
 

We were camping at Riverside Camp at 
Sitalike, and set off as the sun rose, heading 
for Katavi National Park, about 17km away.

The lodges and luxury camps are on the 
eastern side of the park, and the roads are in 
good condition. We saw many of the usual 
antelope, elephant, buffalo and hippo, but 
the cats and other predators were elusive. 

We stopped to watch the hippos wallowing 
in sloshy mud and crocodiles lying on the 
banks, but birds provided the highlight of the 
day. At a bend in the river, we saw 50 to 60 
black-crowned night herons, an osprey, two 
water thicknees, a pair of saddle-billed storks 
and a number of other herons – all in front of 
a gallery of crocodiles sunning themselves on 
the river bank.

We used our 24-hour permit to its last 
minute. For us, the visit was definitely worth 
the entry fee. The park wasn’t busy and we 
encountered only a handful of lodge vehicles 
on game drives. We had some lovely sightings 
of wildlife and added about 40 birds to our 
Tanzania list.

The final stretch of the day was the 35km 
to Mpanda. The road had deteriorated, and 
the trip took more than an hour. 

In Mpanda we found Baraka Guest 
House which had been recommended to 
us, although there were many other guest 
houses to choose from. 

Baraka was cool in the hot weather. The 
rooms were clean and we had our own en- 
suite bathroom. There was a small parking 
area in front, enclosed by a wall with a night 
guard on duty. 

We took a stroll around the dusty town. 
Shipping containers had been converted into 
cellphone operator shops, nestled among 
worn brick buildings and tiny shops. 

We searched unsuccessfully for a local 
eatery. Interaction with the locals was difficult 
as most people spoke only Swahili. Once again 
we realised how few tourists pass this way.  

The following day we faced our longest 
drive – 300km to Kigoma on the shores of 
Lake Tanganyika. It would be another day of 
corrugated gravel roads and fine talcum powder 

dust – something we didn’t look forward to. The 
novelty of driving in these conditions was fast 
wearing off, and travelling at 30-35kmph made 
for tedious days in the saddle. 

After 200 bumpy kilometres, we reached 
Uvinza, where we turned off towards 
Kigoma. And there we encountered the 
most astonishing sight: beautifully laid tar! 
I nearly got out and planted a soppy kiss on 
the surface!  At least the last 100km of the 
trip would be less bone jarring, but it was 
still time consuming as we slowed down to a 
crawl through every one of the many villages.

After leaving Mpanda at 7am we finally 
arrived in Kigoma at 3pm – hot, dusty and 
travel weary. 

We sought out Jakobsen Beach Camp as 
our accommodation for the night, a few 
kilometres outside the busy port town. Sadly, 
the Norwegian owners are there for only 
three months of the year, and our arrival in 
August didn’t coincide with their annual visit. 
Oyvind was, understandably, disappointed 
not to meet his countrymen.  
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We set up camp listening to the gentle 
waves lap-lap-lapping on the beach. We slept 
well and eased into the next morning, woken 
by birdsong at first light. The campsite was 
so peaceful. Despite the villages and port 
not being far away, there were few sounds of 
human activity. 

Kigoma is one of the stops for the MV 
Liembe ferry, which runs every two weeks 
from Burundi, through Tanzania to Zambia 
and back again. The town has a bit of hustle 
and bustle. There are a few more services on 

offer than in most places in the region, and 
we found that more English was spoken.   

This area is full of history. The village of 
Ujiji, about 8km from Kigoma, is the place 
where Henry Morton Stanley – a journalist 
from the New York Herald – finally tracked 
down Dr David Livingstone. In 1871, on the 
shores of Lake Tanganyika, Stanley uttered the 
immortal words, “Dr Livingstone, I presume?”  

A museum has been built on the site and 
the guided tour includes a brief history of 
Livingstone’s explorations in Africa, and his anti-
slavery efforts. We stood under large mango 
trees listening to the guide share the story.  

Internet access was scarce in western 
Tanzania but in Kigoma we finally managed to 
find a real internet café, entertainingly called 
“Baby Come 'n Call”. 

It was hot and stuffy inside the room and 
beads of sweat trickled down my face as I 
settled in to catch up online. There were new 
desk-top PCs with speedy internet access at a 
sensible price. 

Then we wandered over to the local produce 

market for a few essentials. We picked up fruit 
and vegetables – avocados and pineapples 
were special finds – and managed to select 
a piece of Tanzanian fabric from one of the 
shops amply stocked with colourful material. 

We stopped for a quick lunch at Sun City – a 
tiny restaurant with a terrace overlooking the 
busy main street. All tables were occupied, 
but we joined an interesting chap at his 
table. He was involved in primate research in 
the area we had travelled through, and we 
enjoyed a lively discussion while tucking into 
pilau rice. The simple fare was delicious.

We were hot and sweaty by the time we 
got back to camp, and flung ourselves into 
the cool water. We watched a palm-nut 
vulture circling above, and the cheeky vervet 
monkeys coming down to drink. 

Our perfect day was completed with fresh 
fish from the lake, caught and gutted by a local 
fisherman for us to cook over an open fire.

