on every radio sta-
tion. We saw the video on TV 
three times a night. It never lost its 
brilliance. The sheer joy in Tommy 
Lee’s soulless eyes. 
 When Magni first showed up 
on international reality television, he 
had the whole of Iceland expecting 
brilliance, and he failed to live up to 
whatever expectations they had. 
 Since then, Magni has done the 
impossible: he has been charming, 
intelligent, and he has demonstrated 
genuine talent on a reality televi-
sion show. True, he is still doing 
“karaoke from hell,” but if the rules 
of the game are simply to find an 
okay tune and cover it, he hasn’t 
done badly. Other than f lubbing 
Satisfaction by the Rolling Stones, 
he has had the good taste to choose 
My Generation by the Who, Plush 
by Stone Temple Pilots – bless him 
for remembering that tune, let alone 
breathing life into it, and Heroes by 
Bowie. 
 The problem is this: Magni is 

doing a little too well on Rockstar: 
Supernova. Iceland was horribly de-
pressed to see one of their own per-
form badly for the world. But now, 
one of their own is demonstrating 
talent, and many are starting to 
realise that, if he is unlucky enough 
to win, he will be stuck living an 
embarrassment. 
 Icelanders know a little some-
thing about word play themselves. 
As our photographer, Gúndi, who 
decided to wander Southern Iceland 
photographing horses at sunset in 
an attempt at therapy after seeing 
Magni’s first performance, told 
me: “The band is called Supernova. 
Stars go supernova when they’ve 
burned out. We’re putting Icelandic 
culture into the galactic burnout 
competition.”
 Magni himself seems to be 
suffering, though let me point out 
the Grapevine is not in contact 
with the TV star. I did take a mo-
ment, though, to look over Magni’s 
blog, after our office was visited by 
someone looking for Magni’s phone 
number. 
 Why did they want Magni’s 
number? They wanted to send him 
their Icelandic t-shirts so he could 
wear them on-air, guaranteeing 
large sales.
 I joked about this to our book 
publisher, Edda. An author there 
laughed, then, a twinkle in her eye, 
demanded her books be sent to 
Magni immediately.
 It was after this discussion that 
I thought I’d at least see if Magni 
was having fun promoting his home 
country. 
 His recent entry, asked about 
the upcoming Belle and Sebastian 
show in Iceland – a suggestion of 
Magni’s intelligence and interest 
in culture, and possible grounds for 
disqualification from Supernova. He 
then writes, “Life is just the same in 
wonderland. I’m tired and bored as 
(is) the rest of the gang.”  Looking 
back, we can see what he was think-
ing the day after he wowed Iceland: 
“ I’m still mentally bored. I didn’t 
know you could get this homesick 
to be honest. Sure this experience is 
fun but it’s still 70 percent fu**ing 
boredom.”

Magni…ficent
An Icelander finds fame and boredom 
on reality TV

by bart cameron

superstar

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

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

Hiking map available at tourist
information centres and bookshops.
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NESJAVELLIR
Spectacular Nature on Reykjavik’s Doorstep

Travel Guides Can Be Honest. Really
Available at your nearest bookstore

The only guide that tells you the talk of the swimming pools, how to 
find the best cafes, how to recover from all night parties, an A to Z of 

Icelandic music and what "Viltu kaffi?" can really mean.



Feel like going on a road trip and listening to 
pop bands play in front of gregariously drunk 
locals celebrating their annual holiday by goof-
ing off with grilled hot dogs and taking part 
in various activities while the police are trying 
to keep everything under control? Then you 
should start packing your bags ’cause Iceland’s 
biggest travel weekend, Verslunarmannahelgin, 
is only days away.
 Verslunarmannahelgin is the merchant’s 
holiday, always the first Monday in August. 
Over the past decade, this extended weekend 
has gained somewhat of a bad reputation as the 
holiday has been infused with a let’s-party-and-
get-wasted-like-hell-has-come-to-earth kind 
of a feeling all around the country’s outdoor 
festivals. Even though it is known for heavy 
drinking, drug use and a time for insane teen-
age gangs to torment small towns, the festivals 
of Iceland’s most delirious holidays have their 
bright moments as well. Families, friends, kids, 
locals and newcomers try to get along and keep 
the tradition of a proper day off alive while 
watching fireworks, singing together and en-
joying the outdoor feel. The amazing landscape 
surrounding many of the festival settings is also 
an experience in itself. 
 This national holiday has a long history. 
The tradition started in the year 1874 when 
Icelanders celebrated the 1,000-year anniver-
sary of the settlement of Iceland. At that time, 
the celebration took part in Reykjavík and 
Þingvellir the first weekend in August. It was 
a great day for the independence movement, as 
at Þingvellir, Danish King Kristján IX handed 
over Iceland’s new constitution in the pres-
ence of thousands of Icelanders applauding 
this event in the country’s history, the first step 
towards self rule.  
 Today pop bands have replaced the king 
and his court, and even though most of the 
population doesn’t know what started this 

tradition, and doesn’t really care for that mat-
ter, the fanfare is growing in size every year. 
Witnessing this mayhem is truly an experience 
and always a good reason to get out of the city 
for a couple of days. Just remember, the weather 
can be quite unpredictable so you’d better pack 
your yellow gumboots and raincoat.

Þjóðhátíð í Vestmannaeyjum
The grandmother of all Icelandic outdoor festi-
vals, Þjóðhátíð in the Westman Islands attracts 
thousands every year with a big crowd planning 
their summer around the whole extravaganza. 
The first one was held in 1874 at the same 
time the settlement celebration took place on 
the mainland. The reason for a special festival 
in the Westman Islands is that local residents 
couldn’t sail over to celebrate with the rest of 
the nation due to bad weather and instead of 
sitting with long faces they decided to have 
their own little fiesta. Now, 132 years later, 
the Þjóðhátíð in Eyjar is the biggest national 
outdoor festival, and things sure have turned 
around as mainland residents now sail or fly 
over to the island for partying.
 The festival takes place in Herjólfsdalur 
valley where guests can set up camp surrounded 
by steep mountains and green fields for the 
whole weekend. The cream of the Icelandic 
country ball bands, including Stuðmenn, Á 
móti sól, Hálft í hvoru, Dans á rósum and Í 
svörtum fötum are all expected to perform this 
year, with guests from the city including Dr. 
Spock, Bubbi, Todmobile, Jet Black Joe and the 
Westman Islands’ own local band Hoffman. 
When the bonfire at Fjósaklettur is lit up on 
Friday night, things start to get serious, and the 
whole event ends on Sunday evening with the 
famous “brekkusöngur,” or hill songs, when the 
whole crowd huddles together to take part in a 
sing-along. 
 Þjóðhátíð can be a great fun if you just try 

to keep away from the war zone the camp-
ing site tends to turn into after 2 a.m. when 
friendly folks become barbarians until they pass 
out all around the valley.  
For more information, visit www.dalurinn.is.

Ein með öllu á Akureyri
The town of Akureyri gets quite crowded with 
ballistic party people when Icelanders from 
all parts of the country drive north while the 
Ein með öllu festival takes place. The largest 
town outside the capital, Akureyri has a lot to 
offer for visitors. Activities like water skiing, 
go-karting and a Tivoli, family entertainment, 
barbeques, parades and fireworks including a 
line-up of pop-bands like Greifarnir, Apollo, 
Sálin hans Jóns míns, Land og Synir and 
Skítamórall are only a fraction of things to see 
and do. Of course the bars in town all have 
something planned as well with DJs and rock 
bands playing until six in the morning. After a 
wild night the swimming pool in town, one of 
Iceland’s most beautiful municipal pools, is a 
popular spot to relax and listen to heroic tales 
told by fellow festival goers. 
For more information, visit www.akureyri.is.

Galtalækur
The so-called sobriety-fest in Galtalækur 
forest with the volcano Hekla dominating 
the surrounding is a better pick for those 
seeking a calm atmosphere and cleanli-
ness. Since 1967, this huge outdoor area has 
been a popular family gathering spot during 
Verslunarmannahelgin as it is illegal to bring 
any alcohol into the area. Various entertain-
ers perform all weekend and the programme 
is suited for small children as well as adults, 
featuring Stuðmenn with Birgitta Haukdal, 
Valgeir Guðjóns and Stefán Karl, Paparnir, 
Skítamórall and Idol-star Snorri Snorrason 
among many more. 

For more information, visit www.galtalaekur.is.

Neistaflug á Neskaupsstað
The town fair Neistaf lug has been held in 
Neskaupstaður on the east coast every year 
since 1993. With performers suited for all 
ages, free entrance to the camping site as well 
as a location in one of the most beautiful fish-
ing villages in Iceland, Neistaf lug draws visi-
tors year after year who just can’t get enough 
of all this small place has to offer. Gunni and 
Felix, Birta and Bárður as well as Laddi will 
attract the young crowd while Skítamórall, Í 
svörtum fötum and Sálin appeal to those who 
like to dance through the night. 
For more information, visit www.neistaflug.is.

Síldarævintýri á Siglufirði
Síldarævintýrið (The Herring Adventure) 
will be held for the 16th time in the small 
fishing village Siglufjörður, located on the 
north coast. The festival draws its name from 
the big boost in the herring industry during 
the first decades of the 20th century when the 
town’s population multiplied in number and 
became the economic force of the country. 
Therefore, it is highly appropriate to have a 
herring-salting exhibition followed by a dance 
down at the harbour where local accordion 
players wow the crowd. If, for some reason, 
you need more than accordion, there are con-
certs by Geirmundur Valtýsson, Miðaldarme-
nn, Spútnik, Örvar Kristjáns and Páll Óskar 
DJing at the central square. Surrounded by 
towering mountains, many interesting hiking 
trails in the nearby area are ideal for those 
who can’t stand the fuss the whole weekend. 
And, honestly, the Herring Museum is enter-
taining. 
For more information, visit www.siglo.is.

A Northern Take on Carnival, Without the Religion
A guide to Verslunarmannahelgin, August 4-7 

by steinunn jakóbsdóttir   photo by hilton
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Insanity comes in many forms. A sudden catastrophic event 
can turn an otherwise normal person into a drooling vegeta-
ble. Sometimes, it’s a slow and steady decline into complete, 
babbling, window-licking lunacy. If you’re lucky, you may be 
gifted with social oddities that leave you labelled “eccentric.” 
My insanity came on over this last week at the hands of the 
Icelandic immigration and customs departments.
 In all fairness to this country’s majestic bureaucracy, I must 
admit that I didn’t help myself out by missing the first night 
of my Icelandic language courses. I arrived in the country just 
in time for night two of “Íslenska Fyrir Alla.” I found the ten 
other students in my class eagerly taking notes as our teacher 
explained, in Icelandic, how to identify the gender of a given 
word and then use it in a sentence. The eclectic mix of Viet-
namese, Latvian, Armenian and American students responded 
confidently with f lawless pronunciation. I was hit by a wave of 
indigestion.
 The following morning, with family in tow, I went to 
immigration to get legal. I have been married to my Icelandic 
wife for eight years, so this seemed like it would be a pretty 
straightforward task. The building, unlike so many in Rey-
kjavík, was well marked and easy to find at Skógarhlíð 6, in 
the shadow of The Pearl. The parking spaces were wide and 
plentiful. There was no line at the information counter. The 
girl behind the window looked young, energetic and attractive. 
I should have known I was doomed.
 As I approached, my lovely liaison walked away and was 
replaced by a woman whose children, if they have any decency, 
will treat mourners to a closed casket at her funeral. She 
barked a curt, “Yes,” and I explained cautiously that I needed 
to apply for permanent residency and permission to work. 
Upon hearing my English, she turned to my wife and gave her 
a set of orders in Icelandic about how to complete the docu-
ments. On our way out my wife asked, “Did you catch that?”
 “No, what?”
 “She said that you can’t work for three months.”
I got in the car and wrapped my seatbelt around my throat.
 My next stop: customs. In the interest of protecting the 
names of the guilty, and in the hopes that I will one day get all 
of my belongings back, the people and the shipping company 
involved in this debacle shall remain nameless. Before leaving 

the States, I had sent our car, a camper, my small motorcycle 
and various household junk in a 40-foot container to Iceland. 
With what seemed like divine serendipity, the container ar-
rived on Icelandic soil on the same day that I did. All I had to 
do was clear the paperwork through customs and go retrieve 
the stuff. No problem! One week, four visits to the office and 
roughly fifteen phone calls later, my mind, in what I can only 
describe as a sick defence mechanism, has since linked the 
mention of the word “customs” with the final scene in The 
Deer Hunter.
 In all modern, “civilised” executions, the members of the 
firing squad are given rif les loaded with one bullet. Some of 
the bullets are live rounds, and some are blanks that look, feel 
and sound like the real thing. That way, everybody can leave 
with a clear conscience not knowing if they had been one of 
the executioners. What I will say about the Icelandic customs 

department is that there is one nice person who works there. 
Let’s leave it at that.
 Yesterday it all began to be too much. I could feel my mind 
f luctuating between complete rage and serene apathy. Was it 
all worth it? I had a pretty good life in the States… To top it 
off, I had to act alert through three hours of Icelandic language 
courses. The windows started to look pretty tasty.
 Then an odd thing happened. As I sat down next to my 
Polish classmate and looked around the room, I saw the look 
of expectation and hope in the eyes of my fellow immigrants. 
Perhaps they had been struggling with the same sort of 
hurdles, but here we all were, looking for a fresh start in this 
surprising, beautiful and sometimes frustrating new country. 
My teacher asked in Icelandic, “How are things?”
“Allt fínt. En þú?”

How to Lose Your Mind in One Week

by erik davidek   photo by skari
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Travel Guides Can Be Honest. Really
Available at your nearest bookstore
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Stats to Make an Icelander Happy

This June, Iceland found out that it was, in-
dubitably, the happiest place on Earth – fuck 
Disney World, Iceland blows it away, with 
Australia following somewhere as a distant 
second.
 When announced casually in a June 2006 
Guardian article, the Icelandic media had a 
field day. Had we only read headlines, or only 
read the papers, we would be sure Iceland was 
happy.
 The thing is, the word on the street did 
not side with the Guardian.
 June was a cloudy, abysmal month, 
weather wise, to say nothing of a month that 
saw inf lation to a degree that the political 
entities in power are beginning to question 
whether they will still be around after the 
economy corrects itself. (Hannes Hólmsteinn 
Gissurarson, in the past an Independence 
Party pundit, contacted for this article by the 
Grapevine mentioned, casually, that, “I am 
not sure that the governing parties will win,” a 
sensible comment from a sensible man, except 
Gissurarson rarely concedes any hint that the 
Independence Party won’t be in power for 
eternity.)
 In other words, June was a very bad 
month. When a report claimed Iceland was 
happy, blogs lit up. On Malefnin.com, we read 
“This has to be caused by eating some happy-
pills. It can’t be the fact that people are just 
happy and satisfied.”
 A blog on Visir.is continued the idea of 
antidepressants, then pointed out, “You only 
need to walk the streets of Reykjavík to see 
the pout on everyone’s faces and it is quite 
clear those kinds of surveys are more than a 
little bit faulty.”
 Eoe.is summed up the frustration over 
the survey the best: “Is everyone except me on 
Prozac?”
 And here you see the genuine frustration 
that arises now and then in Iceland when 
ridiculous surveys make headlines. Oddly 
enough, when we finally decided to research 
the survey, we found very little to be upset 
about. Truthfully, we found very little… to 
care about at all in the survey, or meta-survey, 
as it turned out.
 An academic exercise by a pair of Austral-
ian economics professors at the Wharton 
School of Business in America, we had some 
difficulty understanding what the hell the 
survey proved.
 Justin Wolfers, the assistant professor of 
business and public policy at The Wharton 
School, University of Pennsylvania, who con-
ducted the survey, tried to explain the matter 
to one of our reporters. Here’s the transcript:

/// How do you even begin to measure some-
thing as subjective as ‘happiness’?
– That’s definitely a challenge, not everyone 
can agree on the meaning of a concept like 
happiness. We may be speaking the same 
language right now, but we no doubt have very 
different cultural traditions. Where I live, in 
the United States, you rarely if ever hear peo-
ple openly say that they are miserable, whereas 
that may be commonplace in another society.

/// We’re asking you this because all the 

Icelandic media outlets just translated a 
Guardian article claiming Iceland is the 
happiest place on Earth. 
– I have a couple of friends in Iceland, and 
that’s what they told me as well. It’s a par-
ticular shame because the Guardian piece was 
exceptionally poor and quite misleading.

/// In what way do you think people are mis-
interpreting your results?
– Iceland is a happy place, relatively speaking, 
but it is in no way clear from any of our data 
that you’re necessarily the happiest. There are 
so many factors to consider, sampling error 
for one, and whoever is #1 today could be #10 
tomorrow. We use surveys to measure a lot of 
different things, like unemployment, but they 

are just tools and not necessarily an accurate 
measure of intangible or debatable concepts.

/// One would think that happiness would 
have something to do with standard of liv-
ing, and indeed a lot of your results seem to 
confirm that, but how do you account for 
aberrations like Nigeria or Tanzania?
– A few desperately impoverished nations 
nonetheless rank fairly high on the happiness 
scale, but what you have to look at is the fact 
that they still rate their standard of life as mis-
erable. Being satisfied with your standard of 
living and being happy are not the same thing, 
although one does tend to correlate with the 
other. Let’s say you live in a well-off country 

that still measures as marginally unhap-
pier than some impoverished African nation 
– would you want to pick up and move there? 
Obviously not, so you need to employ some 
common sense when interpreting these kinds 
of rankings.

