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Iceland is in the midst of an unprecedented tourist boom that has brought wealth to the country,
but also myriad issues and challenges. Through a series of short essays, this book provides a
unique insight into the social and environmental impact that tourism is having on Iceland, and
with wit and intelligence offers invaluable tips for touring safely, responsibly, and in harmony with
the locals. A fascinating resource for anyone interested in contemporary Iceland, and an
essential companion for all visitors to the country.Among the topics addressed in this book:•
Why now?—Reasons for the tourism boom in Iceland• The impact of tourism on Iceland’s
housing market, health care system, law enforcement, search and rescue operations, and more•
Touring Iceland, staying safe—the things to keep in mind while traveling in Iceland’s treacherous
terrain• Out driving. The most dangerous parts of Iceland? Its roads! Read our tips for staying
safe• What they think of us—he things our visitors complain about• What we think of them:
tourist behaviors that really, seriously irk the Icelanders• Crazy stories of tourists in Iceland
(hahaha oh lord!)• The environmental footprint: depletion of natural resources, pollution, and the
physical impact of tourism• Taxing tourists? The endless debate and what it entails• Can't we
just all get along? Tips for touring in harmony with the locals• The truth about those Iceland
myths: jailed bankers, believing in elves, the incest app, sleeping around … don’t believe
everything you hear!• The hilarious questions we get (“What time do the northern lights come
on?”)… and so much more!Excerpt"Yes, Iceland’s landscape is treacherous, and there are
dangers in both expected and unexpected places. Yet the most dangerous aspect of touring
Iceland is not those hot springs, glaciers, or rogue waves, but something far more
commonplace: driving.Iceland has a very low population density—only about three people per
square kilometer, or eight per square mile. Building and maintaining an efficient road system
obviously costs a few crowns, and hitherto the Icelanders have been, if not entirely satisfied,
then at least reasonably content with their single-lane highways, gravel roads, and the
mountainous F-roads that are generally only open in summer.So here we are, merrily driving on
our sub-standard roads and suddenly there is a tourist boom, resulting in far more cars on the
road than ever before, including whole convoys of tour buses. This means increased wear and
tear on roads that were already unsuitable for so much traffic and that require more frequent
maintenance if they are to be kept safe. Also, many Icelandic roads are not built for the volume of
traffic that they are now experiencing. For instance, shoulders have been known to collapse
when a tour bus has moved too far over to one side of a narrow road, in order to make way for an
oncoming vehicle. Thankfully there have been no serious injuries to people under such
circumstances, but there have been enough scares to make people stand up and pay
attention.A related problem that has been growing ever more serious is the limited experience of
many folks when it comes to the driving conditions endemic to Iceland. I am speaking of driving
in strong winds, winter driving, two-lane highways, gravel roads, and so on. [...]So the road
system definitely needs a major overhaul. However, that is not an undertaking that can be



completed overnight, and besides, it is entirely open to debate whether we want all those roads
improved. More on that later.For now, at least, we must accept the sort of road system we have,
and try our best to make our visitors aware of the main dangers and risks of motoring in Iceland,
so that we can all stay safe."

"A must-read for any golf fan." —Portland Oregonian"Dodson... resurrects the flesh-and-blood
man from the ashes of apocrypha, providing the most intimate and richly textured portrait of the
famous golfer to date." —Publishers Weekly (starred review)From the Trade Paperback
edition.From Publishers WeeklyBen Hogan is widely credited with ushering in the modern era of
golf. His legendary practice sessions, intense perfectionism and iron determination helped turn a
lazy gentleman's game into a high-stakes, competitive sport. Yet Hogan's unprecedented
achievements on the golf course were often overshadowed by his fierce demeanor and public
reticence, which fueled wild speculations about every aspect of his guarded life and gave birth to
countless myths and misrepresentations. Dodson (Final Rounds) resurrects the flesh-and-blood
man from the ashes of apocrypha, providing the most intimate and richly textured portrait of the
famous golfer to date. Although reverential, Dodson doesn't shy away from the darker aspects of
the Hogan story, exposing a vulnerable and pathologically obsessive man whose dogged
resolve and incomparable success were matched only by his hidden shame and self-doubt.
Reared in Depression-era Texas, nine-year-old Hogan witnessed his father's suicide, a formative
event that Dodson believes spurred Hogan's prodigious ambition and drive, as well as his
compulsive tendencies and extreme need for privacy. All the mesmerizing stories-including
Hogan's near-miraculous comeback and triumph at the 1950 U.S. Open after a debilitating car
crash, and his record-setting 1953 season in which he won the Masters, U.S. Open and British
Open-are related in lush and loving detail, without overlooking anecdotes about the era's other
great players and colorful personalities, such as Sam Snead, Byron Nelson and Jimmy Demaret.
As much about the game as about Hogan himself, Dodson's nuanced and engrossing biography
adds new depth to a figure who has been excessively scrutinized but rarely
understood.Copyright © Reed Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights
reserved. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorJAMES
DODSON is the author of bestselling Final Rounds, which was named the Golf Book of the Year
by the International Network of Golf in 1996. He is also the author of The Road To Somewhere:
Travels With A Young Boy Through An Old World, as well as Faithful Travelers, The
Dewsweepers, and A Golfer’s Life, a collaboration with Arnold Palmer that was a New York
Times bestseller. A multiple winner of the prestigious Golf Writers of America Award for his
column in GolfMagazine, and numerous other literary prizes, Dodson lives with his wife and
children on the coast of Maine. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Chapter OneGod's CountryDating from the late



