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Sunday, 16. August: Reykjavík - Kerlingarfjöll 

We all meet at the Ísafold headquarters in Garðabær: Margit and Uli  from Germany, 

Alessandra and Manuel from Italy and ourselves from Switzerland. Our guide is Jón Baldur, 

who we know already from the Winter Trophy, and therefore we are already certain that also 

this trip will be a delight. Our vehicles are ISAK 1 to 3, Land Rover Defenders with the same 

equipment as in winter (38ò tyres and snorkels, which we will particularly need this time). 

Soon we are off. Jón leads us out of the city through the area of Elliðavatn and then onto the 

road along the hot water pipeline to Nesjavellir. The area is full of boreholes and pipes and 

everywhere steam rises to the sky. We get the first encounter with a group of Italians traveling 

with less impressive Land Rovers than ours. They will cross our way several times in the 

future. We drive on to Þingvellir, where we get our first lesson in geology and history from 

Jón. We ask him about Hótel Valhöll that burned down recently. They have already turfed 

over the area where it once stood. After our first alfresco lunch amongst trees in the National 

Park our adventure starts in earnest. After a short drive on road 52 we take a track towards the 

interior. We reduce the tyre pressure to make the ride over the bumpy track more comfortable. 

The weather is nice, sunshine mixed with clouds and the occasional short shower, which 

makes the landscape quite dramatic. To the north we are greeted by Langjökull, which we 

crossed in winter in ISAKs; somehow hard to imagine now. We drive south of Skjaldbreiður, 

a perfect shield volcano, towards Hlöðufell. Jón continues with his geology lesson and 

explains why it is obvious that this mountain was born under the ice during the ice age. The 

area is littered with stones. Our ISAKs have a high ground clearance, but Manuel does his 

best to find a big one to touch with the differential. West of Hlöðufell we get a glimpse of 

Hagavatn at the foot of Langjökull.  

  
Our track is joined by a power line, which we follow down south. After the barren desert 

landscape the greenery in Haukadalsheiði appears even greener. Glaciers have shaped the 

rocks into rounded forms. Unfortunately it starts to rain when we drive through the forest to 

Geysir. We have a look at the hot springs and help Jón with pumping up the tyres at the petrol 

station. óNot so fastô, I hear a familiar voice and run into Ingi, J·nôs brother, who was leading 

us on the Winter Trophy. The world is small! He has been on Langjökull with passengers in 

his Nissan. It is getting late and we need to drive on. Gullfoss looks great in the evening sun 

with a rainbow.  



  
The Kjalvegur is more frequently driven and in a better condition, which allows us to drive 

fast. There are no longer any fords on the route, but at the bridge over Sandá Jón leads us to 

the old ford to teach us how to cross Icelandic rivers. If the water is not clear, we first have to 

guess the depth of the water and condition of the river bed. This is done by throwing a stone 

into the water and the sound it makes when it hits the bottom tells you if it is stony or sandy 

and the time it takes tells you something about the depth. This is followed by a practical 

demonstration by Jón driving through the river first. The river is indeed not too shallow, but 

probably to the disappointment of some spectators from the main road we all make it. It is 

quite a pleasant evening and our drive is accompanied by rainbows. Only over Kerlingarfjöll 

there are thick clouds and it starts to drizzle when we drive into them. All the fords have been 

eliminated here as well, even the nice one by the waterfall. We pass by a bus that is left 

damaged by the roadside. We hear later of the accident that happened the same day. We are 

getting a bit tired and are glad to finally reach Árskarð, our quarters for the night. Jón goes to 

see Jana, his old friend from Germany, who is working here. We get our own little hut and we 

do not need to cook. We get plokkfiskur in the restaurant and treat ourselves with a nice Egils 

Gull. The dessert is skyr, very nice as well. Jón sings a few songs with his guitar, but since 

other guests are already sleeping upstairs we cannot enjoy it for too long. We are anyway also 

tired and crawl into our sleeping bags. 

Monday, 17. August: Kerlingarfjöll - Laugafell 

The weather has improved somehow. We have an early start and drive to the hot spring area. 

The steaming hills catch a few rays of the sun, just magic! Unfortunately it is too wet from the 

rain and Jón cannot get to a new steam vent which has opened recently. The area is however 

anyway just beautiful, although the ice fields have shrunken considerably since we were here 

the last time. We drive back to Árskarð for our breakfast (Jón explains how to make a decent 

Icelandic musli with súrmjólk and púðursykur). We need to fill up our tanks, since we will not 

see any other fuel pump again until we reach Egilstaðir on Friday. We say good bye to Jana 

and drive northwards towards Hveravellir. The weather is getting better and the glaciers 

glisten in the sun.  

  



Shortly before we reach Hveravellir J·n leads us to a track which is signposted óTorleiĦiô and 

there is an additional warning that the area we are intending to drive through has some 

difficult rivers to cross. óDo not drive aloneô the sign says. J¿rg grins: óNo I did not drive 

alone; there were four additional passengers in my car.ô Very soon we stand in front of 

Blanda. Jón puts on his waders, takes his stick that helps him to probe the ground and to keep 

the balance in the current. The water is deep and murky and the current is strong, but his 

verdict is: óit seems to be okô. We are glad to have our modified Land Rovers; with ordinary 

ones it would have been difficult . Jón drives in first without encountering problems and Uli  

and Jürg are following afterwards in his path. Jón tells us the story of some Spaniards who 

recently rented an ISAK and got stuck in here. The river was very high at that time and 

despite the warning from the warden they tried to drive this difficult route. Poor ISAK 8 had 

water up to 1.5 meters high and needed to be rescued by the rescue team. It is still being 

repaired, quite expensive for the driver, since no insurance covers damage caused by river 

crossings. 

  
We continue eastwards and get closer to Hofsjökull. Jón tells us that this route is called 

Eyrfirðingaleið, because it was used by the people from Eyjafjörður to reach the south. The 

landscape is barren but impressive and there are may more rivers to cross. Fortunately they do 

all not have too much water, since the temperature is rather low. But by looking at their 

extensive stony riverbeds it is all too easy to imagine that they could be completely different. 

Jón first want to cross Strangakvísl before we break for lunch. We cross a river which could 

be it and soon after we enjoy our self-made sandwiches in the sun with a wonderful view. We 

continue our journey and come across a broad river with may arms. óSorryô, we hear Jón on 

the radio, óthis must be Strangakv²sl, I was mistakenô. But fortunately with his knowledge it is 

not difficult to find a good way through it and avoiding the quicksands and potentially deep 

sections. Also Vestari Jökulsá is without problems. Finally we reach Ingólfskáli and the end 

of the difficult track. We celebrate our success with a few drops of cognac. Jón tells us that he 

has driven Eyfirðingaleið 11 times so far and 7 times he has been successful. Today he has 

increased his rate of success to 8 out of 12. 

  
The next section is easy to drive. Since leaving Kjalvegur we have not met a single other 

vehicle. Austari Jökulsá is crossed via a bridge and the remaining ford is harmless compared 