/// Speaking of interpretation, isn’t there a 
concern that the results of this kind of work 
could be perverted for political purposes?
– I’d say there are two main political implica-
tions of this kind of research. One is positive, 
in that I believe policy makers should make 
informed decisions and strive to make their 
citizens as happy as possible and having ac-
curate data is surely helpful to that end. For 
example, the issue of inf lation versus unem-
ployment is one of the oldest in economics, 
but do real life people prefer low inflation or 

low unemployment? Research indicates that 
human beings greatly prefer living under 
economies that have inf lationary problems to 
those where unemployment is the main con-
cern – and that is the kind of thing I’d hope 
policy makers would take note of. 
 On the other hand I can see how easy it 
would be for, say, the prime minister of Ice-
land to proclaim himself the greatest leader on 
earth because his people are so happy.

/// Seeing as you are the expert on the hap-
piest places on earth, where would you like 
to live?
(laughs) – I guess I would say Australia is the 
best place, since I’m Australian. You would 
probably say Iceland. 

Is everything crystal clear? No, not remotely.
The guy who did the happiness survey 
believes that happiness isn’t easy to evaluate, 
but that, ultimately, people will just claim the 
happiest place to live is wherever the live.
 With an irrelevant survey depressing 
thousands in the Reykjavík area, the Grape-
vine tracked down a number of political 
opinion makers, and asked them what they 
thought of this particular survey, and surveys 
like it.
 Members of all major parties needed no 
reminding of how prominent the survey was. 
Speaking toward where his interests typically 
lie, Hannes Hólmsteinn Gissurarson segued 
quickly into using the survey to prove the ef-

ficiency of his favourite party, the Independ-
ence Party. He claimed the survey revealed 
two facts about Icelanders, “One… that they 
live a good life and that they are generally 
quite satisfied with their lot. From 1991 (the 
year the Independence Party got into office), 
Iceland has gone through an unprecedented 
era of economic and legal reforms… a lot of 
entrepreneurial energy has been released.”
 Funny enough, even while stumping for 
his favourite political party, he couldn’t help 
but acknowledge a brutal truth about this par-
ticular survey – that nobody in Iceland would 
believe it. Gissurarson’s second fact about 
Icelanders: “It is in the Icelandic mindset not 
to complain, at least not in public, but to put a 
brave face on circumstances.”
 Obviously, even Gissurarson could see the 
happiness survey was irrelevant, even if he had 

just corrupted it to claim his government was 
responsible for the non-existent happiness.
 Opposition party members agreed with 
Gissurarson’s second observation. Re-
cently defeated city council candidate, Social 
Democrat Dofri Hermannsson had a string of 
candid, if depressing, responses that seemed 
to perfectly encapsulate the Reykjavík-area’s 
response to the survey.
 Here is the sum content of our interview 
with him:

/// Do you believe this survey to be accurate? 
Is Iceland the Happiest Nation on Earth?
– It doesn’t matter if you ask an Icelander who 
just so happens to be looking for some rope to 
hang himself with – when asked how he’s do-
ing, he’s still going to respond with the classic 
Icelandic “Really good, thanks!”

/// Do you frequently come across these 
types of surveys about Iceland?
– There are 300,000 Icelanders and about 6 
billion foreigners in the world. In all likeli-
hood, millions of surveys such as this one 
are conducted every single day, and some of 
them are bound to include Iceland. Icelanders, 
however, find any news of themselves as told 
by foreigners fascinating. We are sensitive to 
criticism from the outside world, just as we 
swell with pride when complimented by it. 

/// Does one survey about Iceland stand out, 
for you, that accurately portrays the Icelan-
dic mindset? Does one stand out as being 
inaccurate?
– No, I think Icelanders have a strong ten-
dency to lie in surveys – and to use surveys to 
lie. An example of the former would be when 
we were asked if we were religious, and every-
one said they believed in god. Everyone knows 
Icelanders are heathen dogs that believe in 
elves, ghosts, the supernatural and forces 
of nature. An example of the former came 
when aluminium champion said that over 95 
percent of women in the eastern fjords would 
work in a smelter. He ‘forgot’ to mention that 
the actual question in the survey was, “If an 
interesting position was offered, would you or 
would you not consider working at the Alcoa 
Fjarðaál plant?”

Left-Green Vice President and TV personal-
ity Katrín Jakobsdóttir offered the best way 
for a foreigner to understand Icelanders in 
surveys.
 “There was this survey on the TV show 
Þeytingur on RÚV where people in different 
regions of the country were asked who had 
more sex. The answer was always that the 
number was just a little bit higher than the 
last region.”

So are Icelanders the happiest people on 
Earth? Yes, just a little bit more than Austral-
ians.

Happiest Nation on Earth
Iceland wins another survey, then gets pissed at the happy results

by bart cameron with reporting by gunnar hrafn jónsson, steinunn jakobsdóttir and sindri eldon   photo by skari

“It doesn’t matter if you ask an Icelander who just so 
happens to be looking for some rope to hang himself 
with – when asked how he’s doing, he’s still going to re-
spond with the classic Icelandic ‘Really good, thanks!’”

feature feature

Gross Domestic Product (nominal) 
Per Capita: 
1st place: Luxembourg (75,130)
181st place: Myanmar (97)
Iceland ranks: 3rd (53,472)
(CIA World Factbook)

The United Nations Human 
Development Index: 
1st place: Norway (0.963)
177th place: Niger (0.281)
Iceland ranks: 2nd (0.956)
(United Nations)

Corruption Perception Index: 
1st place (least perceived corruption): 
Iceland (9.7)
159th place: Bangladesh/Chad (1.7)
Iceland ranks: 1st (9.7)
(Transparency International)

Likelihood of terrorist attack: 
1st place: Colombia
186th place: North Korea
Iceland ranks: tied with Andorra, Belarus 
and Liechtenstein at 181-184
(World Market Research Centre)

Press freedom: 
1st place: Finland, Iceland, Norway, 
Netherlands (0.50)
139th: North Korea (97.50)
Iceland ranks: Tied for 1st (0.50)
(Reporters Without Borders)

Economic freedom: 
1st place: Hong Kong (1.28)
157th: North Korea (5.00)
Iceland ranks: Tied for 5th with the United 
Kingdom (1.74)
(Heritage Foundation)

Lowest average age for losing virginity: 
1st place: Iceland (15.6 years)
41st place: India (19.8 years)
Iceland ranks: 1st (15.6 years)
(Durex Global Sex Survey)

Highest average number of sexual partners
1st place: Turkey (14.5)
41st place: India (3.0)
Iceland ranks: 4th (13.0)
(Durex Global Sex Survey)

“I can see how easy it would be for, say, the prime min-
ister of Iceland to proclaim himself the greatest leader 
on earth because his people are so happy.”
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Stefán Þorleifsson, 90-year-old sports instruc-
tor and gym coach, is sitting on the couch in 
his two-storey house in Neskaupstaður. He 
has just been asked what makes Icelanders the 
happiest nation on earth.
 “I doubt there is a simple answer to that, 
my friend... how people came to that conclu-
sion, I can’t imagine... all I know is that I’m 
happy,” he says, going on to theorise as to 
what it is that makes Icelanders so gratified.
 “Isolation has been good for this coun-
try. We haven’t had much outside interfer-
ence, and we also have no army, no military 
conscription of any kind, that certainly says a 
lot… but I don’t know,” he speculates, seem-
ing to come to the conclusion that Iceland’s 
complete lack of armed conflict is the cause. 
“Honestly, though, I don’t know why people 
are happy in Iceland. All I know is that I like 
it here in Neskaupstaður,” he says, smiling.
 And well he should. Neskaupstaður is a 
pleasant town. It is a remote hamlet sitting 
contentedly on a characteristically tilted em-
bankment of the eastern fjord of Norðfjörður, 
a finger of ocean snaking its way between 
two green mountains. A lazy waft of fog 
drifts across the fjord the entire time we’re 
there, bringing with it a sense of well-being or 
familiarity, a warm blanket bearing a lover’s 
scent or a cup of something hot after a trek 
through a blizzard.
 The town itself seems prosperous enough, 
having regained a large amount of the popula-
tion it lost 10-15 years ago in the urban rush, 
thanks to the nearby Kárahnjúkar construc-
tion project. Everything is well-kept and 
fresh-looking, but easily retains a very distinct 
form of small-town comfort. The houses are 
simple, practical and as colourful as every-
where else in Iceland, with their apparent age 
ranging from 30 to 60 years.
 Stefán is, of course, old enough to remem-
ber when things were quite different. Born in 
1916, when the town itself was just 21 years 

old, he was the fourth of 15 children. Times 
were tough and poverty was rampant, espe-
cially in the isolated fishing towns of the east 
and northwest. The fishing was good, but the 
thirties saw much of Iceland’s rural population 
move to Reykjavík, and Neskaupstaður was no 
exception. Its population today is only 1,534 
people, and yet it is the most populous of the 
eastern fjord fishing towns.
 “Yes, we were poor back then... a lot 
changed, with the (Second World) war,” 
Stefán tells me, relating a common sentiment. 
“The war really put us ahead.”

The playful rural socialist
We didn’t really know what to expect from a 
90-year-old semi-retired sports instructor and 
gym teacher. He had at that point been de-
scribed to me by acquaintances and relatives as 
a “remarkable man, quite unlike anyone you’ll 
ever meet,” and “playful, like an overgrown 
kid,” but also as a “serious mind, and very 
opinionated.” 
 Smári Geirsson, head of the City Council, 
had this to say: “One thing you should prob-
ably know about (Stefán)... he’s a country man, 
and a socialist, a sort of ‘rural socialist’... he’s, 
what, 90 now, and he’s still coming to City 
Council meetings, offering his opinion on a 
lot of things. He’s definitely not a conserva-
tive, I can tell you that much.”
 When I ask if it’s true about the playful-

ness, Smári replies, “Oh, sure. He’s just play-
ing around. All the time.”
 Although greatly befuddled by the seem-
ingly contradictory information, I suppose the 
one thing I should have taken note of was the 
fact that despite his being officially retired 
from his job as a sports instructor and gym 
teacher, he is still an avid golfer, skier, swim-
mer and badminton player, and in great shape.
 The soft forcefulness of Stefán’s hand-
shake instantly confirms to me that this is 
a man committed to keeping his body at its 
physical peak. He speaks in patient and well-

measured tones as he welcomes us with hon-
est, gentlemanly calm, never stuttering, never 
slurring or misenunciating a single word.
 We are introduced to his wife, Bergþóra, 
who is herself in her 80s but also remark-
ably fit. She is feeling a bit run down today, 
but makes sure to greet us all warmly before 
retiring to another room. Stefán leads us into 
the living room, turns off a TV, after brief ly 
showing off the massive number of sports 
channels he gets,  and takes a seat on a couch. 
He is backlit anonymous-interview style by a 
large window overlooking his beloved Nes-
kaupstaður. 
 We talk, plainly and fact-by-fact at first, 
but as we relax further, his answers become 
more definitive, his explanations more sprawl-
ing.

 One thing about Stefán makes an im-
pression on me almost instantly: his sincere 
humbleness. He has accomplished a host 
of impressive feats in his life, including the 
management of the town’s hospital for three 
decades upon the previous supervisor’s retire-
ment, the founding of a senior citizens’ choir 
and senior citizens’ sports club, which he still 
instructs once a week, as well as a weekly 
dance class at the old folks’ home that he 
helped build. He was the gym coach at the lo-
cal elementary school for 34 years. He has also 
been in charge of the renovation of the town 
swimming pool, chairman of the golf club and 
an avid campaigner for the construction of all 
sport venues in the town, including the golf 
course and recently rebuilt football pitch. 
 All that, aside from being in better shape 
than men one-third his age, would be enough 
to turn the most easygoing of old-timers into 
pompous, self-righteous gits, yet he speaks of 
them all as if he were recounting an embar-
rassing slip on a curb the previous day.
 “I just felt it was my civil duty to take over 
that hospital. It wasn’t even open to discus-
sion, really.” His plans for Neskaupstaður’s 
future are also noteworthy. 
 On a recent visit to the Faroe Islands, he 
was greatly impressed by the elaborate system 
of tunnels and causeways that connect the 
craggy archipelago’s various townships. He 
explains to us, in great detail and with much 
enthusiasm, an elevator for cars that bridges 
two of the tunnels together.
 “When you go to the Faroes, you really get 
a sense of how far behind we Icelanders are 
when it comes to transport. I think that if we 
had a system like that here (the eastern fjords), 
we would be much more connected, and all 
the towns would be easier to get to.” It would 
seem surprising to hear such radical think-
ing from a 90 year old, but Stefán has already 
surprised me so much at this point that it’s 
almost invigorating just to hear him speak; 

The Green, Green Golf Course of Home
A conversation with the happiest man in the happiest nation on earth

by sindri eldon, with additional reporting by óskar hallgrímsson and valgerður þóroddsdóttir   photos by skari

feature feature

“We haven’t had much outside interference, and we 
also have no army, no military conscription of any kind, 
that certainly says a lot… Honestly, though, I don’t 
know why people are happy in Iceland. All I know is 
that I like it here in Neskaupstaður.”
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Iceland’s Gay Pride Festival, or ‘Hinsegin Dagar’ (Differ-
ent Days) kicks off for its eighth gay year on Wednesday, 
August the 9th with a gay drag show at Gaukur Á Stöng. 
The following day, there is a gay walk in support of gay 
literature at Reykjavík’s finest gay library. That night, 
the gay music competition the extremely gay Páll Óskar 
once gayly referred to as “the gay Christmas Eve,” the 
Eurovision Song Contest, will be celebrated at NASA by 
a couple of gay bands playing gay covers of all those gay 
Eurovision songs.
 Friday the 11th will see the formal gay opening show, 
with several gay bands playing well into the gayness of the 

night at the exremely gay Loftkastalinn. The gay fun then 
continues with a gay guys’ dance party at Pravda and a gay 
girls’ dance party at Þjóðleikhúskjallarinn at midnight.
 The gay festivities will culminate on Saturday the 
12th in a massively gay walk down gay Laugavegur to a 
mini-festival of gay music on gay Lækjargata. The gay-
ness will undoubtedly reach its gayest point with a gay 
service at Hallgrímskirkja church that same afternoon at 
the gay hour of 16:00.
 So go downtown, grab a bottle of Veuve, get glit-
tered up, liquored up and ready to party gayly straight 
into the gay dawn, that is to say if you’re not gay enough 

to avoid being drunk under the table by someone gayer 
than yourself, for beware, the gayness will truly abound 
in Reykjavík these next nights, and anyone willing to take 
a gay man (or woman) up on a gay bet, might just find 
themselves in a deep trough of gay trouble, because, as a 
wiser man than myself once said, “When the going gets 
gay, the gay get going,” and I’ll be damned if anyone’s 
going to have a shot at putting a halt to all the gayness 
f lowing through the even-gayer-than-usual streets of our 
fair gay city. SE

you’re constantly on your toes and ready to 
hear the next thing he says. This man should 
be running the country. True, he might not 
be able to kiss ass well enough for politics, 
but anyone so deeply committed to his home 
deserves to win on charisma alone.

His dedication is easily explained: love. Stefán 
loves Neskaupstaður. In fact, in his speech at 
the opening of the swimming pool, he said 
that “there is no better place to live. I’m abso-
lutely sure of that,” he says, making sure I get 
it down in my notebook. His love is recipro-
cated by the townspeople, who do and should 
regard him as a pillar in a community where 
the people, by and large, sort themselves out. 
Most of Stefán’s own accomplishments were 
the results of diligent activism and much aid 
from an enthusiastic city council.
 In fact, Stefán goes as far as to call Nes-
kaupstaður a great example of the benefits of 
socialism. “I’m a socialist, that is clear, and I 
have been since I was a kid,” he says, suddenly 
decisive after his humble ponderings. He goes 
on to cite the state of affairs in Icelandic poli-
tics today as being “too obsessed with private 
ownership... people have forgotten that they 
have a right to affect this country. People aren’t 
allowed to own anything together anymore, 
it’s considered somehow old-fashioned... I don’t 
want it to go back to two or three people own-
ing all means of production and essentially, all 
the people, like it was in the old days.
 “I remember visiting (Soviet) Russia in 
’51 and being very impressed by the system 
there, such as the high priority children and 
education were given. They had excellent 
facilities for sport and dance and other forms 
of recreation. And the schools were just great. 
I honestly could not believe that Stalin and 
those others were criminals, simply criminals, 
because they accomplished some interesting 
things. I remember when Stalin died, and 
Khrushchev and Brezhnev and those others 
came out and told us he had been a criminal 
and a murderer.”
 A short silence follows, as Stefán stared 
off into space contemplating something. 
He then turns to me, adding, “I also visited 
Sweden and our other cousins in Scandinavia, 
and their system is exemplary, I think we have 
much to learn from them.”

You have to be hard on yourself
Stefán is, as stated above, from a large family. 
“It was all God’s will back then,” he says, 
offering his blessing to a woman’s right to 
choose before continuing. “I’m one of only 
two brothers left alive… it wasn’t long ago 
that we, all of the siblings still left, celebrated 
our 1,000th birthday.” He doesn’t dwell long 
on the subject, turning to happier memories of 
his father playing accordion while his mother 
taught him to dance. 
 His parents, he says, imparted on their 
children the value of maintaining an optimis-
tic outlook on things and a can-do attitude, to 
which he attributes his general lust for life.

 “You have to be hard on yourself,” Stefán 
explains in a slightly more ref lective version 
of his measured, matter-of-fact tone. “You can 
never say ‘no, this is going to start tomorrow, 
I’ll do that later,’ you just do it,” he says, look-
ing me directly in the eye as if seeing straight 
into my lazy, procrastinating soul.
 Stefán got his first job minding younger 
children at age eight. He says it’s important 
for kids to have something to do, something 
to work for. “Maybe I’m just getting old, but 
it seems like kids aren’t disciplined enough 
these days. By that, I don’t mean that they 
don’t get scolded enough, just that they’re not 
told to show respect for others.” He says this 
last thing with a look of genuine speculation 
and concern on his face, rather than that of a 
judgemental grouch.