1880s, a U.S. federal surveying map of west Texas lands summarizes the isolated village of
Dublin rather simply and starkly as "a moderately prosperous railhead located on the edge of
formerly occupied Indian territories."In fact, since its establishment by Irish immigrant farmers a
decade before the outbreak of the Civil War, eighty miles southwest of Fort Worth and nearly at
the geographical center of the state of Texas, Dublin had been an oasis of protection and shade
in an unforgiving sea of scrub oaks and native grasslands. It occupied a limestone rise of
forested hills that were notable for their clear running creeks and abundance of wild turkey,
prairie chicken, and free-ranging buffalo.The Comanche, Kiowa, Lipan, and Apache tribes who
hunted these bleak surrounding lands, undisturbed for centuries before white settlers pushed
into the region, were more than a little reluctant to give them up to the newcomers, and thus
Dublin's early town records are filled with vivid accounts of deadly skirmishes between uninvited
homesteaders and native inhabitants, family massacres, and revenge killings.As late as the start
of the twentieth century, surviving elements of these "pacified" native peoples periodically
committed violent raids on Dublin township for horses and cows, and a year seldom passed
without the murder of a farmer or disappearance of a town resident caught unaware in some
isolated outlying area. "My grandmother used to say this was God's country," remembers a
modern resident of Dublin whose family roots burrow back to the town's formation. "He put this
nice little Christian town smack in the middle of a country that was meaner than hell. Reckon
only He could truly love it."One popular account of how Dublin got its name holds that it came
from the shouted alert to "double in the wagons! Indians a'comin'!" though the abundance of
Irish surnames in local graveyards suggests the founding fathers were probably more intent
upon honoring their distant homeland when Dublin actually appeared on government land maps
around 1860. A less likely if more colorful theory holds that the name derived from the raucous
Double Inn Hotel that opened up about the time the railroad arrived to serve the needs of a more
prosperous crossroads economy, a notorious roadhouse that specialized in strong drink and
cheap beds.Five years after the Yuma Stagecoach Line made Dublin a regular stop in 1874, the
Texas Central Railroad surveyed a line straight through the heart of town and opened a small
depot there in 1881, prompting an influx of cattlemen and cotton farmers aiming to seek their
fortunes on the edge of a wild new country. One of those who came to town was a young,
rawboned Mississippian looking for a new start. William Alexander Hogan had spent a year
serving as a blacksmith in a Confederate cavalry unit before taking a bride four years his senior
and settling down to try to raise cotton on rented land back in Mississippi. After five years of hard
tenant labor that left the Hogans with little or nothing to show for their efforts, William and Cinthia
Hogan pulled up stakes and joined the migration to the promised land of west Texas, arriving in
Dublin sometimes after 1870 with their four young children: William, Josephine, Martha, and
Mary. According to Sunday school records, they joined the First Baptist Church almost
immediately upon arriving in town, and William abandoned farming in favor of the trade he'd
learned in the Confederate Army.Whether by chance or design, the opening of a new blacksmith
shop on Elm Street, just a block or so from the center of town, was fortuitously timed because



the same railroad that brought settlers into the formerly untamed region also brought cattle
ranchers and cotton farmers in growing numbers, people who relied heavily on the horse for
their livelihoods and transportation needs.On February 2, 1885, a fifth and final child was born to
the Hogans, a solemn dark-eyed boy they called Chester, possibly after the outgoing president
of the United States. At an early age, according to early family lore--what little of it managed to
pass down the line--Chester Hogan was drawn to the dust and bustle of his father's workplace,
often spending his days at the blacksmith shop tending horses and watching customers come
and go. He was said to be an unusually sweet-dispositioned child given to periods of prolonged
silence.In 1889 a spur of the larger Fort Worth-Rio Grande Railroad reached Dublin and an
opera house opened its ornate doors, featuring dance hall girls and the kind of rowdy frontier
melodramas that soon attracted patrons from as far away as Fort Worth and Dallas. One of
those who found himself attracted to the town's mix of the Old West and the new ways was Sam
Houston Prim, a former bookstore owner who contracted to produce and bottle a carbonated
concoction that was all the rage down in Waco, a sweet soda beverage called Dr. Pepper.
Sensing an opportunity to get the jump on merchants restricted to peddling the newfangled soda
drink from their traditional lunch counters around the Lone Star State, Prim opened his small
bottling plant with the greater ambition to make Dr. Pepper available at every general store and
grocery purveyor in west Texas. To do so, he hired his brother and a nephew to mix chilled
carbonated water and flavored syrup in Hutchinson bottles, which could then be sealed with wire
corks and shipped imperishably anywhere there were good roads or rail lines. The idea caught
on like a fever, and Prim was soon expanding his operation and looking for extra hands to bottle
and ship his soda. In due course, Prim hired the quiet but hardworking youngest son of William
Hogan to wash returned bottles, refill and cork them, and crate them up for shipment.Chester
Hogan was believed to be twenty years old and already married the spring he briefly left his
father's blacksmith shop to bottle Dr. Pepper, and in a famous photograph that the Dublin
Progress newspaper published in 1955--half a century later--the youngest Hogan appears erect
and taciturn, with an almost Lincoln-like solemnity and bearing about the eyes, remarkably like
the two sons he would father within a decade. Not long after the photograph appeared in print,
the newspaper's editor received a pair of politely worded letters from golfer Ben Hogan, the first
requesting a "glossy print of this original picture at your earliest possible convenience," the
second a short while later expressing the letter writer's deep appreciation for a prompt reply and
dispatch of the photograph in question. Neither letter made even passing reference to the fact
that the man in the photograph was Ben Hogan's father.Chester Hogan, in any case, was
married to the former Clara Williams, third child of a Dublin cotton buyer who grew up in a rented
house on nearby Grafton Street, a short time after he went to work for Sam Prim. Her father, Ben
Williams, a prominent member of the Baptist church, was remembered as being a fastidious
dresser and a quick-witted man who could instantly work out the most complicated math
problems in his head even while simultaneously transacting purchases of bundled bails of raw
cotton that were brought from the fields by the wagonload to the Dublin train depot. It was



