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Synopsis 

 This report describes a hiking expedition from the northernmost to the southernmost point of 

Iceland that took place in July 2016. It was undertaken by Michal Masny (PPE graduate from the 

University of Warwick) and Ignac Kowalczuk (Law graduate from King’s College London). The 

crossing started on 15.07.2016 at 15:30 and finished on 27.07.2016 at 18:20, so technically it was 

completed in 12 days and three hours. The expedition was generously funded by the Lord Rootes 

Memorial Fund at the University of Warwick.  
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1. Introduction 

Motivation for the project 

 I wanted to embark on this journey for a wide variety of reasons. First, I had always enjoyed 

walking and hiking. Many people find it hard to understand, but the pleasure derived from walking 

is, for me, comparable to the pleasure derived from a sexual act. It is difficult to count how many 

short and long hiking expeditions I have completed since the age of 13. 

 Second, not long before coming up with the idea of travelling to Iceland, I had realised that I 

have the capacity to push myself beyond the apparent physical limits. In September 2015 I 

completed a 360 km solo hike along the coastline of Poland. I devised the route myself, walked 

directly by the sea for the most part, crossed sandy beaches, slept in the woods, and cooked my own 

meals. I covered the distance of more than one marathon each day. 

 Third, Iceland is one of the most beautiful and solitary places in the world. I originally 

planned to complete the crossing alone, partly because of what is captured in Thoreau’s comment “I 

have never found a companion that was so companionable as solitude”. My 360 km hike along the 

coastline of Poland was one of the most spiritual and rewarding experiences of my life, and I was 

convinced that Iceland would offer me even more. 

 Fourth, this expedition was meant to be a natural continuation of my previous trips and an 

important step towards achieving my ultimate dream of hiking Te Araroa - a 3000 km trail across 

New Zealand. I was convinced that crossing Iceland on foot would give me the experiences and the 

confidence sufficient to make it happen. 

What changed since the proposal 

 First and foremost, I found myself a partner. In all fairness, I did not find him, but rather he 

found me. Shortly after finishing a draft of my proposal I went for a drink with two friends of mine 

and started telling them about my plans. At some point Ignac interrupted me and expressed his 

interested in joining me. I was sceptical at first. I knew that the journey would require extraordinary 

physical endurance, and Ignac was not the most physically active person I knew. Beyond that, I 

knew that it would require mental resilience. It is not enough to like the idea of crossing Iceland on 

foot, the outcome. One also has to like the idea of waking up everyday in a claustrophobic tent, 

eating lye food, ignoring the pain, and walking some 40 kilometres each day, often in rain. I was 

confident that Ignac signed up for the first idea, but I did not know about the second one. 
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 Even though I asked him to postpone any planning and conversations until the outcome of 

my grant application was known, he kept on bringing up the topic whenever we had a chance to talk 

on Skype or in person. This determination was very impressive, so when I got the news about 

funding from the Lord Rootes Memorial Fund, I texted him “Let’s do it!”. And we did it.  

  Second, the route changed slightly. We originally planned to follow a slightly longer route in 

the section from Lake Myvatn to Nyidalur Hut and see Lake Myvatn. However, we learned that the 

conditions were not particularly good in that area. Some of the rivers we would have to cross had 

dangerously high levels of water. Beyond that, we did not want to extend the time spent in the 

gravel deserts of highlands. In retrospection, it was a sound decision. We did not regret going into 

the highlands altogether, but each additional day would bring nothing positive into our experience. 

2. Planning 

 One cannot overestimate the importance of planning, but many people misunderstand its 

purpose. Think about a country preparing defensive plans in case of military conflict. Is there even a 

point in devising them? Most of the considered scenarios never actualise and war is extraordinarily 

difficult to predict. But the point of planning is not to get every little detail right. Rather, it is the 

process of making plans that matters, not the plans themselves. In the process of making plans one 

gets to learn a lot about the task he or she is up to and about one’s own capabilities. Many of the 

things we did were not planned and many of the things we planned did not happen. But we were 

much better prepared to deal with unexpected situations because of the time and effort we put in 

planning in advance of the journey. 

 Many of the fundamentally important aspects are covered in the draft version of a guide that 

I am currently working on. In my proposal I suggested that information regarding this route 

available online is fragmented, out-dated, and often impractical. Creating the guide has proven to be 

a much more challenging task than I originally assumed, but I am making substantial progress and 

expect to finish it very soon. To include it in this section would spoil the flow of this report, but I 

include the essential parts in the appendix. 

 The bottom line is that we were ready in terms of equipment, knowledge of weather 

conditions and terrain, physical preparation, logistics, and risk mitigation. Each piece of gear, each 

resupply point, and each part of the route were carefully selected. 

 The ultimate plan was to cover approximately 540 kilometres from the northernmost point 

to the southernmost point of Iceland. The map below shows the approximate route that we covered.  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Map 0: We covered 540km northernmost point to the southern coast near Skogarfoss.



3. Expedition 

 This section takes the form of an expedition diary. A selection of anecdotes, photographs, 

and expedition details from each day is included. 

Day 0: Warsaw - Keflavik - Reykjavik - Asbyrgi 

 There were signs on that day hinting that our expedition might not proceed as easily as we  

had imagined. To begin with, packing took longer than expected. We were bringing an enormous 

amount of food to Iceland and, as we learned shortly before the flight, certain pieces of equipment 

such as trekking poles or tent stakes were not allowed on board. It was also impossible to fit all of 

this into our ultralight backpacks, so we had to prepare large cardboard boxes for this purpose.  

 Moreover, when we arrived at the airport we noticed people gathered outside and a police 

force cordon. Apparently, someone had left their luggage unattended for too long and a whole 

terminal had to be evacuated. This could mean a substantial delay of our flight. Fortunately, we 

were scheduled to depart from another, independent terminal. Our appearance provoked curious 

stares from other passengers waiting for the check-in. We were dressed in pitch-black, tight-fitting 

merino wool tops and leggings, and wore hiking boots and trail running shoes respectively. And 

there were also the large cardboard boxes reinforced with strips of strong silver tape. 

 Furthermore, the first lift-off attempt was interrupted and we learned that there was a 

problem with a pilot’s armchair which meant that our departure was delayed by two hours. 

 To be honest, we did not really care that much about possible delays as long as it was a 

matter of hours and not days. Our plane was scheduled to land shortly after midnight and it did 

make much sense to move from the airpot before the dusk. After we had landed we repacked our 

equipment and prepared three resupply boxes which we would send to three locations on our way.  

 Subsequently, we wandered around the airport looking for a quiet, dark spot in the proximity 

of an electric socket where we laid out our sleeping pads hoping to get some shut eye time. The 

Keflavik airport has the reputation of being one of the worst airport to sleep at. In fact there is a 

dedicated website (http://www.sleepinginairports.net/) where you can read reviews and tips 

submitted by fellow travellers from around the world. The primary problem is the presence of 

security personnel who occasionally approach sleeping persons and wake them up. I think that 

during the 5 hours we spent at the airport this happened to us twice. 
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 Around 7 am we boarded a bus that takes passengers from the Keflavik airport to the BST 

Terminal in Reykjavik. These buses depart at least every hour or so, and there are two companies to 

choose from. The Reykjavik Excursions buses go to the BST terminal, whereas the Grayling buses 

go to their own terminal. Since we wanted to send parcels to three locations on our route, and this 

service was offered only by Reykjavik Excursions company, the choice was simple. 

 The sending procedure was more complicated than we expected. The pricing system is fairly 

straightforward. You pay 3500 ISK for the first parcel, and 1000 ISK for each next. You simply 

have to label the parcels with an appropriate location, pay at the desk, and the parcels will be put on 

a next ‘bus’ travelling to this location. In the summer ‘buses’ to Reykjahlid, Nyidalur, and 

Landmannalaugar travel on a daily basis. It is how the parcels are collected that poses difficulties. 

Apparently neither the company nor the drivers take responsibility for the delivery of the parcel. 

What is required is that you contact an appropriate person at this address, preferably via phone, and 

that they pick up the box from the bus. It is advised that you contact them again to check whether 

the parcel has been collected and is waiting for you. 

 Having done that we walked from the terminal to the city centre to purchase maps and a 

propane-butane fuel. We had to buy it once in Iceland since the former had surprisingly long 

shipping times and the latter is not allowed on planes. We spotted a few landmarks on our way 

there.  
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Figure 2: Shut-eye time at the Keflavik airport



 Around 10 am we set off towards the eastern end of the city. Our aim was to get to the 

northernmost point of Iceland by hitchhiking. In theory, it should be perfectly easy. There is the no. 

1 road that goes around the entire Iceland, so it seems sufficient to just position oneself on the right 

side of the road and stick out the thumb. However, very rarely someone travels all the way from 

Reykjavik to one of the northern cities. Or maybe some people do, but just weren’t lucky enough to 

find someone who would take us further than some 100 kilometres, whereas our starting point was 

located 600 kilometres away from Reykjavik. 
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Figure 3: Solfar Sun Voyager sculpture in Reykjavik

Figure 4: Trying to catch a ride outside Reykjavik. 



 It would take 11 rides, and 25 km by foot to reach the northernmost point of Iceland. 