 When asked whether his job as a coach 
gave him the opportunity to impart some of 
this on recent generations, he replies posi-
tively.
 “It’s not necessarily just about teaching 
a kid a sport. You teach them how to carry 
themselves with pride, and to show respect to 
others, you need to teach them to be courte-
ous, thoughtful, better people. You teach 
students to believe in themselves, that is truly 
your first role as a sports coach.”
 When I ask him about all the sports and 
the activism, and whether that has made him 
happy, he thinks for a moment before answer-
ing.

 “Partially. When I golf or swim, I forget 
that I’m old, and that makes me happy, but 
mostly I’m happy because I have a good wife, 
a good family and good children. I feel that’s 
very, very important, to care for your relatives 
and family. They bring you a lot of joy, and 
they make you forget you’re old, too.”
 We wrap up the interview and Stefán 
stands, haltingly and frailly, and although he 
quickly recovers, I realise I have myself com-
pletely forgotten how old he really is. At first 
it seems appropriate to compare the interview 
to a conversation with a man 30 years his 
junior, but Stefán somehow seems even older, 
wiser and more sure of himself than that; his 
mind is like a reptile, never ceasing to grow in 
agility and power during the course of its life.
 We summon Bergþóra into the room for 

a photograph or two of them together in the 
living room. They have been happily married 
for 60 years, and by the looks of things, they 
could easily be married for another 60. They 
joke, f lirt and hold hands while selecting a 
place to pose for their photos, until Bergþóra 
realises she is wearing slippers she deems unfit 
for a photograph, and leaves the room to find 
a more appropriate pair of shoes.
 Stefán looks on warmly, watching his wife 
trot out of the room with a look of deep af-
fection on his face. He realises I am watching 
him and turns to me.
 “It’s good to remember to care about 
the way you look at our age. You have to be 
careful you don’t lose respect for yourself as 
you grow older, because if you do that, if you 
stop taking care of yourself… If you forget 
to be a human being,” he says, eyes focusing 
on something I can’t see, “then life’s just not 
worth living anymore.”

It’s both humbling and ironic that I, a 20 year 
old, passed up the opportunity to go golfing 
with him, due to the fact that I was exhausted 
from a long day sitting in a car, whereas Stefán, 
90, had gotten up excruciatingly early to do 
his morning exercise, which would have been 
followed by a trip to the swimming pool, had it 
been a weekday, and he was going golfing.
 The Grapevine’s photographer, who ac-
companied him for a couple of shots of him 
in his element, bore witness to a man who has 
found not necessarily a purpose or reason for 
his existence, but a quiet, placid happiness, 
simple pleasures that at the same time seem so 
difficult and unattainable: serenity, complete 
serenity, and an impeccable harmony with one’s 
surroundings.
 Man to man, they had a bonding experi-
ence. The photographer couldn’t help but ask 
what the secret to a lasting marriage was; Ste-
fán replied with an answer that seems to define 
his outlook on life in general.
 “Patience, thoughtfulness, and respect for 
the other person’s opinions. Don’t try to force 
your opinion on the other person.”

Car provided by Hertz Car Rental, 
Fluvallarvegur, 101 Reykjavík, Tel.: 505-0600.
Accommodations provided by Hótel Edda, Tel.: 
444-4000, www.hoteledda.is.

“‘I remember visiting (Soviet) Russia in ’51 and be-
ing very impressed by the system there, such as the 
high priority children and education were given. They 
had excellent facilities for sport and dance and other 
forms of recreation. And the schools were just great. I 
honestly could not believe that Stalin and those others 
were criminals, simply criminals, because they accom-
plished some interesting things.’”
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Friday – 28 July
dJ Matti 
BAR 11

Johnny Sexual in concert
12 TÓNAR (starts at 17:00)

dJ Árni Sveins
SIRKUS

90s night with dJ Curver and Kiki-Ow
PRIKIÐ

Kóngulóarbandið in concert followed by 
dJ Maggi
HRESSÓ (starts at 22:00)

Flís and Bogomil Font with róbert 
reynisson and Eiríkur Orri Ólafsson
NASA

Spúútnik Summerparty: dJ Ta! Ta! Ta!
SPÚÚTNIK (starts at 14:00) 
 
SaTurday – 29 July
Summerjazz: Björn Thoroddsen trio and 
andrea Gylfadóttir
JÓMFRÚIN (starts at 16:00)

Helgi Valur troubadour
RÓSENBERG 

Touch in concert followed by dJ Maggi
HRESSÓ (starts at 22:00)

dJ Curver
SIRKUS

dJ Benni
PRIKIÐ

dJ Nuno
KAFFIBARINN

Palli Maus
BAR 11

SuNday – 30 July
Sigur rós and amiina in concert
MIKLATÚN

TuESday – 1 auGuST
Haram, Gavin Portland and 
The Foghorns
KAFFI HLJÓMALIND

ragnheiður Gröndal quintet
RÓSENBERG 

WEdNESday – 2 auGuST
Eberg
SIRKUS

THurSday – 3 auGuST
Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Bogomil Font and Flís
GALLERY LOBSTER OR FAME, 
starts at 17:00 

Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Bogomil Font and Flís
AMSTERDAM, starts at 21:00

Steinunn and Silja
KAFFIBARINN

Bermúda in concert 
HRESSÓ (starts at 22:00)

Mike Pollock
RÓSENBERG 

Friday – 4 auGuST
Maggi legó
KAFFIBARINN

Jazzband Mímósa playing 
RÓSENBERG 

Gulli Ósóma
BAR 11

Concerts in 12 Tónar 
12 TÓNAR (from 15-19)

innipúkinn: Television, Benni Crespo’s 
Gang, The Foghorns, Ég, Jan Mayen, 
Jomi Massage, Jakobínarína and Jeff 
Who?
NASA (starts at 18:00) 

Nektar in concert followed by dJ Georg
HRESSÓ (starts at 22:00)

SaTurday – 5 auGuST
Summerjazz: Kári Árnason quartet
JÓMFRÚIN (starts at 16:00)

dJ Jón atli
KAFFIBARINN

rúbíkó in concert followed by dJ Johnny
HRESSÓ (starts at 22:00)

innipúkinn: Throwing Muses, Weapons, 
Æla, Morðingjarnir, Hermigervill, Solex, 
Edaberg, Hjálmar and donna Mess
NASA

Jazzband Mímósa playing 
RÓSENBERG 

dJ Óli dóri
BAR 11

SuNday – 6 auGuST
dJ Benni
KAFFIBARINN

innipúkinn: Speaker Bite Me, Mugison, 

Mammút, ampop, Koja, Norton and 
Skakkamanage
NASA (starts at 18:00)

Gulli Ósóma
BAR 11
Mát in concert followed by dJ Johnny
HRESSÓ (starts at 22:00)

MONday – 7 auGuST
The Spanish flamenco-guitarist Harvey 
in concert
RÓSENBERG

THurSday – 8 auGuST
The Spanish flamenco-guitarist Harvey 
in concert
RÓSENBERG

WEdNESday – 9 auGuST
The icelandic drag Competition
GAUKUR Á STÖNG

unsound
SIRKUS

Santiago + guests
RÓSENBERG

THurSday – 10 auGuST
Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Benni Crespo’s Gang
GALLERY LOBSTER OR FAME, 
starts at 17:00 

Grapevine Bad Taste Summer Series: 
Benni Crespo’s Gang
AMSTERDAM, starts at 21:00
 
dJ Jón atli
KAFFIBARINN

Eurovision dance with regína Ósk and 
Friðrik Ómar
NASA

Santiago + guests
RÓSENBERG

dJ lucky plays soul, funk and reggae
CAFÉ PARIS

 
Friday – 11 auGuST
alfons X
KAFFIBARINN

Hraun in concert
RÓSENBERG 

Peter andersson in concert
12 TÓNAR (starts at 17:00)

The Gay Pride Opening Ceremony with 
ruth & Vigdís & Queentastic from Osló, 
rósa Guðmundsdóttir and Shitting Glit-
ter from la.  
LOFTKASTALINN THEATER

Gulli Ósóma
BAR 11

Peter andersson accompanied by Gjöll
GRAND ROKK
 
roger Hodgson in concert
BROADWAY
 
SaTurday – 12 auGuST
Hraun in concert
RÓSENBERG 

Árni Sveins
KAFFIBARINN

The Gay Pride Parade
HLEMMUR (starts at 14:00)

Outdoor concert at lækjargata with 
regína Ósk, Fridrik Ómar, Gabriel, the 
female band The Nanas, ruth & Vigdis 
& Queentastic, Shitting Glitter among 
others.
LÆKJARGATA (starts at 15:15)

The annual Gay Pride dance with dJ Páll 
Óskar
NASA

Palli Maus
BAR 11
 
Morrissey in concert
LAUGARDALSHÖLL
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aKurEyri THEaTriCal 
COMPaNy
Hafnarstræti 57, 600 Akureyri
www.leikfelag.is

little Shop of Horrors
Extra shows to be set up in Reykjavík at 
the Icelandic opera in September. Tickets 
on sale now.

BrOadWay
Ármúla 9
www.broadway.is

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

iCElaNd daNCE COMPaNy
www.id.is for an up-to-date list of events 
by the Iceland Dance Company.

iCElaNdiC OPEra
Ingólfsstræti
www.opera.is

Closed for the summer

iCElaNd SyMPHONy 
OrCHESTra
Phone: +354 562 2255
www.sinfonia.is

Programme begins in the autumn

iðNÓ
Vonarstræti 3

Best of light Nights

How do you like iceland?

Iðnó restaurant is offering a special dinner 

and a show deal.
Between 18:00-20:00 guests can enjoy an 
Icelandic dinner buffet for 3,800 ISK.

On Mondays and Tuesdays, Iðnó is offer-
ing the dinner buffet plus the show Best 
of Light Nights at 20:30 for 6,000 ISK.

On Wednesdays, dinner and the show 
How Do You Like Iceland? costs 5,300 
ISK.

THE NaTiONal THEaTrE
Hverfisgata 19
www.leikhusid.is

Closed until august 28

THE rEyKJaViK 
CiTy THEaTrE
Listabraut 3

www.borgarleikhus.is

On the Main Stage
Footloose

ronia the robber’s daughter

Who Wants to Find a Million Krónur?

THE SETTlEMENT CENTrE 
(Borgarnes)
http://landnam.is/tenglar/index_en.html

Mr. Skallagrímsson
Benedikt Erlingsson stars in a funny one-
man retelling of the story of Egill Skalla-
grímsson, the infamous Icelandic Viking. 
The final shows are the last Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday in July at 20:00.

innipúkinn
Innipúkinn, a three-day music festival held during Verslunarmannahelgi, has become an annual party spot for locals who don’t want to leave the city for the biggest travel week-
end of the year. Featuring local and international artists ranging from alternative rock to hard punk the concerts start every day at 18:00. Among those performing are Jeff Who?, 
Jakobínarína, Television, Jan Mayen, Throwing Muses, Mugison, Weapons, The Foghorns, Æla, Hjálmar, and many more. Tickets can be bought at www.midi.is, BT and Skífan.
NaSa, 4 - 6th of august 

Morrissey
All Smiths fans get ready; now you can soon salute your star. Morrissey has been on 
tour presenting his latest solo album, Ringleader of the Tormentors, and is planning a 
concert at Laugardalshöll the 12th of August where he will be performing songs from 
his whole career, including old Smiths hits mixed with newer material. Times have 
changed since the eighties but Morrissey is as morose as ever. 
laugardalshöll, 12th of august

roger Hodgson 
Former leader and Supertramp icon Roger Hodgson will perform at Broadway 
the 11th of August. Hodgson, who was one of the founders of the popular 
British pop band in the 1970s, has been pursuing his solo career for over two 
decades with great success. Known for powerful performance of Supertramp hits 
like Give a Little Bit, Dreamer and Take the Long Way Home, his arrival at 
Broadway should be a memorable evening for old and new fans alike. For ticket 
information, visit www.midi.is.
Broadway, 11th of august
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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 Steinunn Jakobsdóttir
listings@grapevine.is

Peter andersson
Electronic music composer, Peter Andersson, will play two concerts in Reykjavík 
the 11th of August. The first gig will take place inside the small record shop 12 
Tónar at 17:00, the ideal setting to warm up for the main thing at Grand Rokk later 
that evening. Andersson is highly respected and well-known for his experimental 
programme among fans of the Dark Ambient scene, and is probably most renowned 
for the Raison d’être project, which he’s going to perform at Grand Rokk. Local 
band Gjöll will start the evening at 22:00 before Andersson hits the stage, creat-
ing his dark and dreamlike atmosphere while showing a video exhibition on a large 
screen in the background, all for the ridiculously low price of 500 ISK.  
Grand rokk, 11th of august



RESTAURANTS

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

1
Café Roma
Laugavegur 118

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

2 Ráðhúskaffi 
City Hall

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

3 Grái Kötturinn 
Hverfisgata 16a

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

4 Kaffi Hljómalind 
Laugavegur 21

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

5 Mokka 
Skólavörðustígur 3a

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

6 Ömmukaffi 
Austurstræti 

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

7 Babalú 
Skólavörðustígur 22a

CAFÉ

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

9 Kaffitár 
Bankastræti 8

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

10 Segafredo 
By Lækjartorg

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

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

12 Oliver 
Laugavegur 20a

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

13 Kaffibarinn 
Bergstaðastræti 1

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

14 Sirkus 
Klapparstígur 30

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

8 Tíu Dropar 
Laugavegur 27

11
Sólon 
Bankastræti 7a

BARS 'N' BISTROS

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

16 Vegamót 
Vegamótastígur 4

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

17 B5 
Bankastræti 5

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

19 Grand Rokk 
Smiðjustígur 6

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

20 Bar 11 
Laugavegur 11

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

21 Hressingarskálinn 
Austurstræti 20

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

15 Café Victor 
Hafnarstræti 1-3

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

Rósenberg 
Lækjargata 2

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

23 Café Cultura 
Hverfisgata 18

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

24 Prikið 
Bankastræti 12

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

22 Pravda 
Austurstræti 22

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

26 Thorvaldsen 
Austurstræti 8

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

27 Gaukur á Stöng 
Tryggvagata 22

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

25 Ölstofan 
Vegamótastígur 

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

29 Glaumbar 
Tryggvagata 20

They have a fish buffet for 2,900ISK 
every evening, with the magic words 
“eat-as-much-as-you-can” floating in the 
air. They also have an Icelandic media 
person working there every now and then, 
so watch out for a curly haired, friendly 
gentleman called Egill.  

30 Litli Ljóti Andarunginn 
Lækjargata 6b

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

28 Kaffibrennslan 
Pósthusstræti 9 

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

32 Tveir Fiskar 
Geirsgata 9

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

33 Hornið 
Hafnarstræti 15

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

31
Krua Thai
Tryggvagata 14

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

35 Vín og Skel 
Laugavegur 55

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

36 Tjarnarbakkinn 
Vonarstræti 3

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

34 Argentína 
Barónsstígur 11a

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

38 Sægreifinn 
Geirsgata 

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

39 Shalimar 
Austurstræti 4

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

41
Aktu Taktu 
Skúlagata 15

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

42 Pizza King 
Hafnarstræti 18

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

43 Bernhöftsbakarí 
Bergstaðastræti 13

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

37 Tapas 
Vesturgata 3b

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

Við tjörnina 
Templarasund 3

FAST FOOD

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

45 Hlölla Bátar 
By Ingólfstorg 

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

46 Nonnabiti 
Hafnarstræti 11

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

48 First Vegetarian  
(Á næstu grösum)
Laugavegur 20b

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

49 Kebabhúsið  
Lækjargata 2

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

50 Vitabar 
Bergþórugata 21

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

44 Bæjarins Bestu 
Tryggvagata

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

Quiznos 
Lækjargata 
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 DOWNTOWN REYKJAVIK

The resident gay bar of downtown 
Reykjavík, Café Cozy is also frequented 
by foreigners bored with the same faces at 
Cultura every night, and the occasional 
young hipster. Would-be dancers may find 
it a mite snug, even by Icelandic standards, 

but the wine is decent and the clientele are 
anything but dull. Just be careful you don’t 
run into any of the crazed sailors running 
around picking fights; for all its charade of 
harmlessness, it’s still a bar. SE

SPOTthis CAFÉ COZY



TV
POiNT PlEaSaNT
This quaint and straightforward little 
show about the offspring of Satan mess-
ing with minds of a bunch of well-to-do 
inhabitants of the titular village comes 
with a cunning and unexpected twist: it’s 
actually a very thinly disguised teen soap. 
And before all you naysayers and would-
be ‘defenders’ of this incredibly mediocre 
show come running up to me yelling, 
“But don’t you get it; it’s supposed to be 
all gothic and scary and shit,” let me just 
guide you through the character motiva-
tion, before you even try telling me this is 
somehow reminiscent of high-brow tele-
vision: the hell spawn itself, a comely girl 
by the name of Christina, is the object of 
Jesse’s affections, but his girlfriend Paula 
won’t let him go so easily, even though 
Jesse’s best friend Terry is actually in love 
with Paula. Paula’s mother Amber, on 
the other hand, is in love with Christina’s 
adoptive father Ben, who is married to 
Meg, who is secretly developing feelings 
for...well, you get the picture. SE
Skjár Einn, Sundays, 20:30

