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hat else would I need? Ski jacket,
gloves – thick ones, thin ones or ones
in between? I didn’t know how to
prepare or what we should expect.
Max Kroneck and I were
spontaneously invited on a ski trip to Iceland, by
photographer Michael Neumann (a.k.a. Michi). Details
were sparse: all we knew was we had to pack and get
on a plane. We were calling each other a few hours
before the departure: “How many pairs of skis are you
taking? Do we need a sleeping bag? Are two pairs of
underpants enough? What about ice axes and
crampons? I mean, we're going to Iceland right?”

A bunch of freeriders found freshies and features aplenty on Iceland’s
northernmost peninsula, based in a lonely farmhouse with a Zodiac
on hand, a sauna in the stable and a seal or two for company
WORDS Jochen Mesle
PHOTOS Michael Neumann
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Iceland

The conditions were pretty bad at our home
mountains in Austria, so Michi’s call to Max and me
came at just the right time. Yes, we would be skipping
a local Freeride World Qualifier event to go, but it
didn’t matter – we were both excited at the idea of
some Icelandic adventures instead. Just four hours
later we touched down at Keflavik International
Airport, 40 minutes from the capital city of Reykjavik,
and off we went in our rental car.
The barren landscape of the Reykjanesskagi
peninsula passed by my window. It was flat, windy
and there were only a few freckles of snow in some
shaded spots. “Where will we ski?” I wondered
nervously. Something caught my eye. “Look, over
there!” I pointed in the direction of the ocean where a
perfect barrel was rolling in. Not too big, but a perfect
shape and incredibly long. Back home, when we had
asked Michi whether we should pack our surf stuff, he
had answered: “If anyone says the word SURFING
during the trip, that person is flying home
immediately. This is a skiing trip, got it?!” (Seems like
he’d had a bad experience with surf-hungry skiers on
previous trips…) So Max and I bit our tongues, using
only our fingers to communicate and share the stoke.
The landscape passed by quickly, though there was
still no sign of the white stuff. Time to take a nap.
When I woke up in the semi-darkness, Michi was still
behind the wheel and doing powder turns. In the
beam of the headlights I could see about 30cm of fresh
snow on the road. It took a lot of concentration to make
out the road, which was marked by yellow poles, and
see where the ditches were. Our plan to do an average
speed of 90km per hour on the 500km distance
between the airport and our destination, Isafjördur –
the largest town in the Westfjords peninsula – was
deﬁnitely a fantasy. So we stopped off at a hostel to get
a few hours of sleep…

"In the headlights I could see
30cm of fresh snow. It took
concentration to make out the
road, marked by yellow poles"
didn‘t even have time for a pee break – a small cutter,
its engine running, was waiting for us in the harbour.
The late ones. Stepping onto the cutter with the
soundtrack of a YouTube ski edit I'm On a Boat (by The
Lonely Island) in my ears, Max and I still had no idea
what was in store or us.
During the crossing we got to know our guides,
Gunnlaugur and Runar. Locals to the area, they would
not only be our hosts over the coming days, preparing
all our meals, they would also be showing us around
their backyard – these fjords and mountains which
they know like the back of their hands. A small group
of Swiss ski enthusiasts completed the team.
Our ﬁnal destination was a hut in the Hornstrandir
Nature Reserve, located on an isolated and unspoiled
peninsula at the northernmost point of Iceland,
considered one of the most remote places in Europe.
This was where the local agency Borea Adventures
had gradually renovated a farmhouse that was built in
1921 and abandoned by its owners in 1948 – the Kviar
Lodge.
Waves were rolling us back and forth. We were
standing outside on the deck, enjoying the sea spray
and spotting the endless lines. “Come over here,” Max
yelled through the wind, “and check out this chute!”

4am – wake-up call

Studying the map in the light of the day it was clear
that even without snow, it would have been tough to
do the journey in one go; the road snakes along each
fjord. A short 5km as the bird flies could easily turn
out to be 50km on the road. Thankfully, also in the
light of day, there is so much to see to keep you
amused. Every few minutes we spotted ridable lines
and gullies on the ﬂat-topped mountains that, quite
often, went right down to the sea.
On arrival in Isafjördur shortly before midday we

46 www.fall-line.co.uk

From right: man
chain ahoy!; Jochen
Mesle (left) and
Max Kroneck
(smiling) prepare
to launch; en route
to the Hornstrandir
Nature Reserve