Roughly half of the people who offered to take us a bit further were locals whereas the rest 

comprised of tourists who rented a car and travelled around Iceland. Things got increasingly trickier 

once we reached Akureyri located 380km away from Reykjavik. Now we had to choose between 

two routes. We could either go north-then-east via Husavik or east-then-north via Lake Myvatn. The 

first option seemed more promising and could have perhaps ‘saved’ us from seeing some of the 

landscapes twice, but our hitchhiking fate was apparently to follow the latter route.  

 We had serious problems catching a ride just outside Akureyri. At least 150 cars passed by 

before someone stopped, even though we tried to look as cheerful and approachable as possible. 

The car that stopped was in fact a minibus and at the beginning we were thinking that he would 

want to take us only if paid for the ticket. We were positively surprised that the young driver was 

simply returning home after his workday and was willing to give us a ride and tell some stories.  

 When we arrived at Lake Myvatn it was getting late. You couldn’t tell it by the position of 

the sun, since it virtually does not set in flat, northern parts of the country, but the watch on my 

wrist was painfully accurate. Later hours meant fewer cars. Apparently people who choose to 

explore Iceland in a way different than us quickly get tired of the astonishing landscapes this 

country offers virtually everywhere.  
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Figure 5: In search of a better hitchhiking spot somewhere on the route. 



 Among the people that gave us a ride, a French guy who stopped around 9pm on the 862 

route was particularly interesting. He had an astonishing mess in the car. Even though he was 

travelling alone, in a 5-seat car, it took us a good few minutes to make space for us and our 

backpacks which we put on our laps. The French guy listened to some hardcore death metal, 

though, strangely, on very low volume. He also spread a scarf across his windshield indicating 

allegiance to some local French football club. He frequently bumped into small stones scattered 

across the road or fail to notice a hole in the road, and apologised us for the lack of comfort. He also 

offered us some Icelandic beer (he had twenty cans in the back and said that he hated the taste), and 

asked not to take any beers produced by a popular European brand. Ignac, my partner, accepted the 

gift with open arms, whereas I despaired the fact that my medical condition prevents from drinking 

any carbonated drinks. 

 Around 11 pm we were picked up by a mother and a daughter, also from France. There were 

very surprised to see hikers at that time and in that location. Interestingly, although the daughter was 

roughy of the same age as us, her English speaking skills were very modest and much worse than 

her mother’s. It is almost universally the opposite in Poland. They left us in Asbyrgi where we spent 

the first night camping near the 85 road. 
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Day 1: (Asbyrgi - )Hraunharnartangi - Kopasker 

 We woke up around 8 am hoping to get to the northernmost point of Iceland before noon. 

Unfortunately, for the first two hours, there was virtually no traffic on this road and we walked 

some 10 km along the road tired of waiting. This is when we crossed the mighty Jokulsa A Fjollum 

river. It feeds Dettifoss, Europe’s largest waterfall, which we would get to see two days later. We 

filled our bottles there. 

 The first ride on that day took us to Kopasker - the last village on our way to the 

northernmost point of Iceland. We were entertained by a story about an old widow who owns land 

around Kopasker and has a peculiar hobby of putting up scarecrows in unreasonable numbers in the 

area and dressing them up. Indeed, we saw numerous humanoid figures when we arrived there, each 

dressed in colourful clothes. According to the couple that gave us a ride, the widow prepares special 

clothes and decorations for her scarecrows depending on the seasons and festivals.  

 It took another hour before a car appeared on the road where we sat down, apparently 

venturing north beyond Kopasker. Much to our surprise it was the very same French pair, a mother 

and a daughter, that had given us the last ride the day before. Perhaps intrigued by our motivation to 

start from the northernmost point of Iceland, the solitary Hraunharnartangi lighthouse, they were 

hoping to see it for themselves. 

 A peculiar situation took place while we were driving to the lighthouse. Ignac had been 

receiving text messages from his girlfriend who informed him about the terrorist attack in Nice 
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Figure 6: Drinking from the mighty Jokulsa A Fjollum river on the way North. 



where a truck was used to run over people taking part in a festival. For some reason I thought that it 

was an interesting topic for a small-talk with French people and a good opportunity to learn what 

they think about the situation in their country. However, it turned out, that they had not heard about 

the attack before, and explainably so, because they were on a ‘switch-off’ holiday where they did 

not use their mobile phones except for emergency, did not access the Internet or social media.  

 It was exceptionally windy around the lighthouse and we had to put most of our clothes on. 

We spent at least half an hour around the lighthouse, even though it was already around 2pm. It was 

astonishing to be just 700m south of the Arctic circle, far away from human settlements.  

 My friend Ignac prepared a special ritual for this place. He buried a key to his grandparents’ 

house in a marked location near the lighthouse. He said that he would at one point move this house 

to Iceland, brick by brick, and plank by plank, and then come to this lighthouse again to excavate 

the key. 

 For the first few kilometres we were supposed to follow the road and then turn into the 

moorland devoid of any paths, marked trails, or signs of civilisation. Given how exhausted we were 

due to the difficulties accompanying getting to this location, it is not entirely surprising that I made 

first (and only!) navigation mistake there. Getting off the road earlier than planned meant, in theory, 

that we would cover a shorter distance by following a diagonal. However, it also meant that we 

would cover the majority of the distance in an incredibly difficult terrain. It was by far the most 

physically and mentally demanding terrain we walked on during our trip. Thankfully, having read 

other people’s accounts we were aware of that and knew that following days would be much easier. 
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Figure 7: The northernmost point of Iceland. 



 The terrain resembled large snow moguls that sometimes form on ski slopes after a heavy 

snowfall. It was constant up and down. To make things worse the ‘moguls’ were covered with 

treacherous vegetation concealing uneven terrain, holes, or stones. On a number of occasions I felt 

that I was incredibly close to twisting my ankle. Fortunately, we both had trekking poles which 

were of enormous help. 

 But the demands put on our organisms were not just physical in nature. We had to remain 

concentrated all the time evaluating every single step. Beyond that, navigation in this terrain proved 

incredibly difficult as there were no obvious orientation points like mountains or even trees within 

our visual field. On a number of occasions looked at the compass, established the correct direction, 

picked something that looked like a hill peak at least a kilometre away and then pass by that stone 5 

minutes later. On other occasions we simply confused two very similar rocks because we had to 

constantly look down at our feet and because the difficulty of the terrain meant that we could not 

walk along a straight line. As it got slightly darker and we got more tired, we started to have minor 

hallucinations, fata morganas, mirages. For instance, I was filled with joy when I noticed a small 

house on the horizon, in our direction, and even convinced Ignac that it is indeed a house, when 

some 20 minutes later walked past a rectangular stone. Equally, Ignac thought he saw a car moving 

on the horizon. It was a good sign, because we were trying to get to a service road at the end of the 

moor. However, upon closer investigation, we discovered that it was just a sheep. 

 We knew there were no people in the area and given how weak the mobile signal was, 

calling for help of a rescue team might have been impossible. The only company was provided by 

the sheep, mostly scared and surprised to see us. We adopted some of their habits. When we took 

our breaks, we tried to find small hills and rocks that would protect us from the freezing wind, just 

like the sheep did.  
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Figure 8: On the way to Kopasker. 



 We managed our water resources very carefully, as there was very little water in the area, 

and the only water present was still, muddy, and possibly contaminated by sheep faeces. Two litres 

of water per head that we took with us was just enough to get us towards the end of moorland, 

where we filled our stomachs and bottles from a refreshingly clear and cold stream. We reached 

Kopasker around 3am and went to sleep immediately after setting up our tent close to a road. For a 

couple of seconds we contemplated moving further away from the road as the morning traffic could 

perhaps be disturbing, but we quickly reminded ourselves that virtually no cars go along that road 

as we had learned the hard way on the previous day. 
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Figure 9: Taking a break on a stone throne. 
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Map 1: We covered 45km from the northernmost point of Iceland to Kopasker.



Day 2: Kopasker - Asbyrgi  

 There is only one sensible route from Kopasker to Asbyrgi. It involves following the 85 road 

running right by the Greenland See. The landscape is pretty uniform for the entire length of this 

route: an enormous bay on the right hand side, and some decent mountains on the right hand side. 

 In Iceland water equals life - nature could not make it more cliche. We often witnessed 

narrow, ice-cold streams enclosed by belts of vegetation cutting across brown, rocky, breathless 

landscapes. This one flows into the Greenland Sea, halfway between Kopasker and Asbyrgi. 

 Although asphalt roads do not have the best reputation among hikers and our feet were 

severely damaged after the previous day, our joints were thankful for moving them in a single 

direction and at a predictable pace. Luckily, we did not suffer from any major injuries from the 

previous day. 

 As was to be expected, we discovered the first signs of blisters on that day, especially on 

Ignac’s feet. Perhaps mine have gained considerable resistance during my previous journey - in the 

summer of 2015 I walked 360km along the coastline of Poland. During that trip I had gained 

considerable experience in treating these kinds of conditions. Before going to sleep we applied a 

mixture of natural waxes and oils, that was sold as a heavy duty beard wax. Yes, beard wax. It was 

exceptionally effective in keeping the skin nicely moisturised and dry at the same time. We also 

tested a special sock system during that trip. On most days wore both a very thin 5-finger liner sock 

and a thicker merino wool sock on top of that. This was supposed to reduce friction applied to the 

skin when a foot moves in a boot and help control the moisture. Although it did not prove have to 

miraculous properties, I can certainly recommend trying it out. 