PíPÓla
What the hell does that mean, anyway? 
A Google search revealed it to be a small 
town in southern Finland, although I 
doubt they’d name the dumbest show in 
the history of the universe after some-

thing as intriguing as that. Pípóla is a 
show where two Icelandic women walk 
around downtown Reykjavík pretend-
ing to be British and make fools of locals 
by prompting them to give the weird 
responses locals traditionally give to 
foreigners in this country. Like Silvía 
Nótt, this show takes a tired, awkward 
and cheap joke and attempts to garner a 
following based solely on its lurid irrever-
ence. Have fun! SE
Sirkús. Frequently. 

rElaTEd
Oh, and speaking of fun, want to know 
what’s fun? Un-fucking-bearably ‘sassy’ 
awards leech Sex And The City! That 
was fun! Right? And you want to know 
what else was fun? Friends! You know, 
that fascist drool mop for vacant high-
school mallrats who could, like, totally 
identify with the characters because 
their own friends were like, so totally 
wacky and crazy and all kinds of crazy 
shit was always happening to them? 
That show was great! I mean, everyone 
loved Friends! Right? Oh, but wait, 
wait... what if the people who made Sex 
And The City and the people who made 
Friends got together and made a show? 
Wouldn’t that be fun? Yeah, that’d be 
the tits... wait, what? That already hap-
pened? Really? OH JOY!!!!! SE
Stöð 2, Mondays, 21:25

MuMiNS MEMOarEr
I don’t quite know why I’m bothering 
to advertise a Finnish documentary with 
Icelandic subtitles in an English-language 
newspaper, but what the hell, I’ll give it a 
shot. The Moomins, affable white-furred 
trolls from the distant realm of Moomin-
land, have long been close to the heart of 
Icelandic culture, as fondly regarded by 
Icelandic children (and a decent number 
of adults) as their liquorice candy and 
lengthy summer breaks. Originally ap-
pearing in novels written in the forties by 
Finnish recluse Tove Jansson, they have 
been reproduced in almost every conceiv-
able form, including comics, coffee mugs, 
keychains, toys, cartoons, dashboard or-
naments and damn near anything capable 
of taking on the form of a plump, furry 
anthropomorphic hippo; there is even 
a Moominland theme park in Naantali, 
Finland.
 Icelandic public access channel 
RÚV will be airing a documentary about 
the creation of the Moomins and their 
subsequent evolution. Anyone capable 
of understanding it should consider it 
obligatory viewing. SE
RÚV, Monday August 1st, 21:00

101 GallEry 
Hverfisgata 18
Thu.-Sat. 14-17 and by appointment

28.07-02.09.2006
Serge Comte

THE EiNar JÓNSSON 
MuSEuM  
Eiriksgata
Tue.-Sun. 14-17
www.skulptur.is

Permanent exhibition of the work of 
sculptor Einar Jónsson

THE CulTurE HOuSE 
Hverfisgata 15
Open daily 11-17
www.thjodmenning.is

22.04.06-into the summer
an ode dwelt – Snorri Hjartarson 1906-
2006

29.06.2006-27.02.2007
icelandic Fashion 2006

Permanent Exhibits
Medieval Manuscripts; The National 
Museum- as it was; The library room

dWarF GallEry
Grundarstígur 21
Opening hours vary
http://this.is/birta

GallEry 100 dEGrEES
Bæjarháls 1
Mon.-Fri. 8:30-16:00
www.or.is/Forsida/Gallery100

GallErí aNiMa 
Ingólfsstræti 8
Thu.- Sat. 12-17

21.07-13.08.2006
Múni and Árni Þór

GallEry BOrEaS
Baldursgata 11
www.galleryboreas.com

29.06-30.07.2006
Portraits on The Edge: Part 1- Birgir 
Snæbjörn Birgisson

GallEry FOld
Rauðarárstígur 14-16
Mon.-Fri. 10-18
Sat. 11-16
Sun. 14-16
www.myndlist.is

GallErí SÆVarS KarlS
Bankastræti 7
www.saevarkarl.is

Current exhibition:
rudolf l. reiter

GallEry TurPENTiNE 
Ingólfsstræti 5
Tue.-Fri. 12-18
Sat. 11-16 
www.turpentine.is

GEl GallErí
Hverfisgata 37
Mon.-Fri. 10-19
Sat. 10-17

Biological Specimen: photography exhi-
bition by Björn M. Sigurjónsson

GErðuBErG 
CulTural CENTrE
Gerðuberg 3-5

NOTiCE: Currently closed, re-opens 
august 14th

08.14-10.09.2006
Sculptures by Guðjón Stefán Kristins-
son; acrylic portraits by Jón Ólafsson; 
paintings by Ketill larsen

GylliNHÆð
Laugavegur 23
Thu.-Sun. 14-18

Students from the second year of the 
academy

i8 GallEry
Klapparstígur 33
Thu.-Sat. 13-17 and by appointment
www.i8.is

NOTiCE: currently closed, re-opens July 
26th for summer exhibition

iCElaNdiC laBOur 
uNiON’S arT GallEry
Freyjugata 41
Tue.-Sun. 13-17

KliNG & BaNG GallEry 
Laugavegur 23
Thu.-Sun. 14-18
Free Entrance
www.this.is/klingandbang

15.07-30.07.2006
Gelitin Group, featuring: Tobias urban, 
Wolfgang Gantner, Florian reither and 
ali Janka

liViNG arT MuSEuM
Laugavegur 26
Wed., Fri-Sun. 13-17
Thu. 13-22

15.07-06.08.2006
Björk Guðnadóttir; daníel Magnússon; 
Hildur Bjarnadóttir
 

THE NaTiONal GallEry  
Fríkirkjuvegur
Tue.-Sun. 11-17
Free Entrance
www.listasafn.is

08.07-24.09.06
landscape and folklore
(guided tours in July)

THE NaTiONal MuSEuM
Suðurgata 41
Open daily 10-17
www.natmus.is

Temporary Exhibitions:
Photography from iceland, 1938

Permanent Exhibitions:
The Making of a Nation

The Arc Hall:
invisible women in icelandic art

Research Exhibitions:
archaeological research and iceland’s 
new view of history

THE NOrdiC HOuSE
Sturlugata 5
Tue.-Sun. 12-17
http://nordice.is/english

NÆSTi Bar
Ingólfsstræti 1a

regular exhibitions by local artists

rEyKJaVíK arT MuSEuM 
Ásmundur Sveinsson Sculpture Museum 
Sigtún
Open daily 10-16
Admission ticket is valid on the same day 
for all three museums.
www.listasafnreykjavikur.is

Hafnarhús 
Tryggvagata 17
Open daily 10-17

09.06-20.08.2006
Carnegie art awards 2006

10.06.2006-07.01.2007
The Erró Collection: Graphic Works

Kjarvalsstaðir 
Flókagata
Open daily 10-17

08.04-03.12.2006
let’s look at art: a series of exhibitions 
especially designed for children

24.06-17.09.2006
Summer Exhibition from the Permanent 
Collection

rEyKJaVíK MuSEuM 
Kistuhylur 4
June-August 10-17
www.arbaejarsafn.is

THE rEyKJaVíK MuSEuM 
OF PHOTOGraPHy
Grófarhús, Tryggvagata 15, 6th floor
Weekdays 12-19
Sat.-Sun. 13-17

01.06-24.09.2006
Photography by andrés Kolbeinsson

SaFN 
Laugavegur 37
Wed.-Fri. 14-18
Sat.-Sun. 14-17
Free Entrance
www.safn.is

01.07-06.08.2006
Joan Backes

SiGurJÓN ÓlaFSSON 
MuSEuM
Laugarnestangi 70
Tue.-Sun. 14-17

Permanent exhibition of the work of 
sculptor Sigurjón Ólafsson

PHOTOGraPHy 
iN THE STrEETS OF 
dOWNTOWN rEyKJaVíK
The Reykjavík Museum of Photography 
is celebrating its 25th anniversary with 
a photographic look back at the past 
century of life in the capital. These ret-
rospectives are on display at Lækjartorg, 
Austurvöllur and Fógetagarður.
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The Grapevine lists exhibitions from galler-
ies throughout Iceland. If you would like to be 
included, free of charge, contact the Grapevine by 
email at listings@grapevine.is.
Compiled by Valgerður Þóroddsdóttir

www.gljufrasteinn.is
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THE BENCHWarMErS
A buddy comedy, starring Rob Schneider, 
David Spade and Jon Heder (of Napoleon 
Dynamite fame). 
Regnboginn, Borgarbíó

THE BrEaK uP
Jennifer Aniston and Vince Vaughn star 
in this romantic comedy. 
Sambíóin Kringlunni, Háskólabíó, Sambíóin 
Álfabakka, Sambíóin Akureyri

CarS
An animated children’s film about an-
thropomorphic automobiles. 
Háskólabíó, Sambíóin Álfabakka

CliCK
Adam Sandler’s latest comedic vehicle, 
telling the story of a man with a remote 
control that can affect reality itself. 
Smárabíó, Laugarásbíó, Regnboginn, 
Borgarbíó

THE da ViNCi COdE
A thriller based on the book of the same 
name and starring Tom Hanks. 
Regnboginn.

THE FaST aNd THE Furi-
OuS: TOKyO driFT
With a new cast, a new setting and a new 
gimmick: The Fast and The Furious is 
back. 
Laugarásbíó, Sambíóin Álfabakka

HOOdWiNKEd
The originality practically seeps off this 
hip CGI version of Little Red Riding 
Hood’s tale. 
Smárabíó

KEEPiNG MuM
A comedy starring Rowan Atkinson as a 
vicar with marriage problems. 
Háskólabíó

THE laKE HOuSE
A romance starring Keanu Reeves and 
Sandra Bullock - their first on-screen 
reunion since Speed. 
Háskólabíó

THE OMEN
A modern remake of the spooky 70s hor-
ror drama. 
Sambíóin Keflavík

OVEr THE HEdGE
A raccoon tries to steal a grizzly bear’s food, 
the bear catches him and gives him one 
week to reclaim the food; hilarity ensues. 
Sambíóin Kringlunni, Smárabíó, Lau-
garásbíó, Háskólabíó, Sambíóin Álfabakka, 
Sambíóin Akureyri, Sambíóin Keflavík

PiraTES OF THE Car-
riBEaN: dEad MaN’S CHEST
A drunk pirate in make-up tries to sneak 
a peek into a human squid’s locker. Besti-
ality activists need not apply. 
Háskólabíó, Kringlubíó, Sambíóin Álfabakka

SEE NO EVil
When the least competent cleaning crew 
in the universe is accosted by a wrestler 
with a large hook, it’s up to… wait, no 
one comes to rescue them? Oh well, I 
guess they all die. 
Laugarásbíó

STay aliVE
A horror movie about a group of teenag-
ers who find themselves trapped in a 
real-life version of a scary computer game. 
Borgarbíó

STiCK iT
This teen movie about a misfit overcom-
ing adversity and earning acceptance as an 
equal stars Jeff Bridges as her gym coach. 
Go figure. 
Smárabíó

SuPErMaN rETurNS
The Man Of Steel resumes kicking ass 
after two decades of being a lazy, para-
lysed bitch. 
Sambíóin Kringlunni, Háskólabíó, Sambíóin 
Álfabakka, Sambíóin Akureyri, Sambíóin 
Keflavík

ulTraViOlET
A crazy quasi-vampire runs around pro-
tecting a kid by slicing up monsters with 
a huge sword. Her motivation? The kid 
can make her human again. Somehow. 
Regnboginn, Smárabíó

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.

Well, it’s time for yet another insanely 
violent video game to be transformed into a 
shitty movie held only liked by idiots with 
massive chips on their shoulders after realis-
ing that after ploughing through four quasi-
intellectual horror video games, no matter 
how ‘film noir-ish’ or ‘David Lynch-esque’ 
they may be, they’re still just geeks. Then 
there’s the fact that it’s being written by Pulp 
Fiction/True Romance glory hog Roger 
Avary, and if this doesn’t tip the scales far 
enough towards inanity, there’s always the 
fact that it’s directed by Christophe ‘Fucking 
Retard’ Gans, the sadistic criminal culpable 
for the sorry shitfest that was Brother-
hood Of The Wolf, and little else. Oh well, 
maybe the reliably competent Sean Bean and 
Deborah Kara Unger can save the day... but 
probably not. SE

Silent Hill

When Bruce Willis was done playing 
16 Blocks’ Jack Mosely, a hopelessly 
burned-out New York detective who 
ended up being shot at by his fellow 
cops all day while trying to protect the 
most annoying petty criminal in the 
universe, he was offered to lend his vo-
cal talents to a CGI raccoon originally 
voiced by Jim Carrey... and he accepted. 
Old Brucey Boy has been in some dumb 
shit before, but an animated comedy 
about a sassy raccoon who tricks a 
bunch of dumb animals into steal-
ing food for a bear might just be even 
dumber. SE

Over the Hedge

regnboginn
Hverfisgata 54
101 Reykjavík
Tel. 551-9000

Sambíóin
Álfabakka 8
109 Reykjavík
Tel. 575-8900

Smárabíó
Smáralind
201 Kópavogur
Tel. 564-0000

Háskólabíó
Hagatorgi
107 Reykjavík
Tel. 525-5400

Kringlubíó
Kringlunni 4-12
103 Reykjavík
Tel. 575-8900

Selfossbíó
Eyrarvegur 2
800 Selfoss
Tel. 482-3007

laugarásbíó
Laugarási
104 Reykjavík
Tel. 565-0118

Sambíóin akureyri
Ráðhústorgi
600 Akureyri
Tel. 461-4666

Nýja-Bíó
Hafnargata 33
230 Reykjanesbær
Tel. 421-1170

Visit www.kvikmyndir.is for regularly 
updates on new films and showtimes. Works by:

BIRGIR ANDRÉSSON
JOHN BALDESSARI
RAGNAR KJARTANSSON
BERND KOBERLING
VICTOR BOULLET
JEANINE COHEN
TUMI MAGNÚSSON
TONY CRAGG
ÓLAFUR ELÍASSON
MAGNÚS PÁLSSON
GUÐRÚN EINARSDÓTTIR
EGGERT PÉTURSSON
HREINN FRIÐFINNSSON

FINNBOGI PÉTURSSON
GABRÍELAFRIÐRIKSDÓTTIR
KRISTJÁN GUÐMUNDSSON
RAGNA RÓBERTSDÓTTIR
SIGURÐUR GUÐMUNDSSON
KARIN SANDER
KATRÍN SIGURÐARDÓTTIR
RONI HORN
HRAFNKELL SIGURÐSSON
KRISTINN E. HRAFNSSON
ÞÓR VIGFÚSSON
GJÖRNINGAKLÚBBURINN
LAWRENCE WEINER

More than an hour of 
extraordinary video footage on 
DVD/PAL in over thirty sections, 

presented in English with 
subtitles in French, German, 

Italian and Spanish. 

For sale in main bookstores and 
tourist shops.

www.gagarin.is

DVD/PAL

 THE BIG PICTURE
MAN / NATURE / TECHNOLOGY

ICELAND

Continues on page 33
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American artist Joan Backes has a fascination with trees. Her newest exhibition, 
Beneath the Surface, indulges mainly in this interest and draws specific inspiration 
from the Icelandic natural environment, which Backes has been visiting regularly 
since 1989. In her often meticulously detailed paintings, Backes gives seemingly 
simple subjects such as tree bark the possibility of complex dialogue, in which she 
attempts to explore the association between forest and cultural identity. Backes has 

exhibited widely in the USA, as well as in Turkey, Canada, Finland and Germany. 
The window-happy and simply named Safn (Museum) is the brainchild of over 30 
years of collecting by Pétur Arason, and houses the country’s largest collection of 
contemporary art. Backe’s exhibition is located on the second f loor, and is on display 
until August 6th. VÞ

Serge Comte – Seven sisters
The work of Serge Comte deals mainly with perspective and ref lections of the self 
and with self-image. Often utilising stark contrasts and opposing viewpoints in his 
conceptual art, his work stems from what he considers to be a personal mythology. 
In his work Comte often plays around with space and often utilises a variety of 
mediums including sculptures, murals, photographs, text and music.
 Born in France, Comte now lives and works in Reykjavík. His past exhibi-
tions have included work with Lego cubes, post-it notes, Hama pearls, stickers 
and cheese. His newest exhibition titled Sjö systur (seven sisters) is composed of 
seven pieces made out of used moving-boards, each named after a woman (Yvette, 
Jeanette, Paulette... ), and is on display at Gallery 101 until September 02nd.VÞ