Williams's job to grade and purchase bails of raw cotton fiber, then mark and ship them on for
processing to northern clothing and thread manufacturing companies. For his trouble, he
collected 10 percent of every consummated purchase.Cotton was king across much of the
American South in those days, and Ben Williams had social ambitions that probably didn't
include his pretty, spirited daughter marrying the silent heir of the village smithy shop.As a Fort
Worth reporter snooping around in Ben Hogan's mysterious early life in the late 1950s first
discovered--but chose not to reveal--there was apparently no marriage certificate between
Chester Hogan and Clara Williams filed anywhere in the courthouse records of Erath or
neighboring Comanche County, leading some to surmise that the young couple may simply have
eloped or quietly gone off and married in a hurry, owing to an impending arrival. In any case,
from family sources it's known that Clara was eighteen in 1908 when she gave birth for the first
time to a boy she rather fancifully named Royal Dean. Two years later a daughter was born at
home, probably at the young couple's modest wooden frame house on Camden Street.
Projecting her ambitions for a more refined life on her first and only female child, Clara named
the girl Chester Princess.Finally, on August 13, 1912, a few days after the Bull Moose Party
nominated Theodore Roosevelt for president and advocated a platform promoting women's
suffrage and sweeping election reform, Clara Hogan delivered a second son at the new
women's infirmary in nearby Stephensville, the county seat. For reasons unclear--possibly
having to do with her natural distrust of strangers or the dying western tradition that held all
newborns should be properly named at home (it was bad luck to do otherwise)--Mama Hogan
chose not to give the baby a formal name until she brought her infant male home to Dublin.Both
Royal Dean and Princess were remembered by Dublin elders as lively babies who seemed to
possess their mama's extroverted nature, but the third Hogan issue had both his father's calm
and watchful personality and his mother's imposing blue-gray eyes. Clara eventually decided to
call him William Ben Hogan, after both his grandfathers, the diligent blacksmith and the
enterprising cotton broker, a pretty good choice considering the way young Bennie turned out in
life.Except for his modestly phrased letters of inquiry and gratitude to the Dublin Enterprise, sent
and received during the summer of 1955--the year he just missed winning a record fifth National
Open and announced his intention to "retire" from full-time professional golf to pursue "other
interests"--Ben Hogan rarely acknowledged his blood connection to the rough little pioneer
railhead of his birth on the edge of former Indian country. In light of what followed nine years after
his birth, it's not too surprising that he flatly refused to ever publicly mention the circumstances
that drove the family from the town, and never even spoke of it to the woman he chose to court
and marry until his own mother let the secret out many years later."One of the first things I
learned about our family was that nobody talked about the past or wrote things down unless it
was completely necessary, and certainly not that," reflects Jacqueline Hogan Towery, Royal
Hogan's only daughter and one of two nieces Ben Hogan came to regard as if they were his own
daughters. "For the Hogans, Dublin was essentially the end of the line. And the way they looked
at it, if you wrote something down it might later be used against you. So there was no chance of



family history ever being written. Growing up, I never heard my grandmother say anything about
my grandfather, her late husband. Chester was the man never mentioned in our house. All we
knew was that he'd somehow gotten sick and eventually died. And then she'd brought her family
to Fort Worth to get on with things, to start a new life."Before that abrupt and violent partitioning
from their birthplace took place, by all accounts the three Hogan children experienced fairly
ordinary and even happy childhoods in the quiet oak-shaded streets of Dublin. Once Chester
returned to take over his father's blacksmith shop on Elm Street, shoeing horses provided
sufficient income to permit Chester and Clara to own a second small rental house, and for many
years the family wasn't anywhere nearly as destitute as later accounts of Hogan's early
childhood days present them as being. On the contrary, life for the Hogan charges appears to
have been something of a rural American idyll, with picnics by Clear Creek and evening suppers
at the Baptist church. An early newspaper advertisement for the family business, for example,
includes a photograph of the Hogan children bundled together on a pony wagon draped with a
Fourth of July parade sign that cheerfully reads: "pappa's a blacksmith. let hogan shoe your
horse!"The oldest boy, Royal Hogan, was remembered as a natural athlete who organized
neighborhood teams and pitched a mean sandlot baseball game; Princess, who had her
mother's gregarious personality, stern good looks, and no shortage of the Williams charm and
ambition, sang at church and even earned a few bit parts in musical productions at the old
Dublin Opera Hall. Neighbors from those years who knew the family often remembered that
quiet little Bennie Hogan seemed to be his father's boy to the core, a thoughtful lad who was shy
but unfailingly polite around adults, a bit of a happy loner who loved to poke around his father's
busy blacksmith shop, where he calmed the horses as they waited to be shoed and fed scraps
of his lunch to the village dogs that always congregated there on hot summer days. Tellingly,
decades later, Ben Hogan's favorite keepsake from this faraway childhood--his most prized
family possession--was a small black-and-white photograph that shows him sitting peacefully on
his father's lap, astride a chestnut mare. Bennie was maybe a year old at the time, being cradled
between his father's belt and the saddle horn, already clutching the reins like a true son of the
West. Father and son are both looking away from the camera's lens, as if scanning some
unknown horizon, but the spiritual connection between them is unmistakable. Their expressions
and profiles are serenely calm, and nearly identical.As his father had been, young Bennie was a
bit undersized for his age, the classic neighborhood runt, and some recalled that he seemed
destined to grow up in Royal's shadow, reduced to playing the "pigtail" during sandlot games
where Royal was always pitching, the extra boy who chased down errant throws the catcher
missed, just waiting for his chance to get invited into the game. For other entertainments, the
Hogan children swam in Clear Creek and went to the open-air movie theater just off Dublin's
dusty main square on Friday nights, plunking down a nickel for a seat on a hard bench to watch
Douglas Fairbanks in The Knickerbocker Buckeroo or Charlie Chaplin's Shoulder Arms. Even
then, Bennie Hogan shared his big sister Princess's fascination with the magic of Hollywood
movies, in thrall of a world of glamour and fortune that felt about as far away as one could



