23rd June continued from DRC.
So now we’re back into Angola.

Cabinda is a small part of Angola that is entirely surrounded by either the Atlantic, DRC or Congo.  It’s where the majority of Angola’s oil comes from and it’s currently the home of the only civil unrest in Angola.  There are a significant number who want Cabinda to be it’s own state and not part of Angola.
After a couple of quick checks of the car by the police we go to immigration.  Here the, once again, friendly officer takes our details (name, date of birth, nationality, passport number, parents names, profession, etc, etc) and only then actually looks at the passports.  Now we had been told by the officer at Luvo that so long as we got a transit visa for DRC then the single entry visa that we had for Angola would still be valid for Cabinda.  However this guy isn’t so sure.  He talks to his boss who is sure it isn’t valid.  But after explaining what we were told (via a DRC policeman (another Simon) who translated for us) he wants to check with the chief.  The chief then arrives and explains that no they aren’t valid and we can either go back to Matadi or they can escort us to the airport where they can issue a new visa.  We’re not going to win this one so we go for the latter and head off to Cabinda airport along with Idi, our friendly customs man.

At the airport there is a bit more discussion (the chief here seems to agree with the chap at Luvo) but eventually we pay our 78$ each for a short term visa, fill in the form (name, date of birth, nationality, passport number, parents names, profession, etc, etc) and get our visas.
And then, for a reason that neither of us quite managed to work out we are taken to the immigration office in Cabinda itself (the town that is).  Here we explain again where we’re going and what we’re doing and fill in another form each (name, date of birth, nationality, passport number, parents names, profession, etc, etc).  Then we’re sent on our way.

Again I have to make the point that we’re impressed with just how friendly and willing to help people seem to be.  It’s all got a bit tied up in bureaucracy but that’s not the fault of these guys, they’re just following the rules.

And so we’re off.

Cabinda town looks like a wealthy place, at least compared to elsewhere we’ve been recently.  There is oil here and that means money and it shows.

Going north the road is good as far as Cacongo (where there is another big oil facility of some sort) and then the road turns nasty.  And it rough all the way north from here.

The vegetation is now very green and it’s almost what you’d call jungle that we’re going through.  There are huge bamboo trees reaching over the road in places from either side so at times we’re going through bamboo tunnels.  There also seems to be more varied birdlife but we don’t se any animals other than goats.

At one point we’re stopped at a police check where they take down all the visa details.  In AC’s passport it’s the old Angolan visa they check and in mine it’s a Tanzanian visa from 6 months ago.

Not finding anywhere suitable to stop we press on to the border.  We don’t want to go over tonight ( it’s getting late and we’re tired) but the border should be a good place to sleep.

It’s actually closed when we get there but once we convince the police to let us in people just fall over themselves to be nice.

We end up sleeping outside the immigration office.  All the immigration staff come out to look at the car and are amazed by the tent.  Then they invite us in to use their bathroom for a wash.  Later while we’re sitting in/next to the car eating and uploading some Congo info’ into the GPS there is a constant stream of interested people.  All curious, all friendly and, it seems, all very pleased to see tourists.
24th June.  Total distance driven:  50km

This morning we have a bit of an audience while we put the tent away and then, without us having to do or say anything, the immigration chief arrives with our passports all stamped and ready to go.  Quick nip into the customs office to get the carnet stamped and then (after a few farewells to John, Claude and Monique at immigration) we’re off to Congo…
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