My introduction to Arngunnur Ýr, back in 2002 when I worked at a col-
lege art museum in California, came through the museum director telling 
me simply that Arngunnur was an Icelandic landscape painter. At that 
point, I was already an expert on modern Icelandic art. After all, besides 
having found a meagre handful of monographs on individual Icelandic 
artists, I had read every book in English on the general subject (count 
them: one and… two). So I had an image of what to expect when we were 
to hang Arngunnur’s paintings for her solo exhibition: bucolic springtime 
scenes, blue mountains centred in the distance, perhaps some nice lakes 
and ponies in the foreground. Icelandic landscape painting.
 I was right about one thing – there were mountains, and they were 
certainly distant. But in every other regard, my assumptions couldn’t have 
been further from the truth. It wasn’t land that dominated Arngunnur’s 
unframed canvases; it was sea and sky, punctuated by tiny island moun-
tains on the low horizon. The surfaces were perfectly smooth, no impasto, 
and yet the colours in the clouds and ocean were mottled, weathered, 
scraped away. 
 Standing alone in the gallery with these paintings surrounding me, I 
felt a sense of humility. In part, it was because I was secretly embarrassed 
by my stereotypical expectations of what “Icelandic art” could be; much 
more than that, it was because the paintings themselves were enchanting 
yet profoundly humbling.
 Four years later and much more tapped into the diversity of con-
temporary work by Icelandic artists, I still find Arngunnur’s paintings 
humbling. Her process alone is impressive: layering up to 150 coats of oil 
paint on canvas or board, she selectively abrades the surface as she works, 
revealing undercoats and creating tension between the roughness of 
perceived texture and flatness of the object itself. Using a palette of muted 
colours, subtly blended and scraped away again, she creates what initially 
appears to be a nearly abstract, peacefully ambient image. But before 
you lose yourself in the charm of one of these paintings, you start to feel 
a sense of imbalance and vulnerability – and that’s when you realise the 
power of Arngunnur’s artistic vision. 
 Looking back at early 20th-century painters like Ásgrímur Jóns-
son and Þórarinn B. Þorláksson (whose work I’d once had in mind as 
emblematic of the Icelandic landscape genre), she has subverted their 
message. Her challenge to their tradition stems from a different sensibil-
ity towards human relationships with landscape and the natural world: a 
sense that we aren’t in control as much as we sometimes think. Moreover, 
Arngunnur brings into question Icelandic national identity that histori-
cally has been so invested in a feeling of connectedness with the land.
 Talking recently with Arngunnur, we discussed the tension inher-
ent in her work. There’s the temptation to be absorbed by the haunting 
surface-level beauty, and yet her ocean-and-skyscapes possess a capacity to 
make one feel physically displaced and unsettled. “The appealing, alluring 
image initially makes you feel comforted,” she explains, “but the immensi-
ties of the skies and the reductive feelings of the landscape remind us of 
our smallness in the universe.” Arngunnur’s paintings restore a certain 
power to the natural world, which we have tried to harness, exploit and 
manage. Quietly but brilliantly, she reminds us that whatever we do, the 
non-human environment ultimately has the upper hand.
 Exhibiting internationally, Arngunnur finds that Icelandic viewers 
tend to think of her paintings in terms of landscape, while foreign audi-
ences have focused more on her technique as a painter than on her subject 
itself. In Reykjavík, Arngunnur is represented by Gallery Turpentine 
under owner Sveinn Þórhallsson; the gallery exhibits works by some of 
the country’s foremost contemporary artists. She is also represented in San 
Francisco and New York by Hosfelt Gallery and in Boston by Howard 
Yezerski Gallery. Her impressive list of exhibitions includes upcoming 
shows at Ampersand in San Francisco in September, Ampersand in Paris 
in November, Howard Yezerski in January and Hosfelt New York next 
year. By Shauna Laurel Jones

>>>OuTSidE rEyKJaVíK

Seyðisfjörður:

SKaFTaFEll
www.skaftafell.is

10.06-10.08.2006
Sigurður Guðmundsson and 
Kristján Guðmundsson

24.07-10.08.2006
Bjarni Þór Sigurbjörnsson and 
Hildigunnur Birgisdóttir

Keflavík:

SuðSuðVESTur
Hafnargata 22
Thu.-Fri. 16-18
Sat.-Sun. 14-17
www.sudsudvestur.is

22.07-20.08.2006
Hreinn Friðfinnsson

akureyri:

JÓNaS Viðar GallEry
Fri.-Sat. 13-18

05.08-19.08.2006
Paintings of Bryndís arnardóttir

aKurEyri arT MuSEuM
Kaupvangsstræti 12
Tue.-Sun. 12-17
www.listasafn.akureyri.is

01.07-20.08.2006
louisa Matthíasdóttir

Joan Backes – Beneath the Surface

Sigurður Guðmundsson 
and Kristján Guðmundsson 
Brothers Sigurður Guðmundsson and Kristján Guðmundsson have a new exhibi-
tion of their contemporary artwork in Skaftfell on Seyðisfjörður. Kristján, who 
was a principal figure in the short-lived Icelandic art movement SUM, combines 
the concrete and abstract into work that is, to say the least, minimalist. One of 
his more famous, and at the time controversial, pieces came in the late sixties and 
involved an ironing board covered in chicken shit. Sigurður works in a variety of 
media including drawings, photographs, prints, sculpture, and documented and 
undocumented performances. Their combined exhibition is on display in the up-
stairs gallery of Skaftfell bistro until August 10.VÞ

Only locals See Them as landscapes
Arngunnur Ýr and the Painting of Exquisite Instability



Gunnar Hrafn Jónsson on Reykjavík Dining  Photos by Skari
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rOSSOPOmODOrO

 Rossopomodoro is a chain restaurant with 
a difference. There may be more than one 
of them around the world, actually most are 
in Italy itself, but the cuisine on offer is of a 
notably higher class than one generally expects 
from a ‘chain’. Their menu is inspired by Neo-
politan culinary traditions and as such is subtly 
different from the offerings one encounters at 
a typical Italian restaurant, though a variety of 
pizzas and pastas are still there, of course.
 Our starters were grilled buffalo mozzarel-
la with tomatoes and beef carpaccio. While the 

carpaccio was excellent, the mozzarella sadly 
didn’t live up to expectations. It’s hard to say 
why, since it was authentic Italian mozzarella, 
but the resulting dish just wasn’t very good 
for some reason. Odd, considering the simple 
ingredients.
 We weren’t terribly adventurous when 
it came to ordering our main courses, partly 
because neither of us had ever been to Rossopo-
modoro, nor heard anything about it, and we 
wanted to give them a chance at impressing us 
with their version of the staples of Italian cook-
ing. With that in mind, we decided on a lobster 
pasta and a four-cheese pizza. The pasta was 
exactly how pasta should be. The creamy sauce 
had all the right spices and the chefs were ex-
tremely generous with the lobster – many large 
chunks of which were floating in the sauce. 
The pizza, on the other hand, was good but not 
great. It’s a dish that has become ubiquitous in 

almost all Western cuisine, so one expects a 
restaurant hailing from Napoli to have a pretty 
good grasp of the concept. Don’t get me wrong, 
it was a good pizza, but you can get better.
 Dessert came in the form of gelato ice 
cream and chocolate cake. The gelato seemed 
suitably authentic, while the cake may have 
suffered a bit in comparison to some of the 
more mind-blowing experiences this restau-
rant critic has been through in the line of duty 
recently. That being said, it was a tasty cake, 
and probably half the price of some of the more 
outrageous offerings it was stacked up against 
in the mind of this reviewer.
 Rossopomodoro is definitely a good Italian 
restaurant, especially if you like lobster pasta. 
It might be better to be a bit more adventur-
ous than we were, though, and try some of the 
less commonplace offerings on their extensive 
menu.  

Hafnarstræti 15
Tel.: 551-3340

$ $

hornið

 Hornið, which literally means ‘the cor-
ner’, is an old haunt of the Grapevine staff. 
Our offices used to be located directly above 
them, but it wasn’t just the convenience that 
attracted us to the place. Hornið has been 
operated by the same family since 1979 and 
prides itself on providing a consistent menu, 
with some of the courses having been per-
fected over decades. 
 When two of us came back recently, it 
quickly became apparent that nothing had 
changed. The decór was the same, some of 

the staff was recognisable and the menu, 
predictably, was the same. That, mind you, is 
a good thing. Our mission was a simple one: 
try a couple of the dishes we had previously 
enjoyed and make sure standards haven’t 
slipped.
 Feeling that starters weren’t strictly 
necessary at what is, essentially, a pizzeria, 
we started out with the main courses: a four-
cheese pizza and a plate of penne pasta with a 
creamy chicken and paprika sauce. The pizza 
had that thin, crispy base and crust that we 
fondly remembered and the cheeses were 
well chosen and not too heavy or rich. The 
pasta was quite good as well, with more than 
enough chicken to justify calling it Penne a 
Pollo (chicken penne).  
 To round things off we chose a warm ap-
ple pie with cream, and homemade ice cream 
for dessert. While I’m not generally a big fan 

of a lot of cinnamon in my apple pies, their 
offering was more than satisfactory, if not 
particularly memorable. The ice cream was 
clearly the star of the dessert menu. If you 
have had good homemade ice cream before 
you know more or less what to expect, and 
shouldn’t be disappointed.
 Overall, Hornið is a fairly priced and 
consistently good restaurant that keeps true 
to its traditions. You may not be wowed by 
all of the dishes, but most people should walk 
out satisfied.

Steakhouses generally aren’t considered ex-
clusive or fancy, but Argentína isn’t afraid to 
buck that trend. When it f irst opened in 1989, 
the restaurant immediately earned a reputa-
tion as an institution of fine dining, one that 
it has maintained to this day. Granted, the 
subsequent opening of a large number of high 
quality restaurants has dented Argentína’s 
market share in recent years – but as we would 
find out, that just makes the experience of 

going there all the more enjoyable.
 The very first thing that struck my dining 
partner and me when we arrived was the pro-
fessionalism of our waiter for the evening. We 
shamefully didn’t catch his name, but if there 
is a single individual in the service industry of 
Iceland with more refined dedication to his 
work I have yet to encounter him. Ask him 
about the wines and then just sit back and 
pretend to understand.
  Our starters consisted of cream of lobster 
soup, a trout rille and some reindeer carpac-
cio. While they all tasted excellent, it was the 
expertly chosen wines presented with each 
course that really completed and underscored 
the professionalism of the staff and the care 
with which the menu was constructed. 
 Our main courses were a tuna steak with 
shiitake mushrooms and sesame sauce, and 
grilled beef tenderloin, respectively. The ten-

derloin was predictably mind-blowing; beef 
is their speciality after all, and the tuna steak 
was at least equally impressive. The ever-at-
tentive waiter came over after the first bite 
to ask if the steak was cooked to my tastes, 
and when I told him it was just a touch on the 
rare side he whisked it off for a minute or so 
more cooking – after which it was absolutely 
perfect.
 For dessert there was a delicious panna 
cotta and one of the most sublime hot choco-
late cakes you will ever encounter. The only 
worthy competition is a very similar dish 
at Café Oliver – and the Grapevine hereby 
requests judging duties in a head-to-head 
cook-off to determine the true king of the 
warm chocolate fudge cake in Iceland. Hey, 
one can dream.

$ $

$

By emphasising the role men play in rape crimes in soci-
ety, the NEI campaign points its finger at men as assail-
ants. Now, for the third year in a row, the campaign is 
kicking off before the Verslunarmannahelgin weekend, 
the busiest travel weekend of the year, when thousands 
of locals get together to party at various locations across 
the country. The Grapevine talked to Gísli Hrafn, a 
member of the Feminist Association of Iceland and one 
of the organisers of the NEI campaign. Gísli and fellow 
associates, who all work pro bono, will not be partying 
this weekend but instead travelling to the Westman Is-
lands to discuss rape, hand out badges and Frisbees with 
the slogan “Men Say No to Rape” and try to do all they 
can to prevent a weekend, which is supposed to be fun 
and entertaining for all festival-goers, from devastating 
the nation’s youths. 

/// Usually the female has been the centre of rape 
discussions, but in your NEI campaign you only focus 
on men.
– Yes, above all we try to reach men because in almost 
all cases, men are the rapists. Rapes have for far too long 
been labelled as a woman’s problem but our stand on 
the issue is that if it is a gender problem, then it is above 
all a man’s concern, because they are the assailants. By 
putting the focus on men we are trying to make them 
feel responsible and getting them to work together to 
decrease these sex crimes. By pointing out that even 
though they are not necessarily the rapists themselves, if 
they witness a friend assaulting a woman and just sit by 
and watch instead of preventing it from happening, as 
has been the case more than once, they are just as guilty. 

/// When did you start fighting this issue?
– Our first campaign was during Verslunarmannahelgin 
in the year 2003. Then we emphasised the fact that 
rapists are usually someone the victim knows, a friend or 
an acquaintance. The stereotypical picture people have 
had of rape is that the assault happens when someone 
attacks a random victim out on the street, with a knife 
even. The fact is though that in most cases the attacker 
knows the victim. 
 An even more stereotypical idea the public has 
had in our society is that in many cases the victim is 
somehow to blame for the assault. We have heard claims 
like: “She was too drunk,” “she dressed provocatively” or 
“hey, she was kissing him earlier the evening,” as though 
that should be an excuse for rape. Those issues don’t 
have anything to do with it and can’t be used to defend 
the crime. When talking about any other offences, like 
say if your car gets stolen, people don’t ask how you were 
dressed, what you were doing yesterday or if you are 
a bad driver, because that has nothing to do with the 

crime committed. By placing emphasis on how ridicu-
lous it is to justify rape by blaming the victim we wanted 
to bring the reality out to the public and try to change 
the view.

/// How exactly do you do that?
– We have handed out badges and Frisbees and sold t-
shirts with our logo on them in front of liquor stores and 
the public transportation stops like BSÍ and Reykjavík 
Airport. In the meantime we use the opportunity to talk 
to the men we meet and discuss these matters, which we 
find is the most important part. If we can get men of all 
ages to talk together and try to delete these stereotyped 
ideas from the public awareness we hope people realise 
how wrong these claims are.  

/// This year you will not only be based in the city, but 
also go to Þjóðhátíð in the Westman Islands. 
– Yes, we will go to the Westman Islands, hand out 
badges and make conversation like before. We chose to 
go during Verslunarmannahelgin because at that time, a 
lot of people come together for the outdoor festivals held 
all around the country and it is a sad fact that many as-
saults happen at that time. It will be my first time in the 
Westman Islands during the festival, but I remember 
when I lived in Denmark I went to the Roskilde festival 
a couple of times where 100,000 people were camping 
together to enjoy the outdoor concerts. One time, there 
was a reported rape and the Danish society went crazy. 
In the media there were even talks about cancelling the 
festival the year after. 
 The attitude in Iceland is totally different. The 
same summer I went to Iceland and after Verslunarman-
nahelgin the discussion in the media was that unusu-
ally few rapes had occurred, as only two or three were 
reported after the weekend. That is so typical of how 
the society accepts this issue. This we want to change. 
Unfortunately, we can’t visit all the festivals this time, 
but by going to the Westman Islands, which is the big-
gest outdoor festival of them all, we will try to make the 
men attending the festival aware of the issue.

/// How effective do you think campaigns like these 
are in reality?
– Well, we don’t think we can stop rapes from happen-
ing altogether, but we know these campaigns have been 
quite successful in changing the attitude towards the 
victim. Publicity campaigns like ours have to be done 
over and over again though because studies have shown 
they only work for a short period of time. The public has 
to be reminded on a regular basis, and we will try to do 
our best in doing so in the future. 

Men Have to Take Responsibility
An interview with Gísli Hrafn of the Feminist Association of Iceland

by steinunn jakobsdóttir   photo by skari

interview34
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Lying on the bright red couch in his living 
room, Maggi sets down his glass bottle of 
beer on the coffee table beside him, and stares 
blankly at a muted Friends episode playing at 
the edge of the stage. Scratching his greasy 
unwashed head, he begins to f lip through a 
porno magazine, and you just watch and wait. 
Maggi is going about his lazy day, naturally, 
unrushed, and nothing is happening. 
 And so Penetreitor begins. This updated 
version of Anthony Neilson’s 1993 play 
Penetrator, originally set during the first 
Gulf War, takes the current conflict in Iraq 
as its larger cultural backdrop, while utilising 
the gluttonous lifestyle of a pair of twenty-
something f latmates as its more immediate 
context. On the modest stage of the Reykjavík 
Maritime Museum, Jörundur Ragnarsson, 
Vignir Rafn Valþórsson and Stefán Hallur 
Stefánsson test the lines between passion and 
rage, fantasy and reality and ultimately deliver 

characters whose crude humour, nostalgic 
carelessness, and often vulgarly hedonistic 
tendencies are not only believable but 
captivating.
 Even the one-and-a-half-minute pause 
due to technical difficulties about half-way 
through the show, when Stefánsson had to 
leave the stage, and his character, to offer his 
technical advice, was somehow entrancing, 
and the characters emerged from the crisis as 
natural and engaging as if the lapse had been 
in the script.
 It is then essentially the characters’ 
refreshing candidness that keeps the play 
riveting, and the audience at the peak of 
its concentration. Even as the play begins 
quietly, it crosses quickly into different, 
often shocking territory, and the graphic 
sexual nature of the language, including 
descriptions of rape, pornography, sodomy and 
masturbation, often reaches levels of intensity 

that should, under any other circumstances, 
be intolerably offensive. Yet, even as tension 
and the threat of violence continue to grow 
between the characters, the play never 
surrenders superficially to its shock value.
 The play’s main intent, then, is not to 
shock, but rather to transcend the vulgarity 
of these moments; at the height of the tension 
and obscenity, one sees the moment as painful 
for another reason and the clarity of the 
characters’ emotions becomes the main point 
of shock.
 Stefánsson plays Stinni, whose unexpected 
arrival at the dishevelled bachelor-pad serves 
as the crux of the plot; a recently discharged 
soldier with manic depressive disorder, 
Stinni serves both as the play’s antagonist, 
and, with his climactic catharsis, as its hero. 
Ragnarsson and Valþórsson play Maggi and 
Alli, respectively, and capture with near 
perfection the idiosyncrasies of a confused and 

juvenile twenty-something lifestyle; all sex, 
drugs, rock & roll and homoerotic tendencies 
included. Each of the young actors has taken 
his character to heart, and their ardour and 
love of the craft, oozing from their every pore, 
is perhaps what is most endearing about the 
production.
 All profits from the show are donated to 
the charity Hugaraf l, which supports kids 
between the ages of 18-20 who battle various 
mental and rage disorders. Kids from the 
group helped with the translation of the work 
from English and their experiences provided 
inspiration for the actors.

Penetreitor. Reykjavík Maritime Museum, 
Grandagörðum 8. For tickets call +354 699 0913 
or e-mail ver.mordingjar@hotmail.com.

Shock Value at Face Value
Penetreitor lives up to its name and more

by valgerður þóroddsdóttir

review

www.spacity.is

Welcome to Iceland – Welcome to SPA City Reykjavík

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

And best of all, the entrace fee is less than 4 USD.

