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Shaw and Kerstin Ulf | *}lve'been
speed-dialing lcelandair since |
Saturday morning when we arrived

celand. It’'s Tuesday and their ski bags stil|
;wnol\?/?r/wk’raggplecred. Fearing ’rheyl may not showllkéefofre
our scheduled departure for a trip aboard a sai ofc:jrh
in the Westfjords, in the remote northwest cornerkc? e
counftry, we started searching for replacement skis.

First, we tried the Icelandic version of Craigslist, but came up
empty-handed. Next, we tried the most well-respected OLI[?O(?]:
store in Reykjavik, but it was closed. Then, on the wa)i ?ac
from (Iinn(*‘r; we walked by an alleyway where, barely \'IS.lblC,
we spotted two pairs of skis. Darcee Mond—another I;rlegj
in our group of seven women hailing from Tahoe, ‘Utz? h am
Colorado—ran over, exclaiming, “They have tech bl'ndmg_s‘

[t was as if the heavens parted and sent a gift straight fxon;
Ullr: two pairs of well-loved skis mounted with Dynafits. Bﬁf
yet, they were sitting next to a trash can. I started laug ;lei
Kerstin took photos. Darcee began rationalizing \wh\d[llhe
skis belonged to us. Then, a curtain peeled back insi en i
closest apartment. A man peered out. “What are you doing?
he asked,

He told us he worked as a guide at a local heli-ski opera;i(e)lrl
and he’d skied that d: 1y, then set his skis by the dumpster w " he
he took them out of his truck. “I'd let you borrow Lhcﬂlﬂ 4
said, kindly, “but I'm going skiing this week and I need ll;the

His name was Loki, which happens to be the name Oﬁom
Norse god of (ricke ry. Turns out, the skis weren’t a gift

7
Ullr after all, T hey were a giant tease from Loki hmlSC; came
And that's how ;
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BELOW
It was an unseasonably warm wint er in iceland
last year, so f finding a consistent strip of
Wwas a challenge, Runni

nNow
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the snowpack was our biggest threat Here, Lizet
Christiansen ©enjoys a solid stripe of snow next to
a fumbling waterfall
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WHY A vOU BRINGING skis to Isafjérour?” a man
“ e . .
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Jike a giant marshmallow atop a mountain.
1 of us were dragging bags large enough to
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stash a dead b

winters in memory and the snow that normally blankets
est W 5

the l""“k\ wa L«|>p'.\|‘(‘nlly, melting fast. . .

In Iceland’s Westfjords, the mountains spike a couple of
thousand feel straight up from. }hc sea, but they're ‘[l'm on

top due 1o Jce Age glaciers, as if someone 10(3k §~k11llc and
whacked off the top. On the small plane to Isafjérour, the
stubby mountains out my window look almost entirely brown,
with sad strips of white, many going horizontally instead of
vertically, which would render skiing practically impossible.
The guy, in the airport line had said, on a slightly more posi-
tive note, that usually there is snow this time of year—it’s late
April. “But not this year,” he added.

None of this can dampen our excitement. We've been
planning this trip for months, squirreling away money and
researching Iceland’s best hot springs and bakeries. Among
us are a doctor, geologist, photographer, lawyer and yoga
teacher, all fiercely devoted skiers. Four of us, including me,
are moms, leaving young children at home with their dads
and rejoicing in the simple freedom of an airplane ride with-
out a fussy toddler.

After our plane touches down in isaf_j()réur, Kate and Ker-
stin manage to find a touring outfitter that has rental AT skis
with tech bindings. Throw in some skins, crampons and two
bulky helmets, plus a bunch of loaner gear from the rest of
our all-lady crew—extra gloves and goggles, spare rain pants
as ski pants, a shared pack towel, and whippets in lieu of ice
axes—and we are good to go.

We meet up with our guides from Ice Axe Expeditions—
Lel Tone and Erin Laine, both from Tahoe—and load gear
9“‘0 our floating home for the next five nights. Her name
ls f\llrora Arktika, a 60-foot sloop owned by captain Sigurdur
Slggi” Jonsson, who grew up sailing and skiing through the
;I:;:zgogd-s .wilh .his fa.lher. In the summer of 2005, he met

(ol ritish sailor Sir Robin Knox-Johnston, who was stop-
L’L’;% Sl(r)l Icelafld en route to Greenland. As the story goes,
5 me chicken curry and beer aboard the boat, Jonsson
ecided to buy the sailboat from Knox-Johnston.

He never intended to create a fullfledged business, but
stzr:v:(;n:g‘ to sail i.nto the fjords and not go bankrupt, so he

ering guided trips. The business took off, thanks to

Tew1 AND'S WESTFJORDS

BELOW
We boarde
d Auroc;(rndArkﬂkc. our home ship for five nights and set sail into
s of Iceland. On day one of the trip, Kerstin Ul

Y grabbed the wrong ski boot
had the same boofs in slightly differes s

t sizes) and sh
spent the first hour or o  and Darcee both
so of i
quite right of the day wondering why their feet didn’t feel

if. shown

an increase i e i
€ase in adventure tourism to Iceland, and in 2016, he

boughl asecond, even bigger boat, the Arktika, which sleeps 14

The Arktika looks like a pirate ship, imposingly re(l‘:mCi
black. The capu\in‘is a stout, bearded former ﬁsh'erm;m in
a sweater named Olafur Gurlmun(lsson—gocs by Oli. Oli’s

fiancé, Rebekka Gudleifsdéttir, is the cook—she also works as
a photographer and fine artist and has blond hair as long and
smooth as a mermaid. Every day, Rebekka swims in the frigid
waters for longer than she did the day before.