possibly get from the dust and heat of God's country and their father's already dwindling
blacksmith trade.The year 1920 was a watershed year for America in general and for Texas in
particular. The "Great War to end all wars" had claimed the lives of five thousand Texans but
ended with the signing of the Armistice in 1918. By 1920 the war's end had produced a
manufacturing boom and a revolution in goods and services back home that promised to
transform the American landscape as never before, beginning and ending with Main Street itself.
--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Back Cover"Authorized,
intimate, and definitive, Ben Hogan: A Life is the long-awaited biography of one of golf's
greatest, most enigmatic legends, narrated with the unique eloquence that has made author
James Dodson a critically acclaimed national bestseller.One man is often credited with shaping
the landscape of modern golf. Ben Hogan was a short, trim, impeccably dressed Texan whose
fierce work ethic, legendary steel nerves, and astonishing triumph over personal disaster earned
him not only an army of adoring fans, but one of the finest careers in the history of the sport.
Hogan captured a record-tying four U.S. Opens, won five of six major tournaments in a single
season, and inspired future generations of professional golfers from Palmer to Norman to
Woods.Yet for all his brilliance, Ben Hogan was an enigma. He was an American hero whose
personal life, inner motivation, and famed "secret" were the source of great public mystery. As
Hogan grew into a giant on the pro tour, the combination of his cool outward demeanor and
invincible, laser-guided accuracy on the golf course froze formidable opponents in their tracks. In
1949, at the peak of his career, Hogan's mystique was reinforced by a catastrophic automobile
accident in which he and his wife, Valerie, were nearly killed after being hit head-on by a
Greyhound bus. Doctors predicted Hogan might never walk again - let alone set foot on another
golf course. But his miraculous three-year recovery and comeback led to one of the greatest
performances in golf history when in 1953 he won the Masters, the U.S. Open, and the British
Open (something that's never been repeated).In this first-ever family-authorized biography,
renowned author James Dodson expertly and emotionally reconstructs Hogan's complicated
life. He discovers an intensely honest man handicapped by self-doubt, buoyed by the
determination to prove his own abilities, and unable to escape a long-buried childhood tragedy -
the core of the Hogan "secret." Dodson also reveals both the legendary devotion and eventual
strain in Hogan's sixty-two-year marriage, and a Hogan rarely seen by the public: a warm, jovial
man whose charitable spirit and sharp business sense enabled him to build the powerful golf
equipment company bearing his name to this day. Ben Hogan: A Life is the authoritative inside
portrait golf fans have long awaited. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From
Booklist*Starred Review* In contrast to the reverence now accorded him, the real Ben Hogan's
brusqueness fostered antipathy from the sportswriters of the 1940s. Then came the most
shocking nongolf event in the history of golf, the 1949 car-bus smashup that almost killed Hogan
and his wife. Hogan's return from death's door to dominate golf is an integral inspirational
element in the several extant biographies (most recently, Curt Sampson's Hogan in 1996). With
authorized access to Hogan's papers, Dodson, author of the well-received Final Rounds (2002),



brings new information and a new interpretation to the question of Hogan's personality, both
before and after the accident. While noting the golfer's modest mellowing following the collision,
Dodson considers the key to Hogan's taciturn attitude to be a secret he guarded his entire life:
the witnessing at age nine of his father's suicide. Although no proof of Hogan's presence at the
scene of his father's death exists, Dodson makes a good circumstantial case. In addition to
probing his subject's personality, Dodson ably dramatizes the best remembered of Hogan's on-
course heroics, although he avoids the kind of numbing, shot-by-shot detail that rarely holds the
interest of even fanatical fans. This is the first Hogan biography to do justice to an enigmatic and
complex sports hero, and as such, it becomes the instant standard. Gilbert TaylorCopyright ©
American Library Association. All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.From the Inside FlapAuthorized, intimate, and definitive, Ben Hogan: A Life is the long-
awaited biography of one of golf’s greatest, most enigmatic legends, narrated with the unique
eloquence that has made author James Dodson a critically acclaimed national bestseller.One
man is often credited with shaping the landscape of modern golf. Ben Hogan was a short, trim,
impeccably dressed Texan whose fierce work ethic, legendary steel nerves, and astonishing
triumph over personal disaster earned him not only an army of adoring fans, but one of the finest
careers in the history of the sport. Hogan captured a record-tying four U.S. Opens, won five of six
major tournaments in a single season, and inspired future generations of professional golfers
from Palmer to Norman to Woods.Yet for all his brilliance, Ben Hogan was an enigma. He was an
American hero whose personal life, inner motivation, and famed “secret” were the source of
great public mystery. As Hogan grew into a giant on the pro tour, the combination of his cool
outward demeanor and invincible, laser-guided accuracy on the golf course froze formidable
opponents in their tracks. In 1949, at the peak of his career, Hogan’s mystique was reinforced by
a catastrophic automobile accident in which he and his wife, Valerie, were nearly killed after
being hit head-on by a Greyhound bus. Doctors predicted Hogan might never walk again – let
alone set foot on another golf course. But his miraculous three-year recovery and comeback led
to one of the greatest performances in golf history when in 1953 he won the Masters, the U.S.
Open, and the British Open (something that’s never been repeated).In this first-ever family-
authorized biography, renowned author James Dodson expertly and emotionally reconstructs
Hogan’s complicated life. He discovers an intensely honest man handicapped by self-doubt,
buoyed by the determination to prove his own abilities, and unable to escape a long-buried
childhood tragedy – the core of the Hogan “secret.” Dodson also reveals both the legendary
devotion and eventual strain in Hogan’s sixty-two-year marriage, and a Hogan rarely seen by the
public: a warm, jovial man whose charitable spirit and sharp business sense enabled him to
build the powerful golf equipment company bearing his name to this day. Ben Hogan: A Life is
the authoritative inside portrait golf fans have long awaited.--This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Read more
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The Little Book of Tourists in IcelandTips, Tricks and what the Icelanders Really Think of
YouAlda SigmundsdóttirContentsIntroductionIceland and the Tourism BoomTouring Iceland,
Staying SafeTourism and the EnvironmentTourism and the Local PopulationThe Truth About
Those Iceland MythsIn closinguseful Websites and appsAcknowledgmentsAbout the
AuthorOther books by Alda SigmundsdóttirIntroductionHalló, og velkomin til Íslands!That means
“hello, and welcome to Iceland”, in case you hadn’t guessed.For centuries, we Icelanders have
enjoyed welcoming guests to our beautiful country, of which we are duly proud. What’s not to
love? The landscapes are stunning, the geology is amazing, the history is fascinating, it is clean,
it is safe (provided you use your common sense), and it is one of the few places in the world
where you can totally get away from the hordes.Or at least that was the case, until a few short
years ago. Now it seems the whole world has discovered Iceland, a place that used to be
frequented primarily by eccentrics who didn’t mind navigating the rough terrain and rudimentary
infrastructure outside the capital. Seemingly overnight, visitor numbers have exploded. Little old
Iceland now draws hundreds of thousands of tourists a year from all over the world—each with
their own set of hopes and expectations.At the time of writing, the population of Iceland is
around 350,000 people. In 2010, when the tourist boom started in earnest, just short of half a
million visitors came to the country. In 2019, the forecast is for over two million guests, bringing
the number of tourists annually to approximately six times the population of Iceland. Needless to
say, this gives rise to a plethora of issues and challenges. The Icelandic people struggle to come
to grips with this massive influx over so short a period and the resulting changes to their lives.
Meanwhile our esteemed visitors are often largely unaware of the wide-reaching impact that
their presence is having—both positive and negative. Many of them care deeply about Iceland,
have made repeated trips to the country, and are very concerned about the effect that tourism is
having on a place so close to their hearts. They want to know how to interact with locals in a way
that is respectful and unobtrusive. They are curious about what Icelandic authorities are doing to
protect Iceland’s environment and culture. They are indignant on Iceland’s behalf when they hear
stories of the reckless and irresponsible behaviour of other tourists, and they want to help
facilitate conscientious tourism. And they are curious about how the Icelanders feel about this
invasion into their day-to-day lives.The topic of tourism is expansive and very complex. It
touches all facets of daily life. There is not a single Icelander that is not affected by it, yet
everyone is affected in their own way, depending on their own personal circumstances. I harbour
no illusions of being able to illuminate every corner of the subject in this book. What I can do is to
try and touch upon some of the major issues, address the questions that I most often receive
from people outside of Iceland, and give examples that may provide some insight into the
various problems and challenges that the Icelanders are facing.A caveat: writing about the
subject of tourism in Iceland anno 2019 is a tricky business. So many new questions and
challenges are arising, and responses to them are still very much in flux. Regulations are being
amended, measures being implemented, government policies constantly changing, and so on. I
ask for your understanding that some of the details in this book may be out of date by the time