Reduces stress. Loosens up stiff joints and muscles. Alleviates jet lag. Strengthens the heart and lungs. Cures hangovers. Helps insomnia. Inspires the powers of imagination. 

Eleven Reasons to Visit Reykjavík’s 
Thermal Pools and Baths

There is a lot to laugh at in Delicious Iceland. Start with the dedication by 
former President Vigdís Finnbogadóttir, who apparently believes second 
grade English is official soundin’: “I have always been fascinated by the 
multiple food traditions in the different countries of the world.” Go on to 
the prose of the authors, chef/ pen/ photo model-throughout-the-book, 
Völli Snær, and Haukur Ágústsson (photographed only once), who haven’t 
grasped that some plurals, like fish roe, don’t need an s, or that writing 
should be relevant, “Sometimes roes were pressed into the stomach of a fish, 
cooked and then smoked or put in sour whey. I have not tried any of these 
preparations, but am pretty certain that I would enjoy them, especially the 
smoked one.”
 Yeah, it’s a good time to laugh at people who have learned a few crafts, 
but decide to embarrass themselves publicly by failing in others.
 However, for as many horrible sentences as there are in Delicious 
Iceland, it’s still a good read. Honestly, it’s one of the best books about food 
to come out of the country that I know of. 
 Maybe in foregoing a proof reader, and, for that matter, English 
education, Völli and Haukur got more time and a larger budget to write up 
Icelandic food at large. Certainly almost every topic relating to Icelandic 
cuisine, even the most irrelevant (see above), is covered. And Völli at least 
seems to be a chef who runs a good kitchen. 
 For example, right now, I would kill for the Nut and Raisin Bread with 
Blue Cheese and Port Wine Reduction that he tells us how to make on 
page 224. And strangely enough, Völli and Haukur’s daft prose actually 
makes the recipe look that much more inviting. I would also like his Braised 
Lamb Shank (p. 176) and Icelandic Crepes with Chunky Mango Sauce (p. 
156). The preparations don’t seem particularly Icelandic, and I am a little 
surprised that I’m told about kleina (called a “cruller” here) and hangikjöt 
without getting recipes, but I acknowledge that these probably aren’t 
popular among English speakers.
 Cooking from this book is easy, and you get photos of Icelandic food, 
which really aren’t that common. That you can laugh through clumsy 
English is just a bonus. 

Horrible Writing, Good Read, 
Great Eats
Review of Delicious Iceland

by bart cameron
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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

where

whO

whEN

Gaukur á Stöng

Atmosphere 
with Dóri DNA, 
Bent and 7berg

July 13th 2006

There was a strange nostalgic scent in the air as girls 
dressed appropriately and guys had done their best 
to imitate the style of hip-hop. It was apparent from 
everything that rap and hip-hop are a thing of the past 
when it comes to fashion. The only guys who dressed 
the part properly were Dóri DNA and Bent and other 
local rappers who try to keep the dream of a Hip-Hop 
Ísland alive. Otherwise, baggy pants were only semi-
baggy and baseball caps, well, aren’t cool anymore.
 Dóri DNA was first onstage and proved that 
there was life in Icelandic rap with rhymes that were 
both sharp and relevant. He wasn’t as strong when he 
diverged, briefly, into R&B, but got through the night 
with a closer backed by electronic funk band Nortón. 
 Next up were Bent and 7berg; they delivered an 
impressive performance. They both looked good and 
probably had something to do with the magnitude of 

attractive young women in the audience that night. 
 The place was packed when Brother Ali stepped 
onstage. I was expecting a tall black man. What I got 
was an albino, a cross between Silas from the Da Vinci 
Code and Dumbo. Brother Ali was very good when 
I closed my eyes, and the crowd was feeling it, but 
when I opened my eyes I saw a goofy looking white 
guy, slightly overweight, with ears that could belong 
to the deaf girl that starred in What the Bleep Do We 
Know? and Children of a Lesser God. Of course, we 
shouldn’t judge a book by its cover, but on that evening 
I did. Just a little. 
 My friend told me Brother Ali was a black albino, 
which just confused me for a while. The high point 
of his show was when he did an a cappella slam. I got 
goose bumps. More impressive than the performance 
was the attitude as he sang. He snapped at some fans 
that tried to clap over his emotional performance. He 
said “don’t clap” once and they kept clapping. He said 
it a second time. Then the third time he made sure 
everybody knew that clapping was not appropriate 
during his emotional slam. His eyes and face started to 

get red. And then, as I saw it, he turned into a dragon 
and screamed out. “No clapping!” 
 I think he made one grown man cry.
 Brother Ali was good, but good doesn’t sell 
records. If 2Pac had just been good he’d still be selling 
rocks; the same goes for Snoop. In hip-hop, excellence 
is required. 
 After the average albino I was sure I’d see the 
black artist Atmosphere. At first sight, I would, again, 
be disappointed. Atmosphere looked Latino but when 
he started to rap all thoughts of race or looks vanished. 
 His delivery was amazing and the crowd was 
eating it up. A packed place jumped, clapped, sang 
and did everything they were commanded to do. We 
got respect from the MC. Atmosphere said that this 
was his second time doing a show in Iceland. The first 
time was like making out. Now he was ready to fuck. 
He ended up doing requests he usually doesn’t sing, 
but, as he put it, “We often say that this is the best 
crowd we’ve had, but now we mean it.” It felt genuine 
at the time. 

  

Ready to Fuck

By Helgi Valur  Photo by Skari

review

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

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

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

Reykjavík City Museum

www.reykjavik871.is

Step into
the Viking Age
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The Cave

Le Poulet De 
Romance, 
Ekkium, 
Monnípeninga-
glás and Lúpína

July 14th 2006

Whenever some crappy band in Iceland decides to 
pretend they’re múm or Sigur Rós and make a bunch 
of slow, boring and uneventful music that’s supposed 
to make you feel as if you’re soaring over a glacier, I 
feel like I want to stab their bodies full of holes for me 
to defecate into. The fact that there’s actually a label 
applied to that whole culture, Krútt (Icelandic for 
cute), makes me want to vomit blood into those same 
holes.
 The difference between Ekkium and the fadfuck-
ing idiots populating Sirkus is that Ekkium put their 
hearts into their music instead of wearing it on their 
sleeve, and put their heads into their songwriting 
instead of their image. They really, really mean what 
they’re doing, and you can tell from a mile off. They 
practically taste like sincerity, and what’s more is that 
they’re good at what they do. 
 Their music is slow, hypnotic guitar work that 
saunters through laid-back chord progressions. 
Usually accompanied by a solid, f lat-tone bass that 
occasionally swerves into progressive territory, they 
recently added a violinist, Helga, to their entourage, 
or at least recently enough that she did not play with 
them at Músíktilraunir (the annual Icelandic ‘Battle 
of the Bands’) this year, and adding her may actually 
have been a mistake.
 The violin clutters their sound too much. The 
simple minimalism of the guitars and the bass they 
presented at Músíktilraunir was so superior because 
it let the songwriting speak for itself, leaving the 
intricacies of their composition to the fine guitar work 
of Elín and Nonni, whereas now they’ve begun to lose 
that defining edge, and have even started to clog up 
their music with samples and a xylophone. 
“They’re going to have to be very careful if they don’t 

want to end up sounding exactly like Sigur Rós,” a 
friend of mine who did sound mixing at the concert 
told me, and I was inclined to agree with him.
 Elín’s mystical, insightful lyrics might also do bet-
ter with a less forced method of delivery, although the 
fact that she sounds like a squeezable plush toy may 
have less to do with pretence than the fact that she 
actually is a plush toy; her mindless giggles every time 
something went wrong during the show suggested 
someone so infatuated with existence that it was hard 
to believe anything worse than a slight headache had 
ever happened to her.
 Incidentally, headaches were not something easily 
gotten at Friday’s concert. The music and the crowd 
were so quiet that one could clearly hear the various 
bands rehearsing at Tilraunarþróunarmiðstöðin (the 
former fish-packing plant serves as both a rehearsal 
space and concert venue for f ledgling bands) while 
watching the concert, which was kind of annoying, 
but mostly just nice. It served as proof of the fact 
that potency in music is not a question of being loud, 
attention-grabbing or gripping, or even competent 
(Ekkium were badly sound checked, their cords were 
irreversibly tangled and they made many a mistake 
in the delivery of their songs). It’s just a question of 
meaning what you do.
 Upon my initial viewing of Le Poulet De Ro-
mance, I instantly dismissed them as idiots. Playing 
a jerky, squirming amalgamation of folk, rock, pop, 
funk and tango and pretending to be French in an in-
credibly dumb, almost prejudiced way, they made the 
crowd laugh so much with their juvenile antics that 
they all but forgot about the music. A band that writes 
lyrics like, “Marie Antoinette, give us our bread / we 
are hungry, tired and poor” is practically begging not 
to be taken seriously, especially when the words are 
sung in a cartoon-quality French accent.
 When I saw them the second time, my attitude 
towards them shifted slightly. I realised that in order 
for a band to be so stylistically pure, they would 

have to have a very definitive vision for the kind of 
band they wanted to be, which I found admirable. I 
also noticed that they were very capable musicians, 
perfectly synchronised and minimal, and one the few 
bands I had seen that was capable of modernising folk 
music without making it sound like utter shit. Also, 
in between the fairly formulaic compositions and 
classically schooled chord progressions, there were 
tantalising glimpses of incredibly daring and master-
ful pop songwriting that outshone anything their 
contemporaries could muster.
 And now, seeing them for the third time, I fell in 
love with Le Poulet De Romance. Perhaps not their 
image, which already seems tired and useless after 
three viewings, and perhaps not their humour, which 
is sophomoric at best, but their innovation, their 
craftsmanship and their daring.
 Singer/guitarist Ingi Vífill is not only a master 
of writing squiggly and eccentric guitar hooks, but is 
also blessed with a calm, collected and very sexy rock 
star attitude, and his passionate croon can be even 
sexier, especially because he uses it so sparingly; you 
spend the first half of every song begging for him to 
go for the high notes instead of the conceited meowls 
he prefers in the verses. He is backed by a superior 
and innovative rhythm section, with the bass often 
carving out solid hooks of its own that intertwine 
seamlessly with the guitar work, and the drums keep 
the whole thing from evaporating into nonsense just 
the way they should.
 And while Ekkium were intriguing and endear-
ing, I could do without seeing them play and not be 
put out a great deal. But I am already waiting for the 
next Le Poulet De Romance show. Their haughty, 
almost snobbish self-indulgence, mixed so perfectly 
with their honest integrity, should by all rights make 
them star players in Reykjavík’s beleaguered music 
scene, but that scene has been known to disagree with 
me before, so maybe I’ll just have to pretend to hate 
them if I want them to become known.

  

The Músíktilraunir Kids Continue to Shine

By Sindri Eldon   Photo by Kristján Karl
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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   

edda@hoteledda.is

xxxxxx_Edda_Landscape_ad  30/5/06  11:50 am  Page 1

reviews

Keflavík punk prima donnas 
Æla’s debut release is a seri-
ous sufferer of Garage Band 
Syndrome, an illness that 
manifests itself by having a 
lead singer that drags the rest 
of the band down by being 
lame. The rest of the album is 
decent enough, with roaring, 
yet poignantly catchy bass riffs 
and airtight drumming, and 
although the guitars aren’t 
terribly inspired, they don’t 

really need to be, either. It’s 
Halli Valli’s unconvincing and 
forcefully yelped vocals that 
leave one aching for more, 
especially in light of the fact 
that everything else is so tight 
and heartfelt. Only the primal, 
unbridled fury of Halli Valli’s 
screams on Fuglinn Í Fjörunni 
and Rockville/Birgið betrays 
any hint of the greatness Æla 
could achieve, once their sing-
er gets his act together. SE

Shitting Glitter are a so-
so pop band trying to pass 
themselves off as a fashion-
able industrial electro-clash 
band, but it just isn’t working. 
Their attempts at sounding 
danceable, which are usually 
confined to turning up the 
tempo on the drum machine, 
practically reek of insincerity, 
as do singer Amy Crosby’s 
would-be lurid lyrics (“These 
bitches are stocked for days 

/ neat, sweet slut buffet”). 
What is particularly disap-
pointing about Free Along-
side Ship is that it could have 
been a much better album 
than the dated tripe it is, had 
its makers stuck true to their 
songwriting instead of trying 
to keep up with an already-
moribund scene. SE

Æla
Sýnið tillitsemi, 
ég er frávik

We got this CD months ago, 
and we never put it on the 
stereo. It comes in a jewel case, 
just a piss yellow booklet on 
it saying the author and title. 
And then, one day, we put it 
in, and said, “Shouldn’t we 
know this?” With 11 songs, 
the CD glides through a blend 
of high-brow, precisely played, 
baroque-influenced pop. 
Guðlaugur, it turns out, is the 
man behind Þeyr, K.U.K.L, 
some Björk songs, etc. All of 
the great Icelandic music is 
drawn out of this CD, and, 

likely, a few more musicians 
could pull something from 
these compositions to make 
a career. That said, the CD 
prides itself on its many time 
signatures, and takes itself ev-
ery bit as seriously as its yellow 
cover, and the title of its sec-
ond song, the Bergman classic 
Seventh Seal. You know you’re 
listening to something impor-
tant, and your brain is fully 
occupied. But this is definitely 
the equivalent of fine Scandi-
navian cinema. BC

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 Bart Cameron and Sindri Eldon

Worth five beers. Worth three beers. Worth two beers.

Give the Telepathetics credit 
for two things off the bat: an 
amusing name, and a huge 
amount of creative energy – 
meaning they are trying very 
hard to be creative, not that 
they are investing a huge 
amount of interest or intelli-
gence into the creativity. The 
jumps in rhythm, balanced 
by ultra-smooth production, 
have the effect of pouring 
pop rocks into your ears 
with a Coke chaser, which 
is something. But the melo-
dies aren’t all that good; the 
drums, which seem crisp at 
first, get repetitive by track 
3, the lyrics are stone-cold 
dumb, all the worse for the 
perfect production, and for 
the slight slur that frontman 
Eyþór suffers from. A press 
release claimed Telepathetics 

were a big discovery for an 
over-the-hill English pro-
ducer. When you hear that, 
you can expect a Radiohead 
rip off, and we get a good 
portion of that with Ambu-
lance, though with a dash of 
garage band incompetence. 
Somehow, the little f laws, 
and especially the lyrics 
through highly mixed vocals, 
fully undo this record: There 
is no track that can be played 
twice. In fact, none that can 
be listened to all the way 
through. Every song starts 
with a good chord, a hint at 
good pop rhythm, and then 
it falters. Which means that 
this is bad, even by next-big-
thing-in-Britain standards. 
Hopefully, they’ll recover 
and take some time away 
from the studio. BC

Telepathetics
Ambulance
Worth one beer.

Like the Telepathetics above, 
Bela is an Icelander “dis-
covered” by British industry 
people. Like the Telepathet-
ics, Bela has excellent pro-
duction. In fact, Bela sounds 
quite tolerable, with a good 
low voice, and enchanting 
guitar parts. Even the cover 
is neat, kind of. All would 
be great, if it weren’t for the 
elephant in the room – Nick 
Drake. You simply aren’t al-
lowed to borrow someone’s 
singing style, guitar style, 
verse length, production 
style, and overall sound, and 
put your name on it, are you? 
Nick Drake is robbed, utterly 
and completely here. On the 
bright side, the lyrics, while 
not as good as Drake’s – and 
he really wasn’t that good a 
lyricist – aren’t offensively 

bad. It’s just the theft that 
grates. That and this other 
thing: Bela, like Eyþór of 
the Telepathetics, has a slur, 
which comes through on one 
of the worst tracks, Feels Al-
right. Which made me won-
der, what does it take to get 
the nod from British produc-
ers? Sound like an acclaimed 
band that has been accepted 
into mainstream. Dumb it 
down. Add speech impedi-
ment and exotic origins. BC

Bela
Hole and Corner

Worth two beers.

Shitting Glitter
Free Alongside Ship

On the surface, it seems like 
an evil idea: two cutish white 
kids from Akron, Ohio doing 
a six-song EP of covers of the 
greatest, hardest living, rela-
tively unknown Mississippi 
bluesman, Junior Kimbrough. 
Even those of us who were 
fans of the Keys since they 
came to Iceland and ripped 
through an Airwaves set two 
years ago expected failure. 
Chulahoma is, instead, a 
crowning achievement of 
blues, rock, and, hell, Ohio. 
Kimbrough songs aren’t 
standard blues – the guitar 
work wanders, it doesn’t 
drive through the standard 
progression, and Kimbrough 
used to let his voice dance 
on top of the high end. You 
knew he wanted to get up 
and dance, that he was sweet 

inside, somewhere, under his 
gruff exterior. Dan Auerbach 
sings with more force, but 
somehow in exactly that I’m-
ready-to-stop-the-bullshit-
and-get-to-seducing singing. 
The thing with Kimbrough 
was that the microphone 
was something he seemed to 
think of as bullshit – some of 
the best lyrics were blurred 
in his Fat Possum recordings. 
Auerbach adds that touch of 
polish, both on vocals and 
guitar that allow these, the 
best blues songs in the genre, 
to get put on the shelf they 
deserve.
 If you have the money, 
and you have access to a glass 
of whiskey, a woman, and a 
small amount of dance space, 
you have got to purchase this 
EP. BC

Worth six beers.