After leaving the marina in isnlj()réur, the boat cuts across
open sea and we spot whales in the distance. Caroline Vines,
an ER doctor from Salt Lake City, catches a fish almost
instantly—her first fish ever. Then everyone catches increas-
ingly bigger cod, which we'll later eat for dinner. We settle
into life on the boat, three of us each to snug bunkrooms.
Fina‘ll,\', it’s time to tackle problem two: lack of snow.

Oli delivers us to the shoreline via a zippy Zodiac ride and
we scramble over seaweed then attach skis to our backpacks to
bushwhack uphill through tundra. An hour of trudging later,
we reach the snowline and stick skins to skis. Soon, another
dirt patch requires us to remove skis again and tromp over
rocks, mud and moss.

We stop to eat and spot tiny, friendly seals poking their
heads out of the salty water below. We traverse over the flat-
top ridgeline and descend into a bowl slicked with soft, slushy
snow. The sun is still high in the sky, even though it's late in
the afternoon. “It feels like it's always noon,” Kate says.

Back in the grass and seaweed at the bottom of the slope,
Oli scoops us up in the Zodiac and brings us back to frosty
beers next to a bucket of bloody fish on the boat. Lel pops a
bottle of bubbly and does a one-legged can opener into the

ocean in a red bikini. It's a new definition of apres ski.
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BELOW
We landed in Iceland at 6 a.m ofter an

overnight flight from the United States, sO
we followed the rest of the tourists fo the
Blue Lagoon. the country’s most popular hot
springs. Here, Kerstin Ulf and Darcee Mond
enjoy a mud mask to help ease jet-lag.

rental gear, N

IT NEVER GETS fully dark this close to the Arctic Circle
come springtime, and the entire trip feels blissfully time fr‘cc‘
“Is it Wednesday or Thursday?” Caroline asks at one point.
“Who knows,” someone calls back. There is a sense of weight-
lessness, like we have no limits. When there is full daylight, we
ski. When we are tired, we return to the boat and sleep.
There’s not as much snow as we'd like, but gorgeous
traverses are still possible. And the skiing is rewarding. For
two days in a row, we ascend over 2,000 vertical feet to ski
down into the neighboring fjord. We lap bowls of perfectly
soft corn snow. We ski carefully over snow bridges, listening
to the sound of gushing water underneath. Avalanches aren’t
a problem right now. “Moving water is our biggest concern,”
Lel says. If you don’t believe in climate change, I suggest visit-
ing Iceland in the spring to see the glaciers literally melting

unseasonably into the sea.
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“I’'m running low on water,” Kate says at one point during
a climb. P

Erin pulls over 1o a tumbling stream and starts Iil]ing up
her bottle—no filter needed. “We’re basically in a water bottle
commercial right now,” she says.

On our second-to-last night on the boat, Erin calls me into
the wheelhouse, where she and Lel have a huge map of the
fjords spread out on the table. We have a decision to make and
she’s hoping I can help decide for the group. We either stay
in the current fjord, which we know holds a decent amount of
snow. Or we venture to the farthest fjord, home to the highest
peak in the area, but a different aspect. It's a gamble.

“The scenery in the other fjord is quite nice,” Oli says, his
form of subtle encouragement. So, I say, “OK, let’s try it.”

The next morning, Oli motors us two hours to our destina-
tion while we sleep. I roll out of bed to Kate descending the
steep ladder from the deck. “It’s sunny and there’s a lot of
snow here,” she says. “Oh, and Rebekka made croissants.”

Free of distractions, we climb 4,000 vertical feet through
multiple laps and top out on the rocky summit of 2,417-foot
Blafell, where we can spot thc_jm—puffc(l L)r;mgaj(")ku]l glacicr
w us is some
of the finest spring corn I've ever skied. We party downslope
a lone,

in the distance and the ocean on both sides. Belo

like a bunch of teenagers and, at the very bottom, find
narrow ribbon of snow to the water’s edge. It’s the first ime
we'll end our descent at the ocean, the longest line of the trip-
At dinner that night, we talk to Oli and Rebekka about
American politics. They chime in with stories from [celand’s
I?r)liti(-al system. “We don’t have just two primary ]Jr)lilical par-
ties in Iceland,” Rebekka says. u“v(. have many. We even have
a plr;”(. P"ll'll\',"
vists started Ic€
9. Since them
earning

A})par(:nlly, some anarchists and internet acti
land’s Pirate Party as a fringe political group in 201
”"'_ party has become significantly more mainstream,
14.5 percent of the votes in the 2016 parliamentary election.

In a way, we can relate: We're a motley crew of women who
came together with 2 greater Czulsc—lol rediscover ourselves

I an inhospitable place. §