you read it. I have tried my best to omit facts and data that are very changeable and to focus on
the broad strokes, yet there will be cases where figures and facts will have changed by the time
you, the reader, hold this book in your hand. Where I do cite figures, I have done my best to find
the most recent ones possible.In writing this book, I have drawn on questions, observations and
gripes from both Icelanders and non-Icelanders. As an author of several books about Iceland
who has been fairly active on social media for a number of years, I am in the privileged position
of being in perpetual dialogue with the group for which my books are primarily written—the
Icelandophiles, expats, and others who care about Iceland and are interested in Icelandic affairs.
As an Icelander, I also enjoy the advantage of going behind the language barrier and observing
the discussions and debates that take place in Icelandic—a barrier, I might add, that is very high
for most outsiders, given the obscurity and complication of the Icelandic language.All that being
said, I am not an expert in the tourism field. I am a layperson, a casual observer, discussing this
expansive, overarching subject as it appears “from the doorway of my farmhouse”, to borrow an
old Icelandic idiom. Also, I apologize in advance if it seems I am being judgmental or negative
about tourists … it is certainly not my intention. Yet sometimes the truth needs to be spoken, and
some people may take personal offense where none is intended. At times I get irritated when
tourists do stupid things that infringe upon other people’s lives or cause them discomfort. At the
same time I can get massively annoyed at Icelanders when they do stupid things, like waffle and
vacillate on important issues such as protecting Icelandic nature or improving safety for our
visitors.Finally: this is not a guidebook. It will not inform you about the best restaurants, the most
inexpensive tours, where to observe the northern lights, or suchlike. There is an abundance of
books, websites and forums to help you with those sorts of questions. I hope instead to help
facilitate some understanding of the massive changes that tourism is having on the social fabric
of Iceland.Iceland and the Tourism BoomThe good, the bad and the …If you were to ask an
Icelander about the positive and negative aspects of the tourism boom, most would probably
say something along these lines:GoodTourism rescued our economy when it needed rescuing
the most. We are super happy to have all these people coming in and spending their money
here.My parents are renting out their basement to tourists. My sister started a business servicing
Airbnb units for landlords. My best friend is conducting walking tours downtown. People are
finally making some money around here.Iceland needs foreign currency coming in so we can
buy stuff from abroad. We also need to have a reserve for the lean years. The tourism boom has
given us both.After the economic crash, downtown Reykjavík was like a ghost town. Empty
storefronts, no people. These days it is filled with tourists and new restaurants and cafés seem
to be opening every day. Lots more choice for us locals, too. It’s great!Remember the days when
Icelandair was basically the only way to get off the rock because there were no other airlines?
You couldn’t go abroad without breaking the bank because of their damn monopoly. We
Icelanders subsidized their cheap flight tickets for foreign passengers because we didn’t have a
choice. Now? So many airlines flying to Iceland, so much competition. Finally we can have
reasonable airline tickets like everyone else!BadAll our natural sites are overcrowded now. I went