ICELAND

"Wherever the Zodiac
dropped us off, we saw
lines by the dozen,
from mellow to steep"
There were more than a handful of lines side by side.
“Have you seen the beautiful spine over there?”
I replied. We were stoked!
Finally we could see our base for the following days
– where we would give up all dispensable comfort:
no cell phone network, no warm water and no heated
loo. Well, almost all comforts… Runar proudly told
us that a sauna had recently been installed in what
used to be the goat stable. It was unlikely we would
spend much time in it however – there was too much
fun to be had outside. Directly behind the lodge was
the perfect playground – several hills with lots
of windlips.
We couldn’t wait to put our feet on land and step into
our skis. But the first mission was to get our stuff
from the cutter, with a small Zodiac, to the beach
without losing anything to the water… Mission
accomplished!
Skis on, we explored the terrain around the lodge.
We were having fun among several cornices and a
natural quarterpipe directly in front of the lodge, just
as the sun started to set into the sea. It was almost like
surﬁng: sliding in a snow tube with an ocean view.
Afterwards we all gathered inside for a tasty dinner

of local, freshly caught fish with vegetables, before
we fell into our beds, exhausted but happy.
The next morning, after a 30-minute cruise on the
Zodiac, with salty lips and big smiles, we started our
first tour in the north-eastern fjord-bay of the lodge.
As we started hiking, taking in fjord views in all
directions, the sun came out – perfect timing. But as
we reached the top a fog descended suddenly – not so
perfect. After negotiating our way through the fog, we
managed to find a nice run with 10cm of fresh snow,
which ended directly in front of the lodge.

starting at sea level

Sometimes we did two tours in a day. The mountains
are not very high, but 800m of vertical covered in
powder all the way to the beach was more than
enough. Starting at the beach felt almost as easy as
taking a ski lift, as we were used to being on the move
at 3000m altitude and above.
Wherever the Zodiac dropped us off, we saw
potential lines by the dozen – anything from mellow to
steep. Our guides told us about several cool (and
weather-dependent) lines; for instance, for those who
want something really steep, it’s possible to ski the
west face of Hattarfell, something that has only been
done once before. Or you can skin to the top of Mt
Tröllafell, with its mix of steep couloirs and wide open
runs. If you know where to look, there is a lot of
unskied territory here – and potential to make some
nice first descents.
For the time being, we were having fun closer to
home. There is one good thing when it comes to strong
winds in combination with snow: Mother Nature
forms beautiful windlips with natural take-offs. Every

From above: Jochen
throws a trick in the
natural quarterpipe;
Jochen and Max skin
into the wild; Kviar
Lodge; Max gets
deep on the descent
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ICELAND

Kviar Lodge:
basic but cosy,
with no mobile
reception

morning when we stepped outside, the classic windlip
directly behind the lodge had a brand new look. We
took pleasure in showing Michi our trick game and
got some nice little shots – hike, jump, smile, repeat.
Once, when the weather wasn’t in our favour (which,
it turns out, happens quite often in Iceland) and it was
too stormy to cruise out by Zodiac, we hiked up a
steep gully with ice axes and crampons and got
rewarded with some nice mellow turns in good snow,
sea views all the way. We didn’t even have to bring our
mp3-players – the sound of the seagulls was
entertaining enough.
After each exhausting but super-exciting day we’d
spend the evenings playing cards, planning the next

day's mission and chatting with the others. One
evening the Swiss guys surprised all of us with
a traditional fondue.
Towards the end of the week the weather worsened.
Snow was flying horizontally at wind speeds of over
100kmph. We weren’t too disappointed – it forced us
to have a day off. We started by having a lazy morning
by the stove, but at some point we just couldn't hold
back. Max and I had to get out, do something. So we
wrapped ourselves up and ventured outside.
Not even 50m from the house we found our
playground for the afternoon. With our ice axes
we climbed up a small, partially overhanging wall
of snow. Arriving at the top, we jumped down into

"After each exhausting but
super-exciting day we'd spend
the evenings playing cards and
planning the next day's mission"
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the lee-side, where snow had accumulated to form
a two-metre deep pile of fresh powder. The only
witnesses to our heroic deeds were a group of seals.
Back in the warmth, Gunnlaugur had already
preheated the sauna for us. Another perfect day, even
if we didn't ski.
All too soon our week was over and we headed back
to civilisation. The icing on the cake would have been
if some orcas had said ‘hi’ during our short trip to
Iceland. Unfortunately we had to be satisﬁed with
a school of dolphins – although our guide assured us
the waters are full of wales. Ashore we were luckier –
a beautiful snow-white Arctic fox, who lives
somewhere near the lodge, visited us several times
and was the perfect model for Michi.
Just before ﬂying home we had the chance to use the
only piece of equipment we had packed but hadn't so
far used: our board shorts. Close to the airport is one
of Iceland's most famous landmarks: the Blue Lagoon.
Each of us got a beer at the kiosk, which you can swim
to, and we toasted to Iceland. See you next time…
maybe even with our surf gear.

"A beautiful Arctic fox visited us
several times and was the perfect
model for Michi"
Kviar Lodge

Iceland
Essentials
GETTING THERE
Fly to Keflavik International Airport. For info on
car hire companies visit kefairport.is.
STAY & SKI
Borea Adventures offers a six-day trip from
ISK 259,000 (£1380), including guiding,
accommodation, meals and cutter travel.
@ boreaadventures.com

ISAFjÖrDUR

ICELAND

Reykjavík
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Dinner time at
Kviar Lodge