 On that day we also encountered two other backpackers, apparently walking in our 

direction. We did not really talk to them since we passed while they were having a toilet break next. 

Their backpacks seemed to bend them to the ground because of how heavy they were. I doubt that 
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Figure 10: A well-deserved hydration break on the way to Asbyrgi. 



they were hoping to complete a similar distance, and even if, I doubt that they succeeded. 

Hopefully, they were just hitchhikers having trouble catching a ride, just like we did 2 days before.  

 Arriving in Asbyrgi shortly before the 8pm, we were amazed to find an open gas station 

with a small grocery store inside. We did not see it when we arrived nearby around midnight two 

days earlier. We bought and a few apples and a few bottles of freshly squeezed juice and proceeded 

to set up our camp next to some vegetation. We were less than 500m from a campsite, but spending 

money on that seemed irresponsible. 

 The sky was perfectly clear on that evening and we had a chance to witness one of Iceland’s 

most astonishing phenomena - the midnight sun. Indeed, it has been our most important ally 

throughout the expedition. We never really had to hurry to finish our planned segment before it got 

dark, because it didn’t. We did not carry a torchlight or used this function of a mobile phone, even 

though on some days we continued walking until 3am. Although it was very advantageous, it posed 

some problems as well. Our grey lightweight tent allowed a lot of light inside, so we had to cover 

our eyes with a piece of cloth. Despite this measure and despite being exhausted we often found it 

hard to fall asleep because of the sunlight.  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Figure 11: Boring asphalt was a welcomed change after the challenges of the previous day. 

Figure 12: Midnight sun near Asbyrgi. 
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Map 2: We covered 33km from Kopasker to Asbyrgi,



Day 3: Asbyrgi - Dettifoss - Austaribrekka 

 It was hot when I woke up. Vey hot. I reached for the zip near my head and opened the tent 

entrance. I was expecting a chill breeze on my face like on the previous days, but instead I felt 

intense sunlight. By the look of things it was noon. But my watch showed 7 in the morning. I knew 

my body too well to expect it to fall asleep again and frankly we did not need more sleep. On the 

previous day we covered only around 30 km and slept well as there was no rain or wind at night. 

 There was a choice to be made regarding the route we would take. One option is to follow 

the road that connects Asbyrgi with Dettifoss waterfall on the western side of Jokulsa A Fjolllum 

river. It’s probably shorter, significantly flatter, and certainly easier to walk on. But to do so would 

be a terrible mistake. The other option is to follow a hiking trail for the most time situated right on 

the ridge of Jokulsa A Fjollum’s canyon. It involves considerable changes of altitude, requires 

reasonable water management, and the path is not always easy to follow. However, it is simply 

stunning. It was one of the two most beautiful sections of our walk; the other being the Laugavegur 

Trail. However, we could not resist the impression that hardly anyone knows about the canyon trail. 

Indeed, throughout the day we met only 3 other hikers and 2 runners. 

 The first short section of the trail leads inside the Asbyrgi canyon, which is an astonishing 

green oasis surrounded from three sides by almost vertical stone walls. The trail then climbs up the 

canyon. It is fairly difficult, but not beyond the capabilities of someone without climbing 

experience. Chains and ladders are mounted in the steepest sections. Once on the ridge, it is hard to 

resist stopping to stare at the intense greenness of vegetation and blueness of a lake hidden in the far 

end of the canyon. Except for us and the sheep, there was no one to see that. 
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Figure 13: The Asbyrgi canyon. 



 For the first part of the day there was an abundance of water. Tens of streams flowed down 

the walls of the canyon, feeding the mighty Jokulsa A Fjollum river. Most of the time they were just 

a few inches wide, but on occasions the only way to cross them was over a bridge. On that day we 

also experienced our first river crossing. Although the air was exceptionally hot, the water had near-

freezing temperature. 

 The situation changed dramatically as we were getting closer and closer the mighty 

Dettifoss waterfall. It is hard to imagine, but the landscape in the 5-10km radius of the largest 

waterfall in Europe is a desert. We were not prepared for that, carrying just an emergency 0,5l of 

water per head, drinking straight from the streams most of the time. We could not get water from 

the Jokulsa A Fjollum river, because it was way below us. Since Dettifoss is one of the primary 

tourist spots in Iceland we were hoping that there would be a tap somewhere or (in our boldest 

dreams) a small convenience store with reasonably priced cold drinks.  
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Figure 14: First of the many river-crossings in Iceland on the way to Dettifoss waterfall. 

Figure 15: Getting closer to the Dettifoss waterfall.. 



 None of this happened. In fact, we had to break the law to prevent dehydration. There are 

metal platforms and barriers close to the edge of the canyon. They allow tourists to access excellent 

viewing spots safely and prevent them from approaching dangerous areas. We jumped over one of 

those barriers and walked upstream. It was the only way we could get water for the rest of the day. 

Two clarifications are necessary. First, it wasn’t as dangerous as it may sound. We did not source 

our water from the main current of the river, but rather from a place where it took a small detour. 

Second, the water from the largest waterfall in Europe is actually quite horrible in terms of colour 

(grey), taste and texture (sandy), so do not drink it just for the sake of it. 

 The remaining part of the day took us further towards Lake Myvatn. There are two options 

in terms of the route. First, there is an asphalt road connecting Dettifoss waterfall with Road No. 1. 

This 21km stretch was built solely for the purpose of allowing coaches and ordinary cars to reach 

the waterfall. By contrast, the road from Dettifoss to Asbyrgi is extremely rocky, and even jeeps 

with 4WD need to be driven very carefully and at the speed of less than 20 km/h. Second, there is a 

shortcut to Road No. 1. The availability of the asphalt road means that it is absolutely empty. We 

did not plan to walk far beyond Dettifoss, but a long break by the waterfall and a never-ending 

sunset and an incredibly interesting conversation kept our minds occupied for the next 15 km.  
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Figure 16: Filling our bottles ‘straight’ from the waterfall. 

Figure 17: Never-ending sunset on the route to Lake Myvatn. 
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Map 3: We covered 52 km from Asbyrgi to Austaribrekka.



Day 4: Austaribrekka - Myvatn - Stong 

 Except for waterfalls, hot springs, and glaciers, Iceland is famous for geysers. Particularly 

high numbers of them are present in the Lake Myvatn area. We didn’t like them at all and spent only 

about 5 minutes in Hverarond which was particularly popular. We did not take any photographs. 

 To understand our failure to appreciate their uniqueness and asserted beauty, one needs to 

bear in mind the wider context of our trip. To begin with, air is exceptionally clean in Iceland. For 

the past few days we have been inhaling air so pure that our sense of smell has become very 

sensitive. Geysers, by contrast, smell like rotten eggs. The intensity of that smell was simply 

unbearable for us and we both started suffering from headaches. Beyond that, we had been inhaling 

that sulphuric air for at least an hour before reaching this famous spot, and knew that we would 

keep on inhaling it for at least another half an hour. Tourists that arrive there in air-conditioned 

coaches and return to them quickly after taking photos can probably bear it for a little longer. 

Finally, before reaching Hverarond we had already covered at least 15 kilometres in the sun. It was 

such an unpleasant experience that we did not even take a single photograph there. 

 Fortunately for us, a reward for our resilience awaited us in Reykjahlid by Lake Myvatn. 

Having collected the parcel with our supplies from the tourist information we left our phone and 

camera to charge and settled by a table outside town’s only grocery store. We spent 3 or 4 hours 

there. Except for the freshly squeezed juice and some Powerades, we bought a small tube of sun 

cream. Indeed after two and a half days in the sun the parts of our body that were not covered by 

clothes - face, hands, forearms, and calves - were considerably sunburnt. Little did we know that for 

the next few days we would pray in our thoughts for just a tiny bit of sunlight. We spent about half 

an hour on feetcare, and Ignac took an hour long nap on a bench, to the amusement of passers-by. 
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Figure 17: Waking from a nap in the middle of the day. 



 We also finished the remaining supplies from the first section of our journey. Our pace was 

slightly higher than I planned, though it must be admitted that the plans involved conservative 

assumptions. We were hoping to cover the 142 km to Reykjahlid by the end of day 4, and were 

already there at noon. But higher pace meant higher calorie expenditure, and thus more food had to 

be ingested. This wasn’t always easy for Ignac. Like most people, back at home he ate when and 

only when he was hungry. This approach does not work at trips like ours. Firstly, you want to use 

the rest time in the most efficient way. Secondly, you want to eat something hot before you go sleep. 

Thirdly, you want to prevent situations when you are feeling weak, and in effect you want to 

prevent situations when you are hungry. We ate at fairly regular intervals and this meant that at 

times we had to stuff food into ourselves. It was not much of a problem for me since I had been 

training powerlifting for a few years and at certain times when I wanted to gain weight I would eat 

beyond the caloric requirements six times a day. 

 After the long break we resumed our walk along the north-western side of Lake Myvatn. We 

encountered one minor problem - swarms of tiny of flies that accompanied us for at least two hours. 

They were harmless in the sense that they did not bite us, but they would just sit on us, get into our 

nose, mouth, eyes, and ears. It was very unpleasant and forced us to wear buffs over our faces.  