to Jökulsárlón last week and there were around 100 cars in the parking lot. Only a few years ago
I would go there and there would be, like, five cars besides ours. It’s too crowded. I want my
country back.The path up to my favourite waterfall is now a muddy mess, and people have
started going outside of it so pretty soon that will be trampled, too. And the moss around the
riverbank is almost all gone. Our nature is being destroyed by foot traffic, and I can’t see how the
smaller municipalities will be able to fund the construction of boardwalks or make improvements
to protect natural sites in their area.I never go into downtown Reykjavík anymore because
everything is so overpriced. All the tourist areas are so expensive. And can we talk about the
Blue Lagoon!? They’ve jacked up their prices by something like 80 percent in the past few years.
Taking a five-person family to the Blue Lagoon costs about the same as flying abroad for two
people. It’s insane.I belong to a hiking group and every year we would do a four-day trip
somewhere in Iceland. We would stay in sleeping-bag accommodation, which was easily
affordable. Now, there is no way for us to do that anymore—not only have prices soared,
everything is totally booked in the summer. As a result we have had to give up our wonderful
annual hikes in Iceland, and we are discussing going abroad, some place where our budget
allows. We can’t afford to travel in our own country anymore.I went downtown last weekend and
of the three places we went, none of the service staff spoke Icelandic. I can’t even go out in my
country these days and speak my own language.I just came back from a hike and there was
toilet paper everywhere along the trail. At one point I veered off to the side and just barely
avoided stepping into a big pile of shit that someone had left there. I know there are no toilets
around, and the local authorities should probably put up some port-a-potties near the parking
lot, but this trail used to only have a few people on it, up to a couple of years ago. In all the years I
have been hiking there I have never seen toilet paper anywhere, and now I see it all over. It’s
gross.What really bothers me is how some Icelanders are screwing people over and taking
advantage of them. They take tourists up on the glaciers, which is so dangerous, without even a
proper license. And what about all the people who ask for “volunteers” from abroad to come
work in Iceland in return for, say, getting to go on free horse riding tours or whatever, but
basically treat them as slaves and pay them nothing. It’s disgusting, and makes me ashamed to
be Icelandic.I should tell you that these are not direct quotes. I adapted them based on the
things I hear constantly from Icelanders all around me. As you can see, opinions differ, but one
thing everyone can agree on is that the tourism issue is complex and, right now at least, a tad
overwhelming.So how did it come to this?In late 2008, the Icelandic nation was plunged into a
nightmare of epic proportions. Its three commercial banks collapsed in quick succession, the
Icelandic króna plummeted in value, and the country teetered on the edge of national
bankruptcy. People lost their jobs, their homes, their livelihoods; inflation and private debt
soared, and the national deficit became a big, black hole. Imported goods (which in Iceland
means practically everything) doubled or tripled in price, virtually overnight. Worse, there was
not enough foreign currency to buy basics like food, gasoline or prescription drugs from abroad.
Things started running out in the stores. It was terrifying.Icelandic authorities had no choice but



to seek help. The International Monetary Fund came to the rescue with a big loan, and slowly the
economy began to recover. Various factors helped, one of them being the favourable exchange
rate. Since the króna had suddenly lost around half its value, travel to this previously costly
destination had become affordable, and people who in the past had thought of visiting suddenly
saw a good opportunity to go.Then, just as tourism was starting to work its magic, a volcano
nestled deep inside the Eyjafjallajökull glacier stirred, rumbled and blew its top, disgorging a
massive cloud of ash into the atmosphere. Air traffic was grounded for days, passengers
became stranded, and general mayhem prevailed. If Iceland’s financial crisis had not put the
country firmly on the map, the unruly volcano with the unpronounceable name most definitely
did. The eyes of the world collectively turned, and saw Iceland.Tourism authorities panicked. No
one would want to visit the country now. Not only was it a financial mess, it was obviously far too
dangerous. The eruption, they concluded despondently, would snuff out a fledgling industry that
had held so much promise for the economic recovery of the nation.But Icelanders have never
been known to surrender without a fight. With (literally) a huge dark cloud looming, tourism
authorities went on the offensive. They hired a savvy British PR firm to create a video that
featured people bopping around in amazing scenery and getting naked out in nature, all set to
the jaunty sounds of Emiliana Torrini’s Jungle Drum. The battle plan: get every single Icelander
to share the hell out of that video on social media, and to get their friends to do the same. Make
it go viral. Make Iceland great again.It worked. Before the ash had settled from Eyjafjallajökull’s
final belch, the “Inspired by Iceland” campaign had taken off like a racehorse with a firecracker
up its butt. In 2010, the year Eyjafjallajökull erupted, there were some 490,000 visitors to Iceland.
The estimate for 2019, when the newest edition of this book is published, is for over two million
visitors to alight on Icelandic soil.So yes, the promotional campaign delivered. That’s the upside.
The downside: Icelandic authorities, eager as they were to stoke the fire, were completely
unprepared for the inferno they set off. Now, nine years after the fact, it is evident that Iceland’s
infrastructure is in no way equipped to handle all those visitors. Tourism has brought much-
needed cash to Iceland, but also greed, exploitation and slipping standards. Government policy
is in shambles. Attempts to come to grips with the problem are feeble, at best. In the meantime,
the environment suffers, and the Icelanders are growing ever-more discontent.And on that note,
let us zoom in.Sleep ’n stayOver this past decade or so, one of the most urgent questions facing
Iceland has been where all those people were supposed to sleep.From 2010 to 2015, the
number of visitors to Iceland went up by 264 percent. Over the same period, the number of hotel
rooms increased by 42 percent.You see the problem.In the past few years, finding
accommodation in Iceland during the high season has been like throwing dice in a craps game.
You may win, but you’ll most probably lose. That is, unless you have booked months or even
years in advance.So what to do?The default solution of local authorities has been to build more
hotels. Indeed, in 2019 and 2020, some 1,500 rooms in newly constructed hotels are expected
to become available throughout Iceland.Which is all good and fine, though also worrying for a
couple of reasons. One, what if the tourists stop coming and the country is suddenly filled with