On our departure from Kigoma the next 
morning we encountered police checks for the 
first time in Tanzania. The police were friendly 

at both of them. We have found in Africa that 
it always helps to greet officials with a cheery 
“Hello! How are you?” which usually draws a 
wide smile and friendly interaction. 

At the first stop, the officer wanted to 
see the driver’s licence and Comesa vehicle 
insurance documents. At the second stop only 
a few kilometres down the road, the driver’s 
licence and fire extinguisher were inspected. 
When satisfied, the officers waved us on our 
way. There were no requests for drinks, gifts 
or any trumped up fines.

The roads continued in their corrugated, 
dusty way. The trees and bushes along the 
roadside were all monochrome in colour, 
covered in a thick layer of red dust. 

We passed through Kasulu, where there 
appeared to be many guest houses, but our 
destination was Kibondo – a town that turned 
out to be surprisingly small, with little on offer. 

We checked in at the New Sankere Hotel, 
the only double storey building in town. The 
staff were friendly and helpful, although they 
spoke almost no English. Communication 
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via hand signs, nods, head shakes and 
smiles was nevertheless successful. They 
understood enough to take Oyvind for a walk 
around town in the afternoon, looking for 
somewhere for dinner. 

The limited offering was two local diners. 
The Fadhila looked best. The food and 
atmosphere were fine, and the television 
showed a badly dubbed Jean-Claude van 
Damme movie in which all the characters’ 
voices – including the ladies – were played by 
a single actor. It was fabulously entertaining! 

Next day we had a relatively short drive 
to Nyakanazi.  But before departing, we ate 
breakfast in the hotel. I'd expected eggs and 
chapatti, so was somewhat surprised when 
we were served chicken and bananas, with 
chapatti. The meal was delicious and would 
have served as a perfect dinner the night 
before! Nonetheless, we started the day with 
a solid meal in our tummies.  

The road improved to hard packed gravel. 

The drive was pleasant after endless days of 
dust, and we sailed along. Once again we had 
no accommodation marked on our maps, 
and a police check point on the outskirts 
of Nyakanazi served a useful purpose – the 
police kindly directed us to the guest house 
used by “the mizungus” (whites). 

We discovered, to our surprise, that the 
mizungus using the guest house are regular 
overland trucks travelling from Rwanda 
towards Serengeti. We couldn’t believe 
our eyes when one rolled in. So much for 
travelling off the beaten track!  

This is the point at which we had to decide 
whether to head towards Uganda or Rwanda 
on the next stage of our trip. We had heard 
that the road to Uganda up the western side 
of Lake Victoria required an armed escort, but 
a policeman in Nyakanazi told us this was no 
longer the case. He said the police had bush 
camps in the region and conducted many 
road checks and patrols. The hard work was 

paying off and the problem of bandits was 
almost completely resolved. We felt confident 
in following the road towards Uganda.

We set off on the most beautiful stretch 
of tar. Dusty days rapidly fled our memories 
as we found ourselves driving through new 
scenery – green landscapes as far as the eye 
could see. There were banana trees in large 
plantations, and we also passed through pine 
forests.  Oyvind felt as though he was back in 
Norway with the scent of the pines wafting 
into the window, and the temperature 
becoming cooler. It didn’t feel like Tanzania, 
and hardly like Africa. 

As promised, there were quite a few police 
checks on the way. Each time we stopped for 
a brief, friendly chat before continuing. 

The town of Bukoba was different from 
other places we had passed through on the 
western side of Tanzania. While not modern, 
Bukoba certainly appeared more developed. 
It is the first major hub on the Tanzanian side 
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of the border with Uganda, so has 
an enormous bus station running 
regular services both to Kampala 
in Uganda and Dar es Salaam in 
Tanzania.

There is a range of hotels and 
guest houses, and the local people 
are proud of their English. However, 
there was only one campsite, 
located in the middle of a public 
beach with a low fence around it. 
It was like being in a goldfish bowl, 
and although we were left well 
alone we were on centre stage, 
with locals peering at us from a 
distance and children walking past 
– very, very slowly.

There was a little restaurant and 
bar nearby. We agreed on a time 
with the cook/waitress/hostess for 
a fish dinner later in the evening, 
and 15 minutes before time, when 
the food was ready, she came to 
call us from the campsite. She set 
up a small, white, plastic table on 
the beach for us, and we watched 
the water as we enjoyed a simple 
but tasty supper.

We sought out more private 
accommodation next day. Not far 
down the beach was the Spice 
Beach Hotel. The staff welcomed 
us, and helpfully made space 
in their tiny front yard for our 
vehicle so that the guard could 
watch it overnight. 

While the hotel was clean and 
we had an en suite bathroom, I 
realise that we had completely 
acclimatised to life on the road, 
readjusting our expectations. Had 
we arrived at this hotel on a flight 
from somewhere, it would have 
seemed very run down. But for 
us, it was the lap of luxury. 

We seized the opportunity to 
catch up on laundry, our clothes 
emerging a few shades brighter. 
After hanging everything up to 
dry, we set out to see some of 
the sights of Bukoba.