Black Keys
Chulahoma, the Songs 
of junior Kimbrough

Guðlaugur Kristinn 
Óttarsson
Dense Time
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For eight kilometres I’ve been ascending the barren 
wasteland of Hrafntinnusker, 900 metres above sea 
level. The snow, common here even in mid-summer, 
provides a little more resistance. But the contrast of 
snow against field, and the feeling of exhaustion itself, 
provide a kind of euphoria.
 Then I notice the gravestone. Ido was just 25 and he 
lost his life there, caught by a sudden blizzard, unable to 
reach the nearby Höskuskáli hut. I shiver. 
 The warden at the hut in Landmannalaugar had 
warned me about something. “Two persons died on the 
trail over the last three years,” she explained, noticing 
my expression of surprise as I was invited to write down 
my name and expected hiking itinerary in a thick book, 
an understandable precaution.
 It is Tuesday. My day started in Reykjavík early this 
morning: the only bus to Landmannalaugar leaves daily 
at 8:30 a.m. from the BSÍ Bus Terminal. In spite of a 
spectacular drive along the Fjallabak route, my arrival at 
the Landmannalaugar hut and campground was spoilt 
by wet weather: I had never experienced rain in this part 
of Iceland and counted that my good luck could hold 
on. Eventually it did: once I was finally ready to set out 
for my trip – at around 14:00 – the drizzle had actually 
ceased. 
 Laugavegurinn is what Icelanders call the fifty-
four-kilometre trek between Landmannalaugar and 
Þórsmörk, a spectacular trail acknowledged as the 
Queen of Icelandic hikes. Quite curiously, Laugavegur 
is also the name of the main shopping street in down-
town Reykjavík. Fortunately enough, the similarities do 
not go much further.
 This is the fourth time I am hiking the trail, but my 
first time starting from the north, Laugavegur, instead 
of Þorsmörk. Also, for the first time I am going to try 

to complete the walk in just two days, compared to the 
three or even four usually spent to cover the distance. 

Day 1: Landmannalaugar – Álftavatn (21.9 km)
Landmannalaugar is one of the most celebrated loca-
tions in Iceland and certainly this credit is well de-
served. Whatever disastrous forces have been torment-
ing these lands, they have created an incredible treasure 
of geological phenomena: lava fields, fumaroles, hot 
springs and rhyolite formations (the mineral compound 
responsible for the characteristic red colouration) follow 
at a breathtaking pace. With a puzzling chromatic di-
versity (vivid shades of red, green, blue, grey and yellow) 
providing the perfect counterpoint to the smooth and 
rounded shapes that fill the landscape, no detail seems 
to have been left to random chance. It feels like staring 
at a geology handbook written by the Creator himself, 
introducing the most friendly and creative face of vol-
canism: some sort of artistic touch lends charm to this 
place, rather than the dramatic and desolate intensity 
that characterises other volcanic areas of the country.
 Surrounded by colourful hills and ravines, the 
path winds up for eight kilometres, from 550m to the 
900m ASL where the Hrafntinnusker desolation lies. 
Approaching the pass, the chilled winds battering this 
snow-covered desert increase my sense of weariness 
and slow down my pace. Eventually, though, I arrive at 
Höskuskáli, the first hut on the way to Þórsmörk, 10.3 
kilometres from my starting point. 
 A few people are already inside, enjoying the 
warmth that even a basic shelter can offer in the remote 
places of the world. The people I meet will spend the 
night here, in spite of some difficulties: the hut stands 
in a great position, but in windy and clouded weather, 
surrounded as it is by threatening peaks and snowfields, 

The Grapevine’s Lonesome Traveller 
The Laugavegur Trail in two days… okay, three

by fabrizio frascaroli    photos by fabrizio frascaroli

it can look unfriendly and rather forbidding. I mean to 
stick to my plan and keep on until the next stop.
 Beyond the hut, the path continues its run across a 
rhyolitic plateau, the altitude steadily around 1,000 me-
tres ASL. It is a region riddled by ravines, where curves 
in the landscape and the red colouration of the rocks 
constitute the visual leitmotif. 
 Thanks to the relatively late hour, a sense of epic 
solitude is finally coming to envelop me: a few kilo-
metres from the Höskuskáli hut, I realise I have only 
seen two hikers as of yet. The path starts to gradu-
ally descend, the soil becomes muddy, steaming vents 
and thermal waters resurface, often cutting their way 
through the mantle of snow. 
 And here, as an epiphany, I get to realise why so 
many well-meaning philanthropists tried so hard to 
convince me that the only and right way to walk Lau-
gavegurinn is southwards from Landmannalaugar to 
Þórsmörk. If you are lucky enough with the weather, the 
views disclosing ridge after ridge are just indescribable. 
As I push forward, the thick veil of clouds lift from the 
horizon, revealing in all its glory the Álftavatn valley 
beneath, the volcanic formations Stórasula and Stóra-
Grænafjall with their typical pyramidal shape and the 
sharp and snow-clad pinnacles of the Tindfjallajökull 
glacier further southwest. 
 The descent towards the valley is a steep and abrupt 
affair. In a very short while, I am catapulted back to 550 
metres ASL, in a completely mutated environment: all 
around is a tender and green country, asleep in some sort 
of idyllic stillness in the late hours of the evening.
 I arrive at the Álftavatn campground at around 
21:30, after having covered 21.9 kilometres in one day. 
The welcome from the site warden is mostly warm: I 
wonder whether some kind of misunderstanding leads 
her to think that I am someone else (after all, I was also 
mistaken for a travel guide and a voluntary worker ear-
lier in the day), but no, she just seems happy to receive 
visitors. 
 A warm meal and the day is over. The clouds are 
low and threatening, but moving fast. According to my 
GPS device the pressure is rising. I expect it will be 
sunny weather tomorrow.

Day 2: Álftavatn – Botnar (16.5 km)
If I had to pick a single favourite place in Iceland, Álfta-

vatn would have a good chance of winning the compe-
tition. A deep-blue lake immersed in intensely green 
surroundings, sharp peaks and glaciers in the horizon, 
provide all the ingredients for what seems a perfect 
fairy-tale setting. Capping it all is Stóra-Grænafjall: 
a great emerald-green mountain shaped like a perfect 
pyramid overlooking the area.
 The weather is fair, mild, sunny and still, as the 
Icelandic highlands seldom are. I woke up a bit late, 
but some recovery was necessary after the effort of the 
day before. I look around the campsite: the dozen tents 
pitched last evening are down, and everyone is intent to 
get ready for the day. 
 Yesterday’s rounded forms and red tints have given 
way to sharper and markedly angular shapes, while 
green has taken over as dominant colour. It is roughly a 
six-kilometre walk from Álftavatn to the glacial stream 
Bláfjallakvísl. The river is not bridged and has to be 
forded: nothing really demanding, except from the ut-
terly glacial water, which leaves me numb for a couple of 
minutes. More and more people are on the way, as most 
are travelling in large groups.
 The river is like a demarcating line between two 
separate stages in the trek: once crossed, an abrupt 
change occurs in the environment. Grass and moss dis-
appear and are replaced by a desert field of pumice and 
black sand. The angles in the landscapes seem to f latten 
and get squeezed into a desolate plain, which extends 
towards the horizon. Mýrdalsjökull, the great glacier, is 
all of a sudden an intrusive presence close in the east. 
 The black volcanic sand turns out to be an even 
worse walking ground than the snow of the day before. 
My steps get slow and heavy, the backpack has never felt 
like such a burden and even my legs seem on their way 
to giving out. I surely am not in the best shape ever and 
the long march of the day before seems to have almost 
drained my energy. I suddenly see the hope to complete 
Laugavegurinn in only two days fading away. The grim 
loneliness of the surroundings provides very little com-
fort to my thoughts and sense of weariness.
 The rest of the day becomes a mere exercise in will. 
I feel stiff and thirsty, struggling to carry on. After 
fording the river, I have come across no more streams, 
and my half-litre supply turned out to be way too little 

>>> continues on next page
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for such a warm day. At one point, the path intersects the 
4WD track, and an Austrian in his family van stops: “Hiking 
here all alone?” he asks me – more surprised than sarcastic, I 
like to think. “Yes, it’s great!” I answer, trying to look as happy 
and proud of myself as the circumstances enable me – but I 
know I sounded not nearly convincing.
 When I arrive to the Botnar campsite, the GPS reads 16.5 
km from Álftavatn. It is about 17:00 – I am perfectly in line 
with my schedule and for a second I am tempted to continue 
on, but it does not take me long to realise that it would be just 
gratuitous self-destruction. Many people find hiking a maso-
chistic enough practise without the need of pushing it too far: I 
will spend the night here.
 The campsite is busy. All the available ground is occupied 
by tents, two Icelandic mountain guides are showing off at 
the barbecue, and this guy travelling alone is giving everyone 
his best smile with the hope to get invited for some late-night 
conversation. I enjoy little or none of this: after a rather frugal 
bite, I reveal to the observers my identity as the only declared 
smoker on the Laugavegurinn trek and finally collapse in my 
sleeping bag, praying my body will give me an easier time 
tomorrow.

Day 3: Botnar – Þórsmörk (16.6 km)
In a dramatic break with tradition, I wake up pretty early in 
the morning. I had a long and dreamless sleep and feel almost 
wholly recovered. There is no time to lose, so I start packing at 
once: I am determined to reach Þórsmörk before 15:00, just in 
time to catch the bus to Reykjavík. 
 Today the horizon is dominated by glaciers. There are three 
in my line of sight, their perpetual snow glinting in the distance. 
The day is coming out warm and bright and the last stage of 
Laugavegurinn makes for an easy trek. It is a varied and diversi-
fied environment, eliciting a peaceful sense of fascination under 
the summer sun. A footbridge leads across the barren gorge that 
the river Fremri-Emstruá – stemming from the westernmost 
borders of Mýrdalsjökull – has eroded. Small oases of shiny 
moss, desolate fields of black sand (again!) and segments of 
wasteland left behind by the glaciers’ retreat alternate in a rapid 
sequence. 
 Gradually, the vegetation returns. The appearance of 
small bushes is the unequivocal sign that the woody valley of 
Þórsmörk is drawing near. Created by the patient labour of 
the three encircling glaciers – Mýrdalsjökull, Tindfjallajökull 
and Eyjafjallajökull – Þórsmörk is a rarity in Icelandic nature, 
one of the very few forested areas in the country. It is also a big 
party place, where Icelanders can express at best their peculiar 
conception of camping and their passion for barbecued meat and 
sing-alongs.
 After a last climb, the path will cross a swift stream and 
then make its entrance into the woods of Þórsmörk. It is past 
noon and I realise that I am soaking. This is not just a warm 
day. This is one of the hottest days I have memory of in Iceland. 
 The last river has to be forded. Under some circumstances 
(a long sequence of rainy days, for example) it can prove a rather 
tricky affair. It presents no real challenge today: the level of 
the water is low and the stream weak, but this is unusual in my 
experience – if you ever travel this way, apply some extra care at 
this last ford; if possible, do not do it alone. 
 The entrance into the valley of Þórsmörk is accompanied 
by the fragrant smell of brushwood. In this season, mushrooms 
and blue flowers are pullulating under the trees and I recognise 
that this last part of the trip makes quite a soothing experience. 
There are three huts and campgrounds in Þórsmörk, dislocated 
over the area. I direct my steps towards Húsadalur, the western-
most one: it is here that the connection buses to Reykjavík arrive 
and leave. If I had more time at my disposal, I would prob-
ably head for Langidalur or Básar, deeper in the valley. They 
make the ideal starting point for another popular trail, which 
represents the natural appendix to Laugavegurinn. It is the trek 
leading southwards from Þórsmörk, across the Fimmvörðuháls 
pass and in close proximity to the Mýrdalsjökull and Eyjafjalla-
jökull glaciers, all the way down to Skógar, near the coast on the 
Ring Road. It is a magnificent 25km walk, which I would gladly 
tread again, if I had one more day.
 When I reach Húsadalur, I have covered 16.6 km from Bot-
nar, while a total of 55 km have been left behind since I was in 
Landmannalaugar. Although I found myself knowing the route 
by heart, step after step, walking Laugavegurinn proved again 
to be a challenging, if fulfilling, experience. The fact that the 
hike is easily accessible (at least weather permitting) to anyone 
in acceptable physical shape and provides such an excellent and 
complete overview of the diverse facets of Icelandic nature have 
clearly contributed to the trail’s popularity outside the country’s 
borders during recent years. 
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Gear and equipment
– Once you are wearing a good pair of hiking boots and are 
fitted with sufficient clothing to cope with the most diverse 
weather conditions (a warm fleece jacket and a water- and 
wind-proof shell are indispensable) you should basically be 
fine. 
– Trekking poles can provide some welcome help in the 
steepest fractions of the trail. Also, do not forget that you 
will have to ford a few rivers: tight sandals or an old pair of 
sneakers will serve you well for this purpose.
– The path is usually well marked and – except in forbidding 
weather conditions – orientation should not present an issue. 
By no means should you need a GPS device on this trek. 

Transportation
– Buses leave daily from the BSÍ Terminal in Reykjavík to 
Landmannalaugar (8:30), Þórsmörk (8:30) and Skógar (8:30).
Return buses to Reykjavík run daily from Landmannalaugar 
at 14:30, Þórsmörk at 7:20 and 15:30, and Skógar at 7:55 and 
14:15.

Accommodation
– Ferðafélag Íslands (the Icelandic Touring Club) runs the 
huts and campgrounds on the way. Fees go from 800 ISK for 
a tent spot to 2,000 ISK for a place inside the huts. 
– It is advisable to book the huts in advance, as in high season 
they tend to quickly fill up with organised tours.
– The Laugavegurinn trek stretches over a protected natural 
reserve: for this reason, wild camping is strictly forbidden 
(while tolerated in most parts of Iceland).

Practical Information

4�



A circus of a town
As we drove into Seyðisfjörður, our eyes focused on 
the quaint pool of ocean water stretching from the 
fjord ahead of us and into the centre of the little town, 
complete with a cute little bridge and a dog blissfully 
splashing in the water, we headed straight for the only 
sign of life we saw: a girl wearing a striped business suit 
standing on the roof of a lean-to.
 From a hundred metres away I could see that she 
was yelling something, but I couldn’t make out what it 
was. As we drove closer, now with our windows rolled 
down and the music turned off, I could just barely make 
out what she was saying.
 “Why didn’t you come to my birthday?” she yelled 
out, now pretending to cry, smearing the black painted 
bags under her eyes and white paint covering the rest of 
her face. “I’m talking to you! Don’t you like me? Look at 
me!” pathetically, she plopped down on the edge of the 
roof and stared down.
 Following her gaze, I saw that she wasn’t alone; be-
low her in the parking lot of Seyðisfjörður’s community 
centre was a group of teenagers, all dressed in the same 
awkwardly formal business attire with their faces void of 
colour, skulking around and shouting.
 Driving through town, every phrase I heard was 
more ridiculous than the next. One guy, his face 
smeared with thick globs of grey paint, was selling free 
time, or rather, selling time... for free. A girl with thick 
black sunglasses covering most of her face was selling 
strips of white paper, which she said were “borderlines” 
while yet another was trying to vend air muffins with 
the selling point that they were fat-free.
 Finally, deciding this scene was well worth a closer 
look, we parked the car and got out to join a woman and 

a little kid on a bicycle intently watching a young man 
standing on the roof of a house across the road. The 
woman, obviously one of his kind, was singing. “Jump!” 
she yelled, “ jump now!”
 The guy, pacing back and forth on the steep roof, 
kept losing his nerve to jump off, and finally just took to 
staring up at the sky. 
 “Life sucks,” he let out with a low whine. The kid 
below, obviously not getting that this was some sort of 
street theatre, or perhaps just getting it more than every-
one else, stood laughing and pointing up in the air. 
 “Jump then!” he said, now getting on his red bike to 
move on to taunt another unhappy artist. “Life doesn’t 
suck. Life is cool, you’re just an asshole jumping off a 
roof.”
 Turning from the suicidal business-clown-man I 
passed the woman, now idling in the middle of the road. 
“Avoid all that; get invisible,” she said, looking straight at 
me and reaching out her hands holding a stack of birth-
day hats and a sign that read “invisibility hat 500£.”
 The offer was rhetorical, I suppose, as her attention 
shifted quickly from my bewildered smile to that of 
my photographer across the street, and slowly, almost 
comatose, she shuff led her legs towards the sidewalk, 
to the great relief of the cars now lining up behind her. 
I headed toward the community centre parking lot. 
Bathed in the sparkling morning sun, a group of young 
women sat in the grass, each one looking less pleased 
than the next and silently reading a different section of 
the newspaper. Not looking up at me as I passed, they 
didn’t seem to notice either the young man on a balcony 
behind them, with iPod headphones in his ears, scream-
ing his lungs out.
 Wanting to take in the full effect of the scene and 

The Wild, Wild East
The Grapevine travels to the end of the world: 
L.ung.A in Seyðisfjörður

by valgerður þóroddsdóttir   photos by skari

perhaps figure out what the fuck was going on, I made 
my way over to a swing set, a refreshingly cheerful 
looking, normal swing set without any dramatic mono-
logues, and sat down, but before I could even finish 
writing “street theatre satire?” in my notebook, the noise 
stopped. Just like that, they were all gone. In a matter 
of seconds, they had managed to get down from their 
intimidating heights, pick up the sagging corners of 
their mouths, and bolt.
 No one was left but the kid on the red bike, bliss-
fully riding up and down the empty street with an invis-
ibility hat on his head and a fistful of shredded paper. 
“Borderline!” he said and laughed his evil little snicker, 
“Borderlines!”