 As we approached the south-western corner of Lake Myvatn, the weather changed 

dramatically. Within five minutes we moved from under a clear sky and strong sunlight into thick 

fog and light rain. The highlands did not greet us in a nice way, but we were not really surprised. 

The past three and a half days have been exceptionally good in terms of weather and Iceland is not 

supposed to like that. 
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Figure 18: Unbearable flies on the banks of Lake Myvatn. 



 We continued walking until shortly before midnight when we encountered a small farm-

turned-hotel named Stong. We stared at the the place, then looked at each other briefly, and without 

a word spoken made the turn towards the hotel. Apparently, the prospect of spending the night in 

thick fog and rain seemed less appealing to us that the prospect of having the first hot shower in 5 

days, washing our clothes, and sleeping in a proper bed. Interestingly, there were two girls in the 

reception and both turned out to be from Poland, where we come from. They were just getting ready 

to close the reception and go to sleep - had we arrived 10 minutes later, we would have been unable 

to spend the night there. 
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Figure 19: Dramatic change of weather just southeast of Lake Myvatn. 

Figure 20: Heating, beds, and hot showers - civilisation’s finest. 
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Map 4: We covered 53km from Austaribrekka to Stong Hut



Day 5: Stong Hut - Rettaforta Hut 

 The weather was slightly better in the morning or maybe our spirits were higher after a hot 

shower and a night of good, deep sleep. We continued walking south, further into the desolated 

highlands. At one point we thought we were hallucinating. There were tens of horses of all possible 

colours running in our direction. It was a truly marvellous sight. They were followed by a few 

riders, but the whole column was stretched across a large distance, so it took us a few minutes to 

realise that we are not witnessing a horde of wild horses. Apparently, the path we followed was used 

to them from one place to another. 

 The only other encounter on that day was a lone cyclist who was travelling in the opposite 

direction. We had a very brief exchange regarding the condition of the route ahead. As it turned out 

he was hoping to complete much of the same path we did, but the his two wheels allowed him to 

cover twice as much distance per day as we did. 

 South of the 843 road, our path ran along the the eastern side of the Skjalfandafljot river. 

This has had made things exceptionally convenient water-wise. We carried less than 0.5l between 

the two of us and regularly stepped on the path to drink water directly from the river, using our 

mechanical filter to purify it. The proximity of a large river meant also that we had to cross a 

number of streams feeding the river.  

 On one of these occasions we simply refused to take off our shoes and socks, and to 

submerge our feet into the ice-cold stream. Availability of medium-sized boulders and relative 

shallowness of the stream encouraged us to build a bridge-like structure depicted below. Although it 

was completely time- and energy-inefficient, the fun involved boosted our moral significantly. 
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Figure 21: An extraordinary encounter south of Stong. 



 Despite our best efforts not to get wet and cold, shortly before before arriving at our 

destination for the day, we had to cross a wide, relatively deep, and dangerously-looking river. Our 

misfortune was amplified by the fact that we could clearly see the silver roof of the hut in which we 

were hoping the spend the night on the horizon and it was already getting very late. 

 The hut we used deserves a special mention. Named “Rettaforta” it is run by an Icelandic 

4x4 society. Used for occasional meeting of the society, for the most part of the year it stays empty 

and locked. To get the access code, we had to call one of the numbers provided on an instruction 

note. There is no mobile phone network in the proximity of the hut, so to make a phonemail one 

needs to climb a hill nearby, conveniently marked with a flag. Even there, the connection is not 

great and winds fairly strong, so Ignac had serious trouble understanding what the person he talked 
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Figure 22: A proud engineer.  

Figure 23: Just one more river-crossing reaching the Rettaforta hut. 



to was saying and noting the code itself. Fortunately it all worked out and we spend the night 

shielded from wind and rain, albeit without heating. We paid for the stay, according to the rules, by 

putting the required sum in an envelope and into a dedicated box.  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Figure 24: Rettaforta Hut seen from the only place with mobile network. 

Map 5: We covered 49km from Stong to Rettaforta Hut.



Day 6: Rettaforta Hut - F910 

 After a night of good sleep, we were ready to rock and roll again. The fist section that day 

took us further south along the Skjalfandafljot river. The proximity of the river necessitated a 

number of stream crossings on the way, but these were relatively safe and manageable. We were 

slowly getting used to the piercing coldness and even joked how refreshing it was. 

 As we left the river behind, we progressed further into the highlands. We were overwhelmed 

by the vastness and emptiness of the landscapes. Needless to say, we did not encounter any living 

being on that day. Even the sheep do not venture that far. Understandably so, as there is nothing out 

there. 
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Figure 25: Yet another river-crossing south of Rettaforta Hut. 

Figure 26: The vast interior. 



 The interior is simply a massive gravel desert. Although in July temperatures rarely fall 

below zero degrees, we came across numerous snow caps irregularly scattered around. In fact, they 

were of great aid, because they provided a supply of decent-quality drinking water. 

 As it was getting colder and the wind was getting stronger, we decided to settle for the night 

in what I thought was an enclosed spot. Frankly, there was not much choice because the highlands 

are incredibly flat. Our tent was meant to be extremely light, it was not the most sturdy construction 

on the market. Its front and back walls dealt with strong winds well, but the sides were vulnerable. 

Unfortunately, the spot was not as protected as we expected and the wind changed its direction 

shortly after we embraced the warmth of our sleeping bags. It also rained quite heavily at night. 

This combination is particularly problematic. Neither of us slept very well as the winds pushed our 

tent back and forth. Even the wall I built with stones scattered around did not help very much.  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Figure 27: Melting snow is an excellent source of water. 

Figure 28: The remnants of the first human settlement on the Moon. 
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Map 6: We covered 39km from Rettaforta Hut to road F910.



Day 7: F910 - Nyidalur Hut 

 It was by far the most challenging day of our journey. In terms of distance covered alone, we 

walked a total of ~57 kilometres. But in addition to that we had to cross at least 6 serious rivers. 

 The initial plan was to split the distance to the Nyidalur Hut into two. For the first 25 

kilometres we followed route F910 towards a bridge on the river we knew very well by then - 

Skjalfandafljot. The weather was favourable and the landscapes moon-like. At least that’s how we 

imagine the Moon to look like.  

 In retrospection, sticking to the original plan was probably the more sensible thing to do. 

But instead, Ignac insisted on continuing and I agreed. After all, we finished the first section around 

5pm and the lack of daylight was not supposed to be an obstacle. The second section was 29km 

long, but considerably harder. This is when we crossed the deepest, widest, and most dangerous 

rivers during our journey. All in one day, after we had already covered some 25km. 
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Figure 29: Another photo from the Moon. 

Figure 30: Often, the shortest route was not the safest one. 



 Indeed, the most dangerous aspect of our journey wasn't the risk of dehydration, getting lost 

in the desert, or falling from steep mountain slopes on the way to Skogar. It was crossing rivers on 

foot. On many occasions we spent nearly an hour walking up and down the stream, looking for a 

'safe line'. We had to select well: ice-cold water and strong currents meant that stopping halfway or 

turning around were not an option. 

 In a river like this one, if the water reaches your ankles, you need to be very careful.. If the 

water reaches your knees, you have to position you feet in direction opposite to the current and use 

your poles to propel yourself forward. If it reaches mid-thigh every step is a serious struggle. If it 

reaches your waist, you are fighting for your life. Fortunately, at 6’5’’ I never faced the last scenario 

and neither did Ignac who is only slightly shorter. But a much shorter person would find the route 

we covered very difficult.  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Figure 31: Ignac (centre-left) searching for a safer crossing line. 

Figure 32: We reached our destination, the Nyidalur Hut, at around 3am. Just 100 metres away 

from the hut we had to cross our last river that day. 
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Map 7: We covered 52km from road F910 to Nyidalur Hut.



Day 8: Nyidalur Hut - Skrokkalda  

 It was already around 10 am when we woke up. Ignac was not feeling well. On the previous 

day he had picked up a painful calf muscle injury. It was not very serious in terms of the health 

danger it posed, but it certainly did hurt a lot and it did not stop hurting overnight. When the 

problems started, I performed a stretching and massage routine on his leg during breaks, but it only 

prevented the injury from getting worse. Fortunately, the one and only search and rescue in the are 

outpost was located right next to the hut we spent the night in. Ignac asked for medical help there 

and the all-female staff took good care of him by applying anti-inflammation gels, taping the ankle, 

and administering some painkillers. 

 During the few hours we spent in the hut, we met an incredible mixture of people. There 

was a lone hiker who seriously injured himself halfway through his journey from Lake Myvatn to 

Landmannalaugar. To be honest, we were not really surprised that he suffered knee damage since he 

confessed that he carried as much as 30kg of equipment and supplies in his backpack. This is almost 

three times as much as we did and our journey was twice as long as his. There was a group of three 

French students who also walked from Lake Myvatn to Landmannalaugar. We did not talk to them 

much, but we met them later on the trail. They left before us, but we managed to catch up with them 

even though Ignac was injured. When I saw them unpack their tents just ~15 kilometres away from 

the hut I was genuinely puzzled, and asked whether they really intend on settling there for the night. 

They did. If that was their average distance per day, they were walking three times slower than us.  
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Figure 33: A painful morning. 