empty hotels? To say nothing of the resulting bankruptcies? After all, certain indicators already
suggest that Iceland’s extreme popularity as a tourist destination is on the wane.Two, who wants
to live in an area where there are only hotels? (No one, that’s who.) What is going to happen
when tourists only meet other tourists, and the local flavour of the area is gone—as is already
happening with certain areas in downtown Reykjavík?Regarding the first question, no one really
seems to be planning for this. Things are going well, it’s a party, and nobody wants to be a killjoy
and start constructing depressing dystopian scenarios about empty hotels and decaying
buildings. The closest the Icelanders seem to have come to a potential plan B is to jovially
suggest that the hotels will make for great nursing homes for an ageing population. Another
cocktail, anyone?Regarding scenario two, well, that is a bit more tricky. I shall elaborate on the
current and ongoing exodus from the downtown core in separate section.To the rescueBut back
to the original issue, which was how to accommodate all the people that kept pouring into
Iceland.The solution that presented itself and pretty much saved the day was one that many
people were loath to admit. The solution was Airbnb. The home-sharing, home-renting platform
that is loved and reviled in equal measure. Airbnb stepped in to fill the gap, and thereby firmly
established itself on the Icelandic market. Having grabbed so much market share, it is unlikely
that it will retreat any time soon, especially given the fact that Airbnb rentals are usually far less
expensive than hotel accommodation. And in a country like Iceland where prices tend to be on
the steep side (to put it mildly), finding bargains is essential for many people.A recent study by
the Central Bank of Iceland estimated that 10 percent of all properties in the country were listed
on Airbnb in 2017. Also, real estate prices rose by a whopping 70 percent from 2013-2018. Of
that increase, fifteen percent from 2015-2018 was directly attributed to the availability of Airbnb
rentals.All this is a Problem with a capital P because Iceland’s rental market is tiny. The reason is
that most people own their own homes, and aren’t in the business of renting them unless they go
away somewhere for a good while. Such people, who might at one time have looked for a family
or student to occupy their rental property, now know that they can make far more money renting
out short-term to tourists than long-term to regular tenants. A fact that has shrunk an already-
minuscule rental market down to virtually nothing.This obviously poses a major difficulty for
locals who need a roof over their heads and who are not in a position to buy. Very often these are
young people who may or may not be starting a family, and whose savings are nil. The types of
properties that are particularly suitable for them are the ones that are centrally located (so you
don’t need a car) and are not too large—exactly the types of apartments that can fetch the
highest prices on Airbnb.As a result, the number of people in their twenties living at home with
their parents has risen. Statistics Iceland tells us that the number of people in that situation aged
25-29 went from 15.5 percent in 2009 to 20.3 percent in 2016, by far the highest of all the Nordic
countries, where the average is 6 percent.But not everyone has the luxury of living with mom
and dad, and the poor souls who are relegated to the rental market are often in a dreadful
situation. I have heard more stories than I care to count of people being evicted from their homes
because their landlord wanted to rent to foreign visitors. In some cases landlords will only rent



for nine months out of the year, meaning the tenants have to move out during the summer to
make room for tourists. The most economically disadvantaged members of society, like single
parents or disabled people, are particularly vulnerable.Even if you do manage to find one of
those rare apartments that offer long-term security, the rent is almost sure to be so exorbitant
that it is out of the ballpark of anyone on a regular salary. Plus, you are usually required to pay
two or three months’ rent up front. And forget saving any dosh to buy your own place, which is
what most people long to do. After all, if you own your own property no one can evict you, and
mortgage payments are almost always substantially lower than the rent you pay on the free
market. Having said that, I must mention that most Icelandic mortgages are indexed to the rate
of inflation, which means that as inflation goes up, so does the principal of your mortgage, and
creating any equity in your property is difficult. And if that sounds totally outlandish, let me
assure you it is not. I’ll write a bit more about that in an upcoming section.Jumping through
hoopsBack to Airbnb. The way it is impacting the rental market is not exclusive to Iceland. All
over the world local authorities are trying to figure out the best way to curb Airbnb rentals in an
effort to maintain balance on their housing markets.Icelandic authorities are no exception, and
have been test-driving various measures. Until the beginning of 2017 it was illegal to rent out
property through Airbnb without a special permit. Obtaining said permit meant running a gauntlet
of red tape that rivalled East German administration circa 1980. Anyone who wanted to legally
list their property on Airbnb, even if it was just a room in their house, had to obtain the same
licence as someone who wanted to open a hotel or guesthouse. This meant obtaining about
twenty different signatures from various bureaucrats around the country, plus diverse
inspections and certifications, all with the requisite wait times and such. The sheer enormity of
the task tended to put people off, and many decided they’d rather risk being busted than go
through the gruelling process of obtaining a licence. And so, hundreds upon hundreds of Airbnb
properties in Reykjavík came to be listed without a permit. This infuriated hotel and guesthouse
operators who had gone through the whole endorsement trial, with the associated costs, and
they put pressure on government and law enforcement to get those bandits off the market, stat.
And this is how it came to be that some poor hapless tourists went to open the doors of their
rental Airbnb unit in their underwear, only to find officers in full uniform standing outside, sternly
asking to see the licence for their flat. (For the record, no tourist was ever evicted by police, but
their Airbnb landlords would have received a visit, and a sizeable fine.)This system was not
effective for anyone, something needed to change, and the most obvious solution was to draft
new laws. These laws took effect at the beginning of 2017 and allow homeowners to rent out all
or part of their home for up to 90 days a year, or until their earnings reach ISK 2 million (USD
16,600), without applying for the dreaded licence. The only thing they need to do is to register
their property with the local police department, and pay a nominal fee. This, it is hoped, will
combat tax evasion and give authorities a more comprehensive picture of the Airbnb market. It
will also derail speculators, those professional Airbnb hosts who, flush with tourist dollars, snap
up all available flats in coveted areas in order to turn them into tourist apartments, outbidding