Small talk in Little Lebanon
The emotional teenagers turned out not to be the disaf-
fected youth of Seyðisfjörður, but rather members of 
L.ung.A’s (art festival of the young people of the east) 
art workshop. Having trained and performed all week, 

the instructors and participants in the workshops, all 
between the ages of 16-25, went out with a bang in a gi-
ant circus-like performance, of which their street theatre 
was only a preview. 
 The show was spectacular, complete with acrobatics, 
gymnastics, theatre, song and social commentary. This 
would, however and unfortunately, be my only glimpse 
of LungA’s enormous art programme that stretched the 
entire preceding week. What I got in heavy volumes in-
stead was its musical peak: a “HUGE” six-hour concert 
event, a dance featuring Todmobile and the drunken 
balderdash inherent in any Icelandic social gathering.
 An hour before the show was scheduled to start, me, 
my photographer and a fellow journalist decided to start 
preparing for what would surely be a long night. The 
three things I had expected to see in fantastic excess this 

weekend were thus far severely lacking: people, bands, 
and liquor. After hearing from Palli (Páll Ragnar Páls-
son from the band Fræ) that he and his girlfriend had 
had to f lee the campsite the night before since “it was 
like spending a night in Lebanon”, we decided to start 
there... at the campsite that is.
 Entering one of the almost empty lots, we found 
neither booze nor bands, but instead two guys and a girl 
standing around a small portable grill on top of a picnic 
table. The grill, made essentially out of tin foil, had 
burned a hole through the centre of the table, and now 
sat sprawled over three thin strips of charcoaled wood. 
The three kids were staring at it blankly, from time to 
time pouring water from a beer bottle, neither amused 
nor dissatisfied with the outcome of their attempted 
lunch. 
 Beside the grill sat a pack of scorched hot dogs. 
“Has the groundskeeper seen this?” I asked. “Yeah,” one 
of the guys said and laughed, staring down as if still 
mesmerised by the long-gone fire. We small-talked, 

mostly about food and our desire to consume it, and af-
ter informing our new friends that the night’s festivities 
were indeed beginning in an hour, one of them casually 
replied, “That’s cool... I’ll just have to buy a couple of 
gallons of alcohol and drink from five to five.”
 At the next lot, we found another small group, again 
two guys and a girl, sitting in lawn chairs, and again, 
staring off into space. They seemed to have little to say 
about the upcoming concert, except that last weekend 
had been “a lot crazier”, and that, all being from the 
east, none of them had travelled great distances to arrive 
here. Nonetheless, they all looked tired, dishevelled, and 
blissfully unaware of what was going on. If I had found 
any theme in the festivities so far, it was either “laid-
back” or “hung-over”.

“Jump then!” he said, now getting on his red bike to move on 
to taunt another unhappy artist. “Life doesn’t suck. Life is cool, 
you’re just an asshole jumping off a roof.”
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Seyðisfjörður
A relatively large percentage of foreign tourists in Iceland 
travel around the country by car. Conditions in Iceland 
are in many ways unusual, and often quite unlike that 
which foreign drivers are accustomed. It is therefore very 
important to find out how to drive in this country. We know 
that the landscapes are beautiful, which naturally draws 
the attention of driver away from the road. But in order 
to reach your destination safely, you must keep your full 
attention on driving.

This article is intended to point out the main dangers when 
driving in Iceland, especially the unusual ones that may 
come as a complete surprise to foreign drivers.

What are the speed limits?
The speed limit in urban areas 
is usually 50 km/hr. Speed limit 
signs are usually not posted 
unless it is other than 50 km/hr. 
The speed limit is often 60 
km/hr on thruways, but in 
residential areas it is usually 
only 30 km/hr. The main rule on 
highways is that gravel roads 
have a speed limit of 80 km/hr, 
and paved roads 90 km/hr. 
Signs indicate if other speed 
limits apply.

Gravel roads, blind hills & 
blind curves
A common 
place for 
accidents to 
occur on urban 
roads is where 
a paved road 
suddenly changes to gravel. 
The main reason is that drivers 
do not reduce speed before 
the changeover to gravel, 
and consequently lose control. 
Loose gravel on road shoulders 
has also caused a great 
number of accidents. When 
driving on gravel roads—which 
are often quite narrow––it is 
important to show caution 
when approaching another 
car coming from the opposite 
direction by moving as far to 
the right as is safely possible. 

Blind hills––where lanes are 
not separate––can be very 
dangerous, and should be 
approached with caution. 
There are also many blind 
curves in Iceland that test a 
driver’s skill.

Single-lane bridges
There are many 
single-lane
bridges on the 
Ring Road. 
The actual 
rule is that the 
car closer to the bridge has 
the right-of-way. However, it 
is wise to stop and assess the 
situation, i.e. attempt to see 
what the other driver plans to 
do. This sign indicates that a 
single-lane bridge is ahead.

Livestock on the road
In Iceland, you can expect 
livestock to be on or alongside 
the road. It is usually sheep, 
but sometimes horses and 
even cows can be in your 
path. This is common all over 
the country, and can be 
very dangerous. Sometimes 
a sheep is on one side of 
the road and her lambs 

on the other side. Under 
these conditions––which are 
common––it is a good rule to 
expect the lambs or the sheep 
to run to the other side.

Seatbelts are required by 
law
In Iceland, drivers and 
passengers are required by law 
to wear seatbelts, regardless 
of the type of vehicle or where 
they are seated. Investigations 
of fatal accidents in recent 
years have shown that a large 
majority of those who died 
did not have their seatbelts 
fastened. Wearing seatbelts is 
especially important because 
of the nature of accidents 
in Iceland: many of them 
involve vehicles driving off the 
road and rolling over.  In such 
accidents, seatbelts often 
mean the difference between 
life and death. It should be 
noted that children must either 
wear seatbelts, or be in car 
safety seats, depending on 
their age and maturity.

Necessary to bear in mind
It is against the law to operate 
a vehicle in Iceland after 
having consumed alcohol, 
and the punishment for 
violating this law is rather stiff. 

Iceland requires that vehicle 
headlights be on at all times, 
day and night, when driving. 

It is strictly forbidden to drive 
off-road. Such driving results 
in serious damage to sensitive 
vegetation, which may take 
nature decades to repair.

Foreign travellers requiring 
information regarding road 
and driving conditions 
should visit the Public Road 
Administration’s website at 
www.vegagerdin.is

It should be noted that the 
Road Traffic Directorate 
has produced a video for 
foreign drivers, which covers 
all the points that have 
been mentioned here. The 
video can be viewed on the 
Directorate’s website,
www.us.is (under the English 
version).

Thisis an 

advertisement

How to drive in 
Iceland
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Let’s look at visual art - Icelandic art for children
We drove out from the tent site still empty-handed, but within 
minutes seemed to be blessed by God’s grinning smile bathing 
the parking lot of the community centre in a heavenly light 
because there, shortly off in the distance, was every band 
member scheduled to play that evening. Miri, The Foreign 
Monkeys, Tony the Pony, Benny Crespo’s Gang, Sometime, 
Biggi and the Bigital Orchestra, Ghostigital, Fræ, and Ampop 
were scheduled to go on in an hour, in that order, but as of 
now, none of the bands had seen the line-up. Antsy as they 
must have been, no one looked too stressed, and casually hud-
dled around the coordinator on the steps of the building, they 
listened quietly to his simple instructions for the evening. In an 
almost pep-talk-like but in no way desperate voice, the coordi-
nator seemed to be saying “Let’s go now, let’s get this together. 
Make it professional. Make this good.”

Laid-back to maniac in 12 short hours
The concert drew a surprisingly large crowd right from its start, 
considering that it wasn’t even dinner time yet, and most of the 
crowd even looked excited to be there. I could tell because they 
had all dressed up, all of them. In their best mini skirts and leg-
gings and classic pinstriped button-ups, Seyðisfjörður’s underage 
population crowded the entrance to the concert.
 Miri took the stage first and started the night off with a 

good tone. Fading in and out of interesting meditations, the 
band’s heavy and often penetrating bass almost made up for a 
lack of vocals, and at its best moments, the incredibly tight but 
laid-back instrumentals became almost transcendental. The 
crowd was calm but interested, not overly enthusiastic but, 
dare I say it, laid-back. There was an overwhelming sense of 
comfort in the entire scene, as if these kids had invited these 
bands into their little niche, into this quiet and natural world 
of theirs for a night, and nothing could rush them.
 Unassuming and clad in sweater vests, the four boys of 
The Foreign Monkeys picked up the intensity the second they 
walked on stage. Their short set was exactly what live shows 
are made for. With a pure-adrenaline stage performance, they 
managed, even at the very climax of their intensity, to throw 
out a few punches; the ground was not just vibrating, it was 
hopping. Singing into the music, rather than on top of it, 
Bjarki’s vocals provided the perfect amount of spontaneity to 
the performance, and when he finally pulled himself out of his 
rock-induced trance-like state, he looked like he was going to 
faint. 
 With the amount of energy the four tiny boys were throw-
ing around on stage, the kids in the audience should have been 
throwing themselves around and f lipping the fuck out of their 
perfectly groomed scene-hair-dos, but, alas, that intensity was 

left hanging in the air long after the boys left the stage, and, 
eventually settling on the dirty gym floor, was trampled on 
and carried out by someone’s chequered Vans.
 The unfortunate task of following up the Monkeys came to 
Tony the Pony, and the drop in energy was more than notice-
able. Pony was good but uninteresting, and the lead singer, in a 
vain attempt to engage the audience in his music on a super-
ficial level, felt the need to thank the crowd after every song. 
Pony’s main problem perhaps was their mixing; the musicians 
all obviously knew what they were doing, but their catchy 
intros either got lost somewhere in the pile of sound or were 
simply just taken nowhere. In the last song, however, the band 
gave a glimpse of its potential, with a strong hook and vocals 
with some measurable force. In the end, however, the band still 
barely managed to transcend pointlessness, and the audience 
was left to wonder just what exactly they were trying to say.
 The Benny Crespo’s Gang was a fireball of pensive and 
high intensity rock. Floating somewhere between a crackling 
electro pop and a heavy indie-coma, they produced unpreten-
tious and deceivingly simple cogitations that hinged together 
into a melting pot of ideas and genres. The performance drew 
the most appreciative audience of the night, that is, apprecia-
tive in a sober kind of way, and a few people even felt the 
“groove” enough to take to sitting on the steps to the stage, 
smoking their cigarettes and swaying. 
 Sometime is a band I wish I could hate, yet, blending 
singer Diva De La Rosa’s high and drifty voice with unbear-
ably catchy sound-mixing by Curver, Danni from Maus, and 
DJ Dice, they took the techno formula to a new level. The 
band was good at what they did, and the voice, while in many 
ways ref lecting a techno crispness and sound, brought a human 
quality to the music. Not pretending to be anything other 
than it obviously was, shallow techno lounge music, Sometime 
managed to be impressively enjoyable.
 From there the concert travelled a rocky downward slope. 
Biggi and the Bigital Orchestra did not impress, curling itself 
into a tighter and tighter ball of blah as their set went on; 
Birgir Örn’s vocals took over the whole production and left 
his diverse “orchestra” with little hope of creating anything 
interesting. Ghostigital redeemed the night a little bit with 
its usual stunning stream of consciousness awesomeness, and 
the crowd, now well into “tipsy” and heading for “wasted”, ate 
it up. Fræ’s performance was easy, but by then the crowd had 
grown so massive and eager for a good time that the band got 
the best reception of the night, even drawing a “More! More!” 
at the end of their set.
 Ampop finished off the show with their expected glamour. 
The only band with lyrics that could stand on their own, they 
were also the only band that had to compete with the audience 
for vocal time; at the most sensitive of moments, and believe 
me, there were many, talking in the crowd overpowered singer 
Biggi. Despite that, the band performed with impressive pro-
fessionalism while still managing to warm up to the crowd by 
removing various articles of clothing.

The sweet scent of bile
 With the concert over, and now with a steady ringing in 
my left ear, I suspected that I was probably the only person 
who had watched what turned out to be a full seven hours of 
concert time. Indeed even my travel mates had been unable to 
stand the full length of the concert, and had wandered in and 
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The Culture House - Þjóðmenningarhúsið

Hverfi sgata 15, 101 Reykjavík   
s. +354 545 1400   

The exhibit is on view from 29.06.2006 - 27.02.2007.  Open daily from 11 am – 5 pm

Bus stop and parking close by on Hverfi sgata 
Guided tours booking; tel. + 354 545 1406

ICELANDIC FASHION 2006

Nine of Iceland’s top fashion designers reveal 
38 extraordinary pieces in Iceland’s fi rst exhibit 
which focuses only on fashion in the new 
Icelandic culture.

JÓ
N

S
S

O
N

 &
 L

E
’M

A
C

K
S

 •
  jl.is

  •
  S

ÍA
  Photo: H

eim
o S

cm
idt / Spaksm

annsspjarir  Curator: M
atthias W

agner K   

>>> continues on next page



out and spent a good portion of the night drinking and relax-
ing with some of the earlier performers. From what I heard 
about the happenings outside the concert hall, people seemed 
to be taking things at their own pace, letting the alcohol and 
fog steadily creeping into the fjord wash over them.
 As the night went on, however, the kids, aged everywhere 
between late teens and late twenties, started to feel unfulfilled. 
And so, coming out into the parking lot after the show, I found 
the place transformed. What had once been a fresh breath of 
unpolluted air in a natural play land, the east’s niche of culture, 
now looked a lot like Laugavegur on a Friday/Saturday night. 
This was unmistakably the festival’s tense end.
 Sitting on a small wall overlooking the scene, I tried to 
find in the air a final whiff of the day’s earlier comfort and 
calm charm. Just below my feet a young kid vomited a steady 
pool of bile into an oversized f lower pot and to my right, al-
most simultaneously, a pair of wool-sweater-clad guys in their 
early twenties started a spitting fight, eventually resorting to 
their beers for added juice.
 Driving past the community centre on our way out of town 
the next morning we saw a trio of old men hosing down the 
parking lot. Almost unable to stand behind the force of the 
giant fire-truck hoses, they nonetheless had managed to wash 
away all the alcohol, bodily f luids, cigarettes and general filth 
left behind the night before. While the youth slept away the 
morning, the town had gotten up with the sun, had a cup of 
coffee and ironed out the wrinkles in its nicest party dress. By 
anyone’s standards, the concert had been a success, and with 
L.ung.A, Seyðisfjörður had indeed managed to bring a slice 
of Reykjavík culture to its isolated post. Even if, by the end of 
the night, the comfortable tranquillity embracing the town had 
disappeared, in the morning there were people who understood 
its value enough to want to bring it back. 
 As I saw last night’s puke wash into the gutter, I finally 
caught a whiff of something in the air. Something not related 
to the digestive process. Reykjavík was a million kilometres 
away from here, and for a moment, I was smelling the fantasy 
of Seyðisfjörður.

Car provided by Hertz Car Rental, Fluvallarvegei, 
101 Reykjavík, Tel.: 505-0600

Accommodations provided by Hótel Edda, Tel.: 444-4000, 
www.hoteledda.is
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Álafossvegur 23 - Mosfellsbær
Tel. 566 6303 - www.alafoss.is

TAKE THE WARMTH WITH YOU!

Open:
Monday - Friday: 

9:00 - 18:00

Saturdays: 
9:00 - 16:00

Since 1896
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Álafossvegur 23 - Mosfellsbær
Tel. 566 6303 - www.alafoss.is

Wool & Souvenirs Shop 
in a Country Village near the city 

Tel: (+354) 555 3565 Fax: (+354) 554 7420 info@elding.isReykjavík harbour

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

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

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

www.elding.is
or visitCall us on

555 3565

WhalesWhales &&
Puffin IslandPuffin Island
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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

Óttar Martin Norðfjörð (b. 1980) holds an M.A. in philosophy and has published three books 
of poetry with Nýhil, the most recent one being Gleði og glötun (2005), and one novel with 
Mál og menning Press (Barnagælur, 2005). He currently works as a journalist and is comple-
ting his second novel.

The work printed below needs no translation, an example of the experiments with satire that 
he carried out in his recent collection, Gleði og glötum. 

Nýhil Poetry in the Grapevine
Óttar Martin Norðfjörð

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

poetry
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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

The right jeep for a journey in Iceland

+354 50 50 600 • www.hertz.is

Hertz locations in Iceland: Keflavík Airport, Reykjavík, Ísafjörður, Akureyri, Höfn, Egilsstaðir
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In Iceland there are many beautiful places to explore that can only be visited with the 

help of a jeep. Instead of being in a crowded tour bus you can plan a trip on your own.

Hertz has a great variety of jeeps and 4WD vehicles to choose from. We have 7 rental 

locations around Iceland and several service stations along the way.

We are your car rental experts in Iceland.
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 “Governments and politi-
cians in… the new member 

states of the European Union, 
need to understand they can-
not choose who gets human 

rights. If they want to partici-
pate and be taken seriously 
in the European community 
they have to grant everyone 
equal rights or risked being 
thrown out of all important 

institutions of Europe.” 
Heimir Már Pétursson issues an ultima-
tum to the anti-homosexual stances of 

certain governments. 

Page 12.

“A sudden catastrophic 
event can turn an otherwise 

normal person into a drooling 
vegetable. Sometimes, it’s a 
slow and steady decline into 
complete, babbling, window-

licking lunacy,” 
Erik Davidek explains the intricacies of 

immigrating to Iceland. 

Page 14.

“It is known for heavy drink-
ing, drug use and a time for 

insane teenage gangs to tor-
ment small towns,” 

Steinunn Jakobsdóttir prepares us for 
Iceland’s most infamous drinking binge. 

Page 16.

“It doesn’t matter if you ask 
an Icelander who just so hap-
pens to be looking for some 
rope to hang himself with 

– when asked how he’s doing, 
he’s still going to respond 
with the classic Icelandic 

‘Really good, thanks!’ 
Dofri Hermannsson on Icelandic happi-

ness. 

Page 20.

“Why didn’t you come to my 
birthday? I’m talking to you! 
Don’t you like me? Look at 

me!” 
First words spoken to the Grapevine team 

when visiting LungA, the young artists 
festival in Seyðisfjörður. 
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