 What surprised us even more in both of those cases was the choice of the route. Perhaps the 

sound of ‘crossing Iceland’s interior on foot’ is appealing to some, but the interior is in fact the 

ugliest, most depressing, and frankly boring part of this wonderful country. We had some 130km 

left of this monotony, and were hoping to reach Landmannalauagar as soon as possible. 

 If we ever contemplated quitting, it was at that time. Ignac’s leg hurt, there was no prospect 

of sleeping under a roof on that day, and it rained all day. We also had our first serious argument and 

it was not about philosophy. 

 We only took three photos that day. There was nothing to eternalise in a digital form. After 

around 24 kilometres we exploited a short break in the rain and set up our tent. 
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Figure 34: Just a mid-day stroll on a beautiful day. 

Figure 35: Enjoying the weather and the beautiful landscapes of the interior. 



!38

Map 8: We covered 24km from Nyidalur Hut to Skrokkalda.



Day 9: Skrokkalda - Versalir Hut  

 On that day it continued to rain and Ignac’s leg continued to hurt. Only three events deserve 

a mention. The first one happened shortly after we started to walk that day. One of the river valleys 

we crossed offered an unexpected aesthetic retreat. The interior is uniformly grey and empty, and 

we finally got to see a different colour. The valley was filled with thousands of pink flowers. 

 The second one took place around the 20th kilometre. We encounterd an abandoned, battle-

scarred Land Rover jeep. I checked the door - it was unlocked. We decided to take refuge from the 

rain inside the car. The primary concern was to dry our clothes and to take care of Ignac’s feet.  
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Figure 36: A breathing break for the aesthetic parts of our minds. 

Figure 37: Hiding from the storm in an abandoned Land Rover. 



 Much to our surprise, after about an hour, another jeep stopped by. Its driver was genuinely 

puzzled to find us inside but laughed when we explained our reasons for being inside. He even 

offered to give us a jumper made from wool coming from Icelandic sheep, but we did not take it.  

 The third event took place at the Versalir mountain hut which was our destination for the 

day. The warden at the Nyidalur hut warned us that Versalir was a private property, so there was a 

risk that we would not be allowed to spend the night there. When we arrived at the hut it was 

completely empty and locked. Unlike at the Rettaforta Hut operated by the Icelandic 4x4 society, 

there was no clue how to contact the owners. Since we needed an access code, we contacted Ignac’s 

parents who tried to look up the owners’ contact details online. Without any success. There was an 

unlocked barn in the proximity of the hut and we contemplated pitching our tent inside it. 

 Fortunately, it was unnecessary to spend the night there. I had tried over a hundred different 

numerical combinations on the lock, when it struck me that I did not try the simplest one.. 1234. 

 There was no water (I had to walk few hundred meters to the river to collect it), no 

electricity, no heating, but at least were protected from the rain and could dry our clothes. 
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Figure 38: Locks like these are very popular in Iceland. 

Figure 39: At last a place to dry our equipment. 
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Map 9: We covered 28km from Skrokkalda to Versalir Hut.



Day 10: Versalir Hut - Sigoldustoo power plant (road 208) 

 Although the weather or Ignac’s health condition did not improve, our pace did, 

significantly. From Versalir we continued along F26.  It was 73 kilometres left to Landmannalaugar, 

so it there was no way we could have done it two days. But we decided to cover as much distance as 

possible and benefit from the range of opportunities offered at Landmannalaugar.  

 We also finally encountered maintained roads. In areas susceptible to flooding the roads 

climbed up gravel dykes which were intersected by metal tubes to prevent water erosion. We had an 

hour-long break inside one of them. It was just large enough to enter it on all fours and sit 

comfortably. Although we were protected from the rain, sleeping there would have been a 

nightmare because the wind was blowing  through with brutal force. 
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Figure 40: Extraordinary rock formations. 

Figure 41: Temporary shelter from rain. 



!43

Map 10: We covered 43km Versalir Hut to Sigoldustoo power plant.



Day 11: Sigoldustoo power plant (road 208) - Landmannalaugar 

  As we entered the Fjallabak Nature Reserve, we were welcomed by intense greenness. It 

was a shock to our eyes accustomed to brown and grey colours of the past 260 kilometres.  

 Unfortunately, these sights were not reserved for us since many cars followed the same route 

to Landmannalaugar. Humans turned up with their usual misdeeds - a sizeable bag was necessary to 

contain all the rubbish we picked up on the way to the campsite. It is genuinely depressing that 

people are so careless when it comes to nature conservation.  

 When we saw Landmannalaugar on the horizon, we could not contain our happiness. A 

parcel with supplies was waiting for us there. We were going to sleep in a place protected from the 

wind. Above all that, we were dying to jump into a hot spring for the first time. Even though there is 

over one hundred natural and accessible hot springs in Iceland, there were only three on our way, 

and the first two required a detour. The hot spring of Landmannalaugar lived up to its expectations. 

The piping-hot water had a miraculous effect on our feet, muscles, and morale. Since we arrived in 

Landmannalaugar in the early afternoon, we had 16 hours to unwind and replenish calories. 
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Figure 42: Fjallabak Nature Reserve. 

Figure 43: En route to Landmannalaugar. 



 A substantial amount of time was spent trying to come up with a plan for the remaining 80 

kilometres. It was very tempting to try and cover it in 2 days, but the warden whom we asked about 

the condition of the 53 kilometres-long Laugavegur Trail deemed us crazy and our plan impossible. 

There was a grain of truth in that - even though we had managed to covered on average 45 

kilometres per day until this point, we were now entering mountains featuring much more 

demanding terrain and elevations. But the primary problem was supposed to be the weather. The 

snow was melting in some of the higher passes slowing down hikers considerably. In other areas, 

fog made it easy to lose the (poorly-marked) trail. According to the warden one person died recently 

on the trail, and another was officially missing. The warden suggested that we would need three 

days to complete the trail, while usually people take four days to do that. This was very worrying. 

 A radically different picture was presented by the members of the search and rescue team 

whose outpost was located at the campsite. When Ignac asked for medical assistance, they inquired 

about our journey and were impressed that we hiked all that distance at that pace. They even joked 

about the possibility of beating the speed record on the Laugavegur Trail. Apparently, it hosts an 

ultra marathon each year and the current record is under 8 hours. This boosted our morale 

significantly.  

!45

Figure 44: Approaching Landmannalaugar. 
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Map 11: We covered 30km from road Sigoldustoo power plant to Landmannalaugar.



Day 12: Landmannalaugar - Thorsmork 

 If you want to get a taste of everything Iceland has to offer in terms of landscapes, hike the 

53 km long Laugavegur Trail. To fully enjoy it, do it in 4 days like everyone else, not in 1 day like 

us. To have the sights to yourself, start around 8 am. Most of the people are still in their sleeping 

bags at that time or just starting to prepare their breakfast. 

 On the first section, from Landmannalaugar to Hraftinnusker, we witnessed beautifully 

green-mountains gradually give way to geysers and sulphur hills. 

As we climbed higher and higher, the notorious melting snow caps started to appear. Despite 

warden’s pronouncements, they did not slow us down considerably. 
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Figure 45: Extraordinary sights on the Laugavegur Trail. 

Figure 46: The not-so-horrifying snow on one of the mountain passes. 



 In the second section, from Hraftinnusker to Alfavatn, the landscapes featured perfectly 

clear, ice-cold streams and lakes. There was a fair number of river crossings along the trail, but none 

of them was as dangerous as some of those we crossed on the day we reached Nyidalur. 

 The third section, from Alfavatn to Emstrur, brought back the images familiar from the 

interior. Abundance of water in the previous sections made us lazy in terms of managing our 

supplies. For at least two hours we walked across a Mordor-like gravel desert without anything to 

drink. Fortunately, we had plenty to drink in the previous parts of the day.  

 We set off for the final section around 8 pm. It was meant to be only 15 kilometres long, so 

we expected to arrive in Thorsmork before midnight. However, it proved to be more challenging 

than we expected, partly because of the elevations and river crossing, and partly because we were 

already extremely tired after walking 38 kilometres that day. But the attainable goal of completing 

the trail in just one day kept us going. 
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Figure 47: The most stunning landscape we witnessed during our trip. 

Figure 48: Approaching Thorsmork. 
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Map 12: We covered 58 km from Landmannalaugar to Thorsmork.



Day 13: Thorsmork - Skogarfoss - Southern coast 

 The morning after wasn’t easy. We were tired, our muscles and joints hurt, and our feet cried 

for help. But the finish line was only around 30 kilometres away, and this thought kept our spirits 

high. It seemed like we would be hitchhiking back to Reykjavik in around 6 hours. Little did we 

know about the difficulty of this section. The elevation map looks like a mountain. 

 The first half of this section involves an almost continuous uphill battle with gravity. It starts 

with a narrow path slowly taking you higher and higher, onto a ridge that allows you to view truly 

magnificent landscapes. It is uphill, but manageable. Later, the slopes get much steeper. When I say 

steep I mean that we had to hold our trekking poles halfway in length, that our feet slipped if we did 

not place them carefully, and that we had to stop to catch breath every five minutes. 

 Unluckily, we were stuck in this section with a group of three Americans. Of course, we 

have nothing against Americans per se, or any other nation for that matter. However, I think we all 

have that stereotypical picture of individuals who try be the coolest guys out there and who talk 

about the most trivial, unimportant, and silly things with the most authentic excitement and interest. 

