
when you grow up most things change and hurdles 
arise. It is how you face those hurdles that define 
the outcome and your outlook. Billy Chapman Jr. 
approached me about putting together a group of 
some of the most talented anglers in the world to go 
fish the Amazon. All of a sudden, I started thinking 
bigger – WAY BIGGER.

ter was a no brainer.  Out in the middle of nowhere 
seems like a big obstacle to overcome, but Rio Ne-
gro Lodge operated by Anglers Inn is nothing short 
of breathtaking. It was heaven on Earth for our en-
tire crew. 

If you travel abroad you probably research the web-
site and glass over the pictures and book. You are 
trusting those pictures are an accurate depiction

I hate to say that I was that guy 
on the trip, but I was. In true 
form, I spent hours tirelessly 
packing and planning. If you’ve 
ever visited one of Billy Chap-
man Jr.’s establishments then 
you know everything is already 
finished. He plans so meticu-
lously that all you have to do is 
show up and fish.

There is no one on this planet 
more in tune with how an op-
eration should be run than Billy 
Chapman Jr. He cut his outfitting 
teeth in the wilds of the Amazon. 
So selecting him to be our outfit-

of what you will see once you 
arrive. I am living proof that the 
pictures on website aren’t en-
tirely accurate. It is far better 
in person that what you could 
cruise online.

The service is exactly what 
you’ve come to expect from 
Billy Chapman Jr. and at times 
you forget you’re a world away. 
The lodge becomes a home. 
The friendly faces, ridiculously 
good food and non-stop wildlife 
around makes you really appre-
ciate the fact that somebody saw 
the beauty of the spot where Rio 
Negro Lodge rests. 

hen I was younger I never had any vi-
sions outside of fishing anything but my 
small world of lakes and ponds. However, W



That was my first hurdle I overcame. With my mind 
at ease, I was able to realize that the dream I had as 
a young boy had grown into something much larger 
than just bassing my way through life in the States. 
I was in comfort at Rio Negro Lodge operated by 
Anglers Inn and there was nothing I wanted more at 
that time than hoisting one of those large peacock 
bass above my head.  

My second hurdle came in the form of countless 
blades spinning around a single head. The umbrel-
la rig isn’t really something I like throwing. It just 
doesn’t fit my style of fishing, and I was bound and 
determined to catch my largest peacock on the big 
fish producing Woodchopper. It didn’t take me long 
to realized my skinny arms were not in shape for 10 
hours of chopping.

The Hog Farmer umbrella rig made for this trip was 
highlighted by a dozen or so spinner blades and a 
single trailer hook springing out the back of the rig. 
When tuned properly these can be killer, but still it 
isn’t my style. Our guide Eddie and another guide 
hacked their way into this gorgeous looking back-
water area of the Rio Negro. Fish were exploding all 
around and we presented our offerings – nothing. 
They were no more interested in our choppers, jigs, 
crankbaits and topwater plugs than I was in return-
ing to the lodge empty handed.  



This is the moment that the second hurdle went 
down. I picked up the Hog Farmer and it produced 
my biggest peacock of the trip on the third cast. 
Needless to say, when I saw dark tannic water the 
Hog Farmer was the first bait I threw. 

The final hurdle for me was the health concerns 
most people have with traveling overseas. It was 
hard not to listen to reports of viruses that you could 
catch, but Billy was reassuring and let us know we 
didn’t have any worries. He went on to explain that 
we had just as good of chance of catching some-
thing here in the States than we did down in Brazil. 
Still, I packed copious amounts of the most potent 
bug goo known to man. 

When I arrived I applied said bug goo, but nobody 
else applied. I thought this was odd since I brought 
plenty. They did something that I should have done. 
They listened to their outfitter. That was the last time 
I applied anything other than sunscreen on this skin. 

From the time the small band of anglers arrived in 
Manaus till the time we left the beautiful Rio Negro 
Lodge, we never saw a single mosquito. I thought 
I’d arrive to swarms of fist-sized biters ready to car-
ry me off, but we never saw a thing. Billy explained 
that the water in the Rio Negro isn’t conducive for 
these critters to produce so they multiply else-
where. 