There is a beautiful cathedral, 
complete with stained glass 
windows. We wandered through 
the produce markets, picking up 
fresh fruit and vegetables. We 
checked out the little stream – a 
favourite feeding site for a large 
number of Maribou storks. 

We had drinks on the beach 
and cooked dinner from the 
back of the car, much to the 
amusement of the staff. Next 
morning they served us a casual 
breakfast on the terrace, which 
we ate off our laps, camping 
style. 

And so our last morning in 
Tanzania dawned. The plan was 
to cross into Uganda. 

Western Tanzania had been 
tough going, with many long, hot 

days on dusty, corrugated roads. 
At times we would willingly have 
given up. But it was beautiful in 
its own way. We weren't plagued 
by the constant police stops and 
random fines that most people 
associate with driving in the 
more touristy parts of Tanzania, 

and in other African 
countries.  

But this will no 
doubt change in the 
coming years. The 
Chinese continue 
to lay tar at a rapid 
rate. If a backwater 
exploration is what 
you are after, best 
make your way to 
western Tanzania 
soon!

Lake Tanganyika at 
Jakobsen’s Beach 

Camp, Kigoma

Distances travelled
Sitalike to Mpanda: 35km
Mpanda to Kigoma:  304km
Kigoma to Kibondo:  247km
Kibondo to Nyakanazi:  95km
Nyakanazi to Bukoba: 225km
Bukoba to  Mutukulu border post: 
84km

Sayari Guest house was a popular 
stop for overland trucks travelling 
from Rwanda to the Serengeti. 
Right: Washing day in Bukoba! Our 
clothes were saturated with red, 
Tanzanian dust.

The lush, green 
landscape of 
northern part of 
Tanzaniais vastly 
different to the 
dry and dusty 
terrain of the 
south.

Dinner at 
Fadhila 
Restaurant, 
Kibondo. 



Nyakanazi: Sayari Guest House
S 03 02.273’ ; E 31 13.586’
A clean and reasonable guest house run by a 
local policeman, with very friendly and helpful 
staff. There is access to water in a big tank in the 
courtyard, but no water in the en-suite bathroom. 
The electricity was unstable when we were there. 
There is a bar, and one of the staff offered to cook 
for us, but we cooked for ourselves out of the 
back of our vehicle. This guest house is also used 
by overland trucks.

Bukoba: Kiroyera Campsite
S 01 20.461’ ; E 31 49.036’
A demarcated campsite on the public beach, 
5m from Lake Victoria. It is basic but clean. The 
shower and toilets are reserved for tourists. 
There is a bar and restaurant on the beach, and it 
is within walking distance of town.

Bukoba: Spice Beach Hotel
S 01 20.636’ ; E 31 48.912’
A clean and reasonable motel on the beach, 
500m from Kiroyera Campsite. The staff were 
very friendly and helpful. The hallways are all 
concrete without carpets, so noise carries. 
Parking is possible in the courtyard, with a night 
guard. Within walking distance of town.

About Oyvind and Sheelah:
Oyvind Helgerud (Norwegian) and Sheelah Turner 
(South African) embarked on their overland 
adventure from Europe through north Africa, east 
Africa and southern Africa in October 2012. They 
have travelled through 21 countries, covering 
more than 42 000km, crossing 15 land borders. 
At one stage they shipped their vehicle, a Toyota 
Land Cruiser, from Dakar, Senegal, to Cape Town. 
You can read more about their travels on their 
blog, www.kapp2cape-blog.net.  
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A rather modern 
Bukoba cathedral 
with its stunning 
stain-glass 
windows

We passed through numerous small villages 
on our journey through Western Tanzania. 
Below: Savouring expensive European 
chocolates in the market in Bukoba.

Stopping for a 
break on the dry, 
dusty roads.

Accommodation 
Mpanda: Baraka Guest House
S 06 20.759’ ; E 31 04.098’
They offer clean and tidy double rooms with en 
suite bathrooms, with hot shower and a toilet. 
The guest house is tiled so it echoes when 
other guests move around. There is an adjacent 
restaurant but the service is slow. It took an hour 
to serve our dinner, and we were the only clients. 
There is a small courtyard in front to park the car, 
with a night guard on duty.

Kigoma: Jakobsen Beach 
Camp
S 04 54.622’ ; E 29 35.923’
A reasonable campsite near to the beach on Lake 
Tanganyika. There is only one standpipe and braai 
stand on the entire campsite, and a thatched 
seating area with table and benches. The small 
ablution block with cold shower and flushing 
toilets is welcome.  It is 5km from town, so make 
sure you have everything you need.

Kibondo: New Sankere Hotel
S 03 35.129’ ; E 30 43.344’
This is a clean and reasonable hotel. We opted for 
a double room with en suite bathroom (flushing 
toilet and hot shower). The price includes 
breakfast. There is no restaurant at the hotel, but 
a small café (called Fadhila) up a back alley for 
dinner. Parking in the courtyard.

A popular 
feeding spot on 
the riverbank in 
Katavi National 
Park