Given the loudness of their voices, partly caused by their constant fight for breath, it was impossible 

not to hear it. Needless to say, the inappropriateness of these conversations made it hard for us to 

appreciate the beauty of the surroundings. After bearing with them for about an hour we found 

hidden reserves of energy and outpaced them. 
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Figure 49: The uphill part. 



 As we were nearing the half-point of that day’s section the landscapes changed. Greenness 

and blueness gave way to intense whiteness and blackness. The blackness can be attributed to the 

volcanic sand. Indeed, there is a number of active volcanoes in Iceland. The notorious 

Eyjafjallajökull whose eruption caused major flight disruptions is just a few kilometres away from 

where we walked.  

 Before setting foot in Iceland we also read a number of news stories about the possibility of 

eruption of Hekla volcano by which we passed earlier. Fortunately, none of these happened. The 

only oddity that took place was a small earthquake at night preceding this day. Frankly, we had been 

sleeping so deeply that we did not feel anything. We learned about it the morning after when we 

asked a ranger about the weather conditions on the trail. 

 The whiteness obviously derived from snow which was omnipresent at this altitude. The 

upper layers were melting in the. There is an important piece of advice to be given regarding 

walking across snow caps in the mountains. It may seem intuitive and safer to walk from one patch 

of rocks to another as we can see solid ground there. However, this is actually more dangerous. 

When exposed to the sun, rocks and boulders retain much of the heat, and melt the surrounding 

snow making it much less solid. It is not something that can be spotted with a bare eye, but once 

you step on it, your leg can fall very deep inside, which poses a serious risk of injury. 

 As we reached a mountain hut exactly halfway through we saw the vast blue sea almost 

within hand’s reach. The fact that we saw it meant also that from now on we would be going only 
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Figure 50: Enormous glaciers almost within hand’s reach. 



downhill. There was the ring road somewhere there, and the turn that allowed people to reach the 

Skogafoss waterfall. This iconic place was our destination now. 

 This part of the trail is a strong candidate for being regarded as one of the most attractive in 

terms of landscapes. It follows the canyon of Skoga river which feeds the Skogafoss waterfall. But 

this is not the only waterfall along the route. In fact there are 20 of them, some very tiny and other 

tens of meters high. The Skogafoss waterfall is the highest of them because it falls off a former sea 

cliff. 

 When you look at the map, it seems that the coastline cannot be far away from waterfall and 

from the ringroad. But it is. The coastline has receded seaward by approximately 5 kilometres. This 

is by far the ‘deepest’ beach I have ever set my foot on. We walked all that way to the water across 

the grey sand, torn nets and other ship elements cast ashore by the sea. After a good half an hour of 

sitting in silence and staring south, we called our relatives to inform them about the success and 

started the 1-hour long return to the ringroad. 

 We were moderately lucky with hitchhiking. Although we had to wait for about half an hour 

each time, only two rides were necessary to get to the gates of the Reykjavik Campsite. 
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Figure 51: Just 2.5 kilometres from the sea. 
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Map 13: We covered 33km from Thorsmork to the coast south of Skogarfoss.



Days 14-17: Exploring Reykjavik 

 The campsite in Reykjavik has an extraordinary character. It encourages people to live like 

in a small green commune. There are large communal areas where people can socialise, play board 

games, have a drink, sunbath and so on. They put great emphasis on recycling and reuse of items. 

One aspect of that was a large kitchen with shelves where people left unwanted food and kitchen 

utensils. We benefitted from it greatly. If you were patient enough and not very choosy, you could 

feed entirely on what others had left. In fact, most of the things I ate came from these shelves: eggs, 

bread, jam, honey, mayo, pasta, pasta sauces, rice, snacks, spices, coffee, tea, asian noodles, musli. 

The rest I bought at an Icelandic supermarket chain named Bonus, which I can certainly recommend 

as one of the few affordable outlets in this country. Prices in restaurants are at least 3 times as high 

as in England, and at least 6 times as high as in Poland. 

 The only food outlet we visited was a famous hot-dog stand. Its name ‘Bæjarins Beztu 

Pylsur’ translates into ‘the best hot dogs in town’. We don’t know for sure, because these are the 

only hot dogs we tried, but they were really good. It has been open since 1937. According to the 

owners, around 70% of Icelandic population had a hotdog at this place at some point in their life. 

Some of the famous visitors include Bill Clinton and Metallica. And us, of course. 
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Figure 52: Enjoying civilisation’s finest. 



 Food was not the only thing that I found on those reuse shelves in the Reykjavik campsite. 

Much to our surprise we found a small skateboard (sometimes referred to as a fish board) which we 

did not hesitate to take with us when we explored Reykjavik. Both Ignac and I used to skate when 

we were around 14 years old, but for the past 8 or so years, none of us placed his feet on a board. 

Re-learning that was a fun experience. One of the best parts about skateboarding, skating, surfing 

etc is the feeling of surprising easiness with which you move forward. This feeling was magnified 

in us after exerting to carefully place our feet ahead of us for a total of 550km over the past two 

weeks. Beyond that, as it turns out, Reykjavik is fantastic place for skateboarders because of the 

abundance of concrete sidewalks and (usually empty) bike lanes. 

 Unfortunately, the books available on the reuse shelves were not of quality that would 

satiate my hunger for written word after the intensely physical experience of the past two weeks. In 

one of the English language bookshops I asked for a recommendation of some good Icelandic prose, 

and the attendant did not hesitate to offer me “Independent People” by Halldor Laxness.  
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Figure 53: Cruising through Reykjavik. 



 Although I was looking for something shorter than this 500-page volume to fill the 

evenings, I finished the book in 2 days and I can wholeheartedly recommend it. Interestingly, I was 

truck by its similarity to one of my favourite literary works, Gabriel Garcia Marquez’s “Hundred 

Years of Solitude”. Some of the more obvious resemblances include magical realism, a multi-

generational family, the leitmotif (independence in Laxness solitude in Marquez), composition of 

the story (how it takes a full circle). I was so surprised by these and further resemblance that I even 

endeavoured on a small investigation - Laxness published his book in 1935, the English translation 

appeared in 1945, he gained international recognition after a Nobel Prize in 1955, and Marquez 

published his book only in 1967. However, Marquez never listed Laxness as his inspiration in an 

interview, and there is no hint suggesting that he was even aware of Laxness’s prose. It is further not 

clear to me whether Marquez’s English was good enough to read English literature, and a Spanish 

translation of “Independent People” has not appeared until present day. Considering these facts, I 

think we can safely clear Marquez from the accusations of plagiarism. 
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Figure 54: My favourite reading spot was the foyer of  Reykjavik’s Opera House. 



 Reykjavik is small enough to see the whole city in just a few days. This is precisely what we 

did. We wandered, uphill on foot and downhill on the skateboard, got lost several times and 

discovered truly unique places. One of the locations definitely worth seeing is the old harboured 

which has been turned into a modern district with lots of small cafes, shops, and food outlets. Some 

of the old stuff has been preserved too. 
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Figure 55: Old meets new in Reykjavik’s harbour. 



4. Afterthoughts 

 This journey was an extraordinary experience in many ways. We only spent two weeks 

there, but it seemed like we were away for two months. This is probably because everything was 

different: landscapes, most basic routines, food, shelter, kinds of activities, company and 

conversations. Throughout the academic year I spend most days in the library reading and writing 

about philosophy. My effort is almost purely intellectual. By contrast, on an expedition like this 

one, the effort is almost purely physical. After those two weeks my body was a wreck, but my mind 

felt rested and ready for the challenges ahead of me. It was worth all the pain. 

 It was also an incredible bonding experience for me and Ignac. We had known each other for 

three years, but I feel like during those two weeks we reached the levels of intellectual intimacy that 

would have otherwise been unattainable. The mechanism is fairly simple. When you see someone 

once a week or once a month, for a couple of hours, you spend a lot of time talking about 

trivialities. By contrast, when you spend 23 hours a day (we took toilet breaks alone!) with 

someone, you quickly run out of the shallow stuff to talk about. However, it would be a mistake to 

think that conversations that took place during that time resembled stereotypical philosophical 

discussions about the most fundamental questions. We had those too, but most of the time it was 

just a matter of sharing your thoughts and experiences, of inviting the other person inside your 

mind. Many of the things we talked about, we had never talked about before with anyone. I learned 

a lot from Ignac, and I hope he learned something from me too. 

 Our pace turned out to be considerably higher than planned. I originally thought that we 

would walk approximately 33 kilometres each day, but we ended up walking on average 45 

kilometres per day. At times I wished we were moving more slowly and had time to enjoy 

wonderful landscapes, especially on the last two days. Most people finish the Laugavegur trail in 4 

days, and we did it in just 1. Sometimes we were simply too tired to appreciate the beauty of the 

surroundings, but the physical aspect of our experience was also incredibly satisfying. 