Growing up is tough. Overcoming your own hur-
dles is easy when you have a place as good as 
Rio Negro Lodge just a phone call away. I will be 
back without hesitation because the grown up me 
knows there are people like Billy Chapman Jr. out 
there taking care of every detail, allowing me the 
freedom to simply enjoy myself.

























Reflecting on the Rainforest
Amazon fishing adventure deals out diary of fond memories

THE OMERO RIVER, BRA-
ZIL— I’ve been here for 6 1/2 
days — more than 3,000 miles 
from Texas soil and far from 
civilization - doing things and 
seeing stuff that make this 
place truly unique from any 
other corner of the world.
  I’ve dined with crocodiles. 
Swam with piranhas. Fished 
with jaguars and caught       
peacock bass until my arms 
hurt. On more than one occa-
sion I have napped in the cool 
shade offered by the dense 
canopy of a towering rainfo-
rest that is believed to be the 
oldest on Earth, possibly as 
much as 100 million years old.
  I’ve seen monkeys scamper- 
ing about the treetops, pink 
dolphins roiling the shallows, 
romps of giant river otters 
basking in the sun and all sorts 
of strange looking insects and 
fish that I could not identify.
  To call this country wild and 
vastly unspoiled would be an 
understatement. This is the 

real deal. When you are here, 
you are in the midst of all that 
is the jungle.
  There are humans in these 
woods who have never 
brushed with the outside 
world and animals out there 
that would eat you given half 
the chance. The river before 
me is a piscatorial jungle in 
itself, teeming with toothy 
predators that gravitate to the 
sounds of the helpless and 
race to the metallic scent of 
blood.
  It’s spooky to think about, 
but my gut feeling is any at-
tempt by a flatlander to get 
out of here on foot would be 
a death wish. I’m not worried 
about that, though. Tim Boat-
man, Ebb Flynt and I are about 
to board a small boat that will 
shuffle us 40 miles down the 
Branco River to a dirt airstrip 
at the outskirts of a remote 
Brazilian village. There, we will 
hop on a charter plane and 
begin a rigorous two-day jour-

ney back to the real world as 
we know it.
  Just thinking about all that 
has taken place here over the 
past week throws my journal-
ist juices into a frothy mix bub-
bling with so much material 
that it is tough to divide the 
sugar from the candy.
  My friends and I came here 
to fish, but our expedition 
hosted by Anglers Inn Inter-
national founder, Billy Chap-
man Jr., turned into way much 
more than that. What follows 
is a diary of events that trans-
pired during an Amazon ad-
venture that neither of us will 
soon forget:

The Anglers Inn Way

  Chapman is well respected 
throughout the sport fishing 
industry as an outfitter who 
stands behind his word, pays 
close attention to detail and 
goes the extra mile when it 
comes to customer care and 

service. He admits he is not 
the cheapest game in town, 
but he doesn’t want to be.
  “I’m not interested in being 
cheap,” Chapman chuckled. 
“It’s not the Anglers Inn Way.”
  I have visited Chapman’s 
lakeside bass fishing lodges 
in Mexico several times and 
have always been impressed 
by the extraordinary quality 
of service his staff provides. 
Customers are treated as ro-
yalty from daylight to dark. If 
you want something, just ask 
and it will be delivered to your 
doorstep.
  Sometimes you don’t even 
have to ask. To wit:
    Two weeks before leaving 
for the Amazon, a UPS truck 
delivered a nifty dry boat bag 
to each of our homes, courtesy 
of Anglers Inn Amazon. Inside 
the bag were fishing gloves, 
insect repellent, aspirins, a first 
aid kit, antiseptics and a host 
of other essentials you can’t 
find in the jungle. 

BY MATT WILLIAMS Outdoors Writer



  I must admit, during the plan-
ning stages of our trip I was 
curious as to whether Chap-
man would be able to deliver 
his trademark service to a mo-
bile lodging facility positioned 
in the middle of the largest, 
most remote rainforest in 
the universe. I shouldn’t have 
been.
   The accommodations are top 
shelf and the staff is among 
the most friendly and helpful 
that I have ever fished with. 
Rooms are tended and clothes 
washed/folded daily, while 
tasty buffet style meals and 
desserts are served up fresh 
each day.
  The fishing guides — Tigre, 
Cracker, Smiley and Pepe — 
are top notch, as well. Not 
only are they experts at tying 
knots and running boats, they 
are extremely knowledgeable 
about peacock bass behavior 
and reading the water. Boat-
man labeled his guide, Tigre, 
a magician when it comes to 
freeing stuck lures from the 
brush.