any normal person who is not a direct participant in the tourism gold rush. Moreover, it allows
regular folks to rent out their apartments for a part of the year, allowing them to finance that
dream vacation, the home renovation that has been on the agenda for years, or even just their
mortgage payments.Win-win.Exodus of the localsThe boom in tourism, then, has made things
really difficult for Icelanders on the rental market. So is tourism making it impossible for
Icelanders to live in their own country? Or “has tourism brought new job opportunities for
Icelanders, or has it created mostly low-paying service jobs that the Icelanders don’t really want
to fill,” as a reader of my newsletter wanted to know?Indeed, there has been an exodus of
Icelanders from Iceland over the past few years. Since 2010 there has consistently been a
higher number of Icelanders moving away from than moving back to their native country.
According to Statistics Iceland, emigration in 2015 was among the highest since 1961, with
1,265 more Icelanders leaving the country than moving back. Only five other years since 1961
have seen a greater number of Icelanders emigrating than immigrating to Iceland, and each of
those five was a year following a recession. In that way, 2015 was an anomaly, since the
preceding years had not been recession years, but rather years of economic growth. Moreover,
Statistics Iceland predicts that this trend will continue, with an average of 850 Icelanders per
year leaving Iceland over Icelanders returning, until the year 2065.Still, from 2010-2015 the
population of Iceland grew, primarily due to foreigners immigrating, many of them to work in the
service industry.So, why are the Icelanders leaving their home country?One of the main reasons
is the one I just described. Many young people, with or without university degrees, leave
because they cannot find housing. The situation is particularly dire for young people fresh out of
college, or those on an average income. Even if they do manage to scrape together a down
payment on a flat, the mortgage situation in Iceland is demoralizing, to say the least. If they want
to take out a mortgage with affordable payments, which most young people do, it will mean
taking one that is indexed to the rate of inflation. This means that the principal of the mortgage
increases in tandem with the inflation rate. This has nothing to do with interest rates. It is the
principal of the mortgage that increases, the part that you are slowly trying to chip away at until
there is nothing left. So if you have inflation, which Iceland with its unstable currency usually has,
your mortgage goes up and up, even if you make your payments religiously every month. When
Iceland’s economy melted down in 2008 it caused inflation to soar, and most mortgages went up
by around 50 percent over the course of a year. Imagine, after paying your mortgage religiously
for 14 years, like my husband and I had, you find that you owe not less, but actually 50 percent
more, in your property than you did when you started out. It’s crazy, right? That is what most non-
Icelanders think when we tell them about it. They stare at us in disbelief, thinking we are feeding
them a story, or that they have simply misunderstood. But no. We Icelanders pay for our homes
two to three times over when compared to people elsewhere in Europe or North America. The
reason has to do with economic management and our micro-currency, a subject that I shall
refrain from delving deeper into here. That is another book.
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Read to travel and travel to read, “and with a great sense of humor about modern Icelandic
politics. I have never written a review before, but felt I owed this to Alda for her extremely
informative and extremely readable book for tourists in Iceland. I would strongly disagree with
reviewers who considered this book negative, or light on information about where to go and what
to do. Alda writes openly, directly, and with a great sense of humor about modern Icelandic
politics, environmental problems (and why it's so difficult to address them), safety hazards for
tourists (both human and natural), Icelanders' view on the tourism explosion in the last decade,
and dispels some myths surrounding her country. There is a list of Icelandic websites at the back
of the book for information on accredited guided tours, checking weather, and more. Many of the
travel guides I have consulted in the past were written by "professional" travelers, who are also
foreigners in the countries they visit - I found it refreshing to get a native Icelander's perspective
on the tourism explosion in her country (a blessing and a curse) and the Icelanders' response to
it (both positive and negative). I have all the information I need to plan this trip very easily with
this "Little Book" and I also know to travel with toilet paper, a digging trowel, and to be sure to get
naked and wash VERY THOROUGHLY before entering the pool :-)”

LJ Fox, “Insider Icelandic info. I enjoyed this book of Alda's immensely, although with some
feeling of shame, being a part of the problem by having visited, fallen in love with, and revisited
and revisited Iceland. Her early paragraph about tourists like myself who love the beautiful
country but are dismayed to see others treat it with such casual disregard was such a relief. Alda
is informative, entertaining, and above all kind. But it's hard to escape the fact that I'm a part of
this lumbering, ignorant, destructive giant of tourism that is both blessing, but largely cursing this
wonderful little country. Visiting on 3 consecutive Octobers we have seen significant and
saddening changes just in the two years bracketed by those trips. As occasional visitors
ourselves dismayed to see off road tire tracks on the black sands, footpaths eroded, 'do not
pass' signage ignored, the need for 'do not poop' signs...how much worse must all this be for the
folk who have to live with these ignorant incursions all day every day? But Alda outlines the pros
and cons sympathetically, and highlights the problems inherent in the country's own
management of itself and its current situation. I found it a quick but enjoyable read, and I will
certainly be enjoying more of Alda's works!”

J. Robinson, “Quite sobering. Loved this book. Having visited Iceland nine times in the last 20
years I've seen the changes brought about by having to provide facilities for visitors, and lately it
doesn't seem to be the adventure that it was in 1999. But I'm glad it's not just foreign tourists who
do stupid things - walking up to the snout of Solheimajokull a couple of years ago, in our stout
walking boots, we were overtaken by a couple of guys who were clearly Icelandic but were
wearing flipflops. And as for believing Iceland was fairly non-corrupt - well, Alda has opened my



eyes to that little misconception!”

Dugstar, “Best idiots guide to not being one in Iceland. Wonderfully written with bags of humour
and wit. Reading between the lines there are some strong messages regarding what is and is
not acceptable. Love the examples of idiocy such as parking your camper by the Presidents
house. Some would say that this book just preaches common sense but in the real world such a
thing isn’t that common at all. Having been to Iceland in every season and travelled around all its
regions I agree with all of Alda’s observations about tourists and in particular driving skills or lack
there of. It’s a short read (not a criticism) so no excuse not to read it in the airport and or on the
plane while you journey to Iceland.”

Stuart, “A must for all Iceland visitors. I’ve been to Iceland a few times and for various reasons it’s
a country I’ve fallen for completely. So I get very excited about reading books that are all things
Icelandic. Alda’s book ‘The Little Book of Tourists in Iceland’ was a joy from front to back cover.
There are numerous ‘tourist guides’ that tick tourist boxes, but because of the author’s particular
relationship with the country her take on the subject is that much more special. She fuses helpful
tips and commentary with more in-depth knowledge and explanations, which really should give
visitors to the country a much better grounding, which can only be a good thing when
considering the delicate nature of this amazing place. The serious subjects are handled in a way
that creates interest and the more humorous topics are tackled with wit. It’s perfectly pitched
both interns of length and complexity. It really is a must for all those who plan to visit Iceland and
those who have already been. Alda has numerous other books all relating to this fantastic
country and I cannot wait to get stuck into them.”

R. S. Morgan, “Excellent Book. Ordered this before a recent trip to Iceland.Utterly amazing place
and this is probably the best guidebook I have ever taken on holiday with me.Gives you all the
information you need to help you enjoy your holiday in Iceland and does it with a humour that on
occasion reminded me of Bill Bryson, that's meant as a compliment because I love Bryson's
writing.Not really one for calling something essential, like anything you'll survive without it but I
honestly can't recommend this book highly enough.”

The book by Alda Sigmundsdottir has a rating of 5 out of 4.4. 319 people have provided
feedback.
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