 The journey has reinforced my belief in the value of the intensity of experience. If I want to 

rest and clear my head, I have to travel far away and do something extraordinary. I am planning to 

go on a similar expedition this summer as well, most likely of similar length, but I do not know 

where just yet. Sweden, the Balkan Penninsula, and Jordan are all strong contenders.  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5. Appendices 
(A) Accounting statement 

 Presented below are (i) predicted costs included in the project proposal, (ii) actual costs 

incurred during the expedition. The total predicted cost was estimated at GBP 906 and the total 

incurred cost was GBP 953.91. It should also be noted that at the time when the project proposal 

was prepared, I was unaware that the Lord Rootes Memorial Fund cannot support purchases of 

necessary equipment. That was explained to me during the interview. It is therefore clear that the 

costs of the expedition were underestimated. 

 Nonetheless some of the costs incurred during the journey were avoidable. These are mainly 

accommodation costs. Although it was possible to spend almost every single night in a tent, the 

occasional luxury of sleeping in a hut boosted our morale considerably and helped us safely 

complete the journey in a very good time. 

Figure 56: Predicted costs

# Item Category Quantity Price per 
unit (GBP)

Cost 
(GBP)

1 Flight ticket WAW-KEF 03.07 (+ large 
baggage) Travel 1 170 170

2 Flight ticket KEF-WAW 25.07 Travel 1 150 150

3
Commuting in Iceland (KEF-
Reykjavik-Hraunhafnartangi ... Skogar-
Reykjavik-KEF) 

Travel 6 3 18

4 Regular: wild camping Accommodation 18 0 0

5
Emergency (bad weather, injury): 
mountain huts run by the Icelandic 
Touring Association

Accommodation 3 26 78

6 Travellunch 250g (1000kcal each; 
2000kcal / day) Food 36 6 216

7
Snacks and chocolate bars consumed 
throughout the day; occasional hot 
meals and hot drinks (1500kcal/day)

Food 18 6 108

8 e.g. ERV Europe "Top" Insurance 1 36 36

9
Garmin eTrex 20 GPS device (essential 
for safety and developing the detailed 
guide of the route)

Essential 
equipment 1 130 130

TOTAL 906
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Actual costs

# Item Category Payment 
date PLN ISK GBP

1 Return ticket WAW-KEF 22.04.2016 240.63

2 88 Trec Booster Protein Bars Food 01.07.2016 525.36 104.49

3 44 Travellunch lyo food Food 01.07.2016 258.38

4 Euro26 Sport card Insurance 07.07.2016 29.24

5 KEF - Reykjavik transfer Travel 14.07.2016 2200 14.21

6 Resupply parcels Travel 14.07.2016 5500 35.53

7 Ferdakort map (NE) Maps 14.07.2016 2899 18.57

8 Fuel C500 Fuel 14.07.2016 2481 15.84

9 Ferdakort map (highlands) Maps 14.07.2016 2899 18.57

10 Food gas station Reykjavik Food 14.07.2016 729 4.67

11 Food gas station Asbyrgi 16.07.2016 980 6.27

12 Food in Myvatn Food 18.07.2016 1768 11.36

13 Food in Myvatn Food 18.07.2016 896 5.76

14 Stong Hut Accommodation 19.07.2016 5600 36.04

15 Nyidalur Hut Accommodation 22.07.2016 7500 48.44

16 Landmannalaugar Campsite Accommodation 25.07.2016 2100 13.8

17 Thorsmork Campsite Accommodation 27.07.2016 2100 13.8

18 Reykjavik Campsite Accommodation 27.07.2016 2100 13.8

19 Food Reykjavik Food 28.07.2016 2200 14.46

20 Food Reykjavik Food 29.07.2016 420 2.76

21 Reykjavik Campsite Accommodation 29.07.2016 4200 27.71

22 Food Reykjavik Food 30.07.2016 363 2.4

23 Reykjavik  - KEF transfer Travel 30.07.2016 2100 13.81

24 Food Reykjavik Food 31.07.2016 510 3.37

TOTAL 953.91
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(B) Equipment list
Category Type Name Weight Comments
Clothes 
worn Shoes Aku Slope GTX 1370 Very comfrotable, excellent in heavy rain.

Top base 
layer

Icebreaker Merino 
200 LS 245 Excellent. Worn every day.

Top 2nd 
layer

Montano Cortina 
Stretch hooded 342 Excellent. Makes hats and scarves redundant. 

Pants Decathlon leggings 210 Comfortable.

Underwear Icebreaker Anatomica 
Boxer 77 Excellent.

Socks
Smartwool merino 
PhD Outdoor Light 
Crew

90
Perfect hiking sock. Much better compared to 'Hike 
Medium Crew'. Can be comfortably worn with liner 
socks.

Glasses 27 Almost blind otherwise.
Glasses 
support Decathlon 5 Invaluable for any kind of physical activity.
Trekking 
poles Black Diamond Trail 485 Durable and comfortable. Could be lighter.

Cap Decathlon 52 Invluable in heavy sun or rain.
Clothes 
carried WP Jacket Pyua Breakout Jacket 610 Good ventilation, fully waterproof. Could be lighter.

WP Pants Decathlon Rain Cut 195 Worn only during heavy rain. Terrible vetinlation, 
but cheap, lightweight, and effective.

Top base 
layer 2 Stretch / synthetic 215 Worn every night. 

Bottom 
base layer Stretch / synthetic 148 Worn every night.

Underwear 
2

Icebreaker Anatomica 
Boxer 77 Excellent.

Socks 2 Smartwool Hike 
Medium Crew 93 Worse than the other pair.

Socks 3 Injinji 5finger 
Performance Ultrathin

Excellent when combined with another pair of 
socks in preventing blisters.

Buff Buff 36 Excellent, multi-use. Used against sun, wind, and at 
night over eyes.

River shoes Decathlon 280

When taking a route similar to ours it is essential to 
carry river shoes as Icelandic climate does not allow 
for shoes or boots to dry quickly, and rivers carry a 
lot of debris.

Storage Pack Gossamer Gear 
Mariposa 960 Perfect.

Pack liner Trash bag
WP 
organisers
Organisers

Sleeping Sleeping 
pad TAR Trail Scout Long 850 Good, could be thicker and lighter. 

Sleeping 
bag

Malachowski UL II 
300 XL 525 Perfect for temperatures up to 0 degress. Lightest in 

the world in this category.

Tent Naturehike Cloud 
UP2 1400

Best in this price category, though slightly too short 
for me when used by two people since I am 194cm 
tall. Sub-optimal construction kepts us worried and 
awake during two nights in very heavy wind.
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Hydration Water filter Sawyer Mini 53 Invaluable though requires minor repairs after two 
weeks. 

Water filter 
care Sawyer Syringe 30 Broke after 7 days.

Water 
storage 1 Platypus 2l 38

Very good for landscapes devoid of water sources, 
but unfortunately Sawyer Mini cannot be used to 
drink directly from Platypus.

Water 
storage 2

Sawyer 0.5l squeeze 
pouch 23 Used sporadically.

Cooking Stove + pot Jetboil Zip (0.8l) 325 Excellent and fuel efficient. Used twice a day.
Fuel C500
Box of 
matches
Lighter
Utensil Plastic spoon 16

Hygiene Toothbrush generic
Sponge generic 9
Toothpaste Ajona concentrate 10
Toilet tissue A few strips per day

Health Blister 
adhesive 15x Compeed large
Adhesive 
tape Silk 2cm 20

Needle M

Diinfection Peroxygel 15g 16 Octenisept spray would be better, though heavier.

Scissors Small, generic 10
Vitamin 
pills 44x KFD Vitapak 65
Special 
pills 0

Feet balm Honest Amish Beard 
Balm 50 Capable of miracles, absolutely essential.

Electronic 
devices Phone Iphone 6

Phone cable

Camera GoPro Hero
Camera 
cable
Powerbank 7800 mah 183
Powerbank 
cable
Electronic 
watch Decathlon

Navigation Compass Decathlon 16
Maps
Notebook
Pen
Highlighter

Documents British 
credit card
Polish 
credit card
Insurance 
card Euro 26 Sport

Boarding 
Pass
Cash (ISK)

Category Type Name Weight Comments
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(C) Guide 

Logistics 

The airport 
There is not much choice regarding flights to Iceland. All international traffic is directed through the 
Keflavik Airport near Reykjavik, which is the capital of Iceland.  

Transfer from the airport to Reykjavik 
There are two bus companies operating transfers from the Keflavik Airport to Reykjavik. Both offer services 
running at least every hour, and both have similar prices (around 2200 ISK). The only significant difference 
regards the bus terminal at which you will arrive in Reykjavik. Reykjavik Excursions travels to the BST 
terminal. Grayline buses travel to the their own terminal. Both offer transfers to hotels and the Reykjavik 
Campsite for a small fee, though the Grayline terminal is much closer to, and within walking distance from 
the campsite. You should travel to the BST terminal if you are planning to send resupply boxes to Myvatn / 
Nyidalur / Landamannalauagar, because this service is offered by Reykjavik Excursions.  

Stove fuel and maps  
While in Reykjavik you will probably want to buy (i) gas fuel for your stove, (ii) maps. Both of these items 
are available from shops located on or near the main shopping avenue Lauagavegur. Note that those are 
usually also available at gas stations located along the ring road, but we did not want to risk not having these 
essential pieces of equipment. 

Getting to the northernmost point of Iceland 
The cheapest, though not necessarily the easiest or the fastest, way to get to the northernmost point of 
Iceland is to hitchhike. This is precisely what we did.  

There is a road no. 1 going around the entire country, so in theory to get North one simply needs to stand on 
the right side of the road and stick their finger out. In practice, to get to the northernmost point we spent 
around 30 hours,  caught 11 rides, and covered around 25 km on foot.  

Although we made the effort to walk all the way to the junction outside Reykjavik where road no. 1 
unequivocally heads north, it was probably unnecessary. I would recommend simply walking outside the city 
centre and standing on the side of the road with NORTH written clearly on a piece of cardboard.  

In fact, we have learned that having a simple NORTH sign or sticking one’s finger out was much more 
effective than writing names of towns on the way.  

Although we did our best to look very approachable, each time we needed at least 20 minutes to catch a ride 
and many cars would pass by. People who have picked us up were roughly equally locals and tourists on 
vacation who rented cars and travelled around the country. 
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There is no choice regarding the route to Akureyri which is ~380km kilometres away from Reykjavik, but 
after that at least two alternatives present themselves. One option is to go via Husavik, whereas the second 
option is to go via Reykjahlid / Lake Myvatn. We were originally planning to follow the former option, but 
our hitchhiking fate chose otherwise. The downside of the second option is that you get to see at least two 
days worth of landscapes before actually starting the walk South.  

The most difficult section is the one leading to northernmost point of Iceland from Kopasker. To make things 
more complicated there are two potential starting points. The more common one is the Hraunhafnartangi 
lighthouse. At the time we reached this point there were three groups there. The less common, but potentially 
the truly northernmost point is the tip of the Rifstangi peninsula. The problem with the latter option is that it 
is further away from the road, so one has to cover more distance on foot before actually starting the walk 
southward. 

There are two important things one has to bear in mind when getting there. One, I recommend against 
spending the night at either extreme point. Both locations are less than one kilometre away from the arctic 
circle. The winds are very strong and there is very little potential cover from it. Moreover it is usually very 
cold and rainy. Two, there is no safe drinking water in the area and almost no water generally. We started our 
day with around two litres of water per head and it was just enough. All water we have encountered in the 
area was still, muddy, and possibly contaminated by sheep faeces, so filtering it appears necessary. 

Food 

Food choices 
There are three primary considerations when choosing food for multi-day hikes.  

One, the food has to supply many calories per gram. The less you carry the faster and further you can go 
each day.  

Two, the food has to be quickly prepared. With respect to hot food, you want to avoid foods that need to be 
cooked in the proper sense. Take couscous and lyo food instead of pasta or rice. This allows you to carry less 
fuel and spend less time waiting for the food and watching the stove when you could be either walking or 
going to sleep sooner.  

Three, you need protein. This is surprisingly often forgotten by hikers. Although you can get away without 
protein on a weekend trip or when running an ultra-marathon, during a multi-day hike your muscles and 
joints need to regenerate to prevent injuries. Although there are some people who take things like beef jerky 
with them, this is both expensive and heavy. I recommend taking either unflavoured protein powder and 
adding it to hot meals after they cool down a bit or taking protein bars in addition to or instead traditional 
chocolate bars. We chose the latter option. 
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Meal plan 
For a male, 85kg of weight, carrying around 11kg at any time, and covering 35 kilometers a day, I estimated 
that I need around 3500 kcal per day. Meal breakdown for each day could look in the following way: (1) 
100g of couscous with spices ( 400 kcal), (2) 6x 37,5g Snickers bars during the day ( 1065 kcal) (3) 2x 100g 
20% protein bars during the day ( 1020 kcal), (4) 250g lyo meal before sleep (1000 kcal). 

Note that this varied throughout our journey. On some days we wanted to leave as soon as we woke up, so 
we skipped the hot meal in the morning. On others we waited for the weather to improve, so we ate a lot in 
the morning. Often we would take a longer break and eat lyo food before the final 1/3 of distance for the day 
to improve our morale.  

Vitamins and supplements 
Due to the highly demanding nature of the journey, your body probably needs additional vitamins and 
nutrients. I recommend taking vitamin pills and consuming the double recommended daily intake.  

One may also want to add some supplements commonly taken by long-distance runners such as BCAA or 
creatine or caffeine pills, but we have not taken it with us. 

Equipment 

There is only one philosophy worth following in modern-day hiking: “light and fast”. It is based on a few 
simple principles. First, take only items that are absolutely essential. Second, when choosing gear, treat 
weight as one of the top considerations. Third, plan well in advance of the expedition to avoid carrying 
excessive food and water supplies. 

The following sections cover in brief the most important pieces of equipment. 

Footwear 
Although it is common for modern-day hikers to wear trail running shoes instead of waterproof hiking boots, 
I recommend the latter for Icelandic landscapes and weather. My partner has chosen to wear the former and 
regretted this decision. 

Waterproof hiking boots are the right choice for three basic reasons. One, you will cross rivers and streams 
frequently. Some of them will be shallow enough to cross in your boots without taking them off or wetting 
your feet. Beyond that, there are so many rivers and streams that if you choose to cross them in your trail 
running shoes, your feet will be constantly wet and therefore more prone to blisters and other injuries. Two, 
when it rains in Iceland it rains either heavily or for long period of times. Again, your feet will get wet. 
Three, you will not encounter very high temperatures in Iceland, so you should not worry about your feet 
‘boiling’ inside the waterproof hiking boots. 
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In addition to waterproof hiking boots, I recommend taking additional lightweight river shoes or sandals. 
Crossing deep rivers in hiking boots is obviously a bad idea, because this kind of footwear takes forever to 
dry out. Crossing rivers with bare feet is dangerous, because the water is ice-cold, the riverbeds are rocky, 
and the currents often very strong.  

Tent 
This is something worth thinking twice about. We carried a Naturehike Cloud UP 2 person tent. At the price 
of 80 GBP this is definitely the best option on the market because of its weight (1400g), packability, and 
durability.  

However, if I had (much) more money and (slightly) more experience, I would perhaps choose another tent. 
One problem with it is that it just large enough for two tall guys, one of which is just under 2 meters. One 
had to be careful not too move around too much to avoid pushing against the walls of the tent at night, 
especially when it was raining. Another problem with it is that it offers very good protection from the wind, 
but only from the front and from the back, whereas the sides are vulnerable to strong winds. Although 
nothing broke, some nights could have been much better if we had a tunnel weather-proof construction with 
us. 

Sleeping bag 
In the summer, the temperatures shouldn’t go beyond 0 Celsius degrees, but they frequently around 5 Celsius 
degrees at night. Taking weight, sleeping comfort, and packability as primary considerations, down insulated 
sleeping bags are the best option. 

I had with me a Malachowski 300 II Ultralight XL sleeping bag, insulated with 345g of 98/2 850 cuin Polish 
goose gown, weighing 525g. It is probably the lightest sleeping bag in the world in this category, and it has 
worked exceptionally well, so I wholeheartedly recommend it. 

Stove 
We carried a Jetboil ZIP stove with a 0.8l container and it worked flawlessly. Cooking at leat twice a day, for 
two people, for 13 days, we did not manage to get anywhere near the end of a CV470 (450g) Butane-Propane 
container. The time required to bring water to boil is also exceptionally low. 

Waterproof clothing 
Iceland is a rainy place, so bring proper waterproof clothing with you. It is essential that your waterproof 
jacket has reliable ventilation systems in place (armpit zips etc.) because when it rains it does so for several 
hours at a time. Although your jacket may be waterproof, if these ventilation systems do not work properly, 
you will get wet just from the moisture coming from your skin. You also need waterproof pants. Although 
they will be worn much less often than the waterproof jacket, they are essential to protect your boots and feet 
from getting wet simply due to water flowing down from your legs. 
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Water 

It is a tricky issue. On one hand, there is generally plenty of water in Iceland. On many occasions one either 
walks directly along a river or else crosses rivers frequently. In those areas we carried as little as 0.5l per 
head and filled up our stomachs when we found it convenient. On the other hand, there are areas where there 
is next to no water and carrying 2l per head is a good idea. This is certainly the case in the northernmost part 
of Iceland, in some parts of the highlands, and in the penultimate section of the Laugavegur trail in the south. 
The best advice is to look at the maps carefully and plan well. 

Another important issue is the quality of water. Although there are some people who covered a similar route 
without a water filter, at least 50% of them suffered from diarrhoea at some point. Given how lightweight 
and cheap filters are nowadays, I strongly advise you to take one. In many locations the only water we 
encountered was still, muddy, and possibly contaminated by sheep faeces. Furthermore, very often rivers 
carry a lot of sand and debris which can be both harmful to one’s health and simply horrible to drink. 

I strongly recommend using a mechanical filter like Sawyer MINI. It is relatively cheap (~25GBP), tested 
worldwide, and the producer claims that, when treated properly, it can last a few decades. Its mechanism is 
simple - it does not allow particles of certain size through: debris, sand, and bacteria. It does not filter out 
some of the viruses, but this is not an issue in Iceland and most countries. Equally importantly, it can be 
screwed on most bottles and therefore allows one to drink straight from the bottle while walking or right 
after filling the bottle from a water source. By contrast, chemical purification methods usually require one to 
wait a few hours before drinking, thus making planning much more important. One should also remember to 
bring the supplied syringe and back-flush the filter occasionally, because the sand carried by many rivers can 
impair the water flow from the filter. 
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