Fishing with jaguars

  The sights and sounds of the 
rainforest are many, but none 
will grab your attention like 
the wicked call of a jaguar. 
It is a deep, chesty roar that 
sounds more like a repetitive 
cough than a growl. Chapman, 
who helped pioneer the pea-
cock bass fishing revolution 
in the 1980s, has had a hand-
ful of rare encounters with the 
big cats over years.
  “There is nothing in the jun-
gle that sounds like it,” he said. 
“When you hear one, it’s either 
coming to fight or looking for 
a mate. The jaguar is the top of 
the food chain out here. One 

bite to the head and it’s over.”
  Flynt and I were reminded 
of those words one afternoon 
as we snatched peacock bass 
one after another from a fallen 
tree at the edge of a remote 
backwater lagoon. Tigre was 
the first to detect the muffled 
sounds of a big cat.
  “Shhhh ... jaguar,” the guide 
said, motioning towards the 
dense jungle on the opposite 
side of the lake.
  For the next five minutes we 
listened intently as the raspy 
rumble grew louder and much 
more defined. Then, almost 
as if someone flicked a light 
switch, the eerie screams end-
ed as mysteriously as they had 
begun.

Dining with crocs

  Caiman crocodiles are fre-
quently seen in the Ama-
zon Basin, especially along 
the more remote tributaries, 
sloughs and drainages that 
feed the larger river systems. 
We witnessed countless black 
caimans during our week-long 
stay on the Rio Omero, a small 
tributary that flows for about 
200 miles and is roughly the 
width of the Trinity River in 
places.
  Interestingly, several of the 
crocs became extremely cu-
rious when Chapman’s staff 
relocated the mobile camp 
from its original location to an 
isolated beach several miles 
upriver.
  Within minutes of our arrival, 
there were several crocs cruis-
ing the open bay in front of 
the camp. I counted as many 
as five at one time, including 
a couple of 10-11 footers that 
ventured as close as 10 feet 
from the dining room suite as 

we enjoyed drinks and dinner 
inside each evening.

Wolf pack peacocks and 
toothy stuff

  The Omero River has kicked 
out a handful of “teener”     
peacocks up to 18 pounds this 
season, but it has been most 
reliable for quality fish in the 4 
to 13-pound range and some 
very tall numbers.
  In six days, our group of four 
anglers caught and released 
1,155 peacocks to nearly 13 
pounds. Tack on all the mon-
key fish, dog fish, payaras, 
piranhas and arowanas that 
grabbed our baits we easily 
reeled in 1,500 fish.
 While everyone witnessed 
an occasional lull, there were 
times when the bite was non-
stop. Flynt and I stumbled 
across multiple wolf packs 
one afternoon and ended the 
day with nearly 150 peacocks, 
including several 10 pound-
ers. It wasn’t uncommon to 
cast to a lay down log that ap-
peared void of life, then have 
10-15 fish attack the bait like a 
swarm of bees.
  We caught peacocks on as-
sorted lures, but a 1/2 ounce 
buck tail jig was the most con-
sistent producer overall. The 
key was making accurate casts 
tight to underwater sandbars 
or fallen trees, then retrieving 
the jig quickly with intermit-
tent twitches to give it an er-
ratic action.
  The downside to the jig is it 
can be costly to throw. Pira-
nhas will whittle the five-inch 
buck tail to the nub in no time. 
Guides charge $6 apiece for 
retying spent jigs. Flynt ran up 
a $150 jig tab all on his own.

Swimming with piranhas

  We’ve all heard tales of the 
man-eating piranhas of the 
Amazon and how they will 
strip a human’s flesh to the 
bone in a matter of seconds if 
given the chance.
 Chapman doesn’t worry 
about it much.
  The 55-year-old outfitter 
from New Jersey took a re-
freshing dip in the 75-degree 
Omero just about every after-
noon and he encouraged us to 
follow suit. It took some coax-
ing, but Chapman’s persuasive 
personality finally won out.
  “The main thing you need 
to worry about around here 
are the freshwater stingrays,” 
he said. “Just shuffle your feet 
across the bottom when you 
walk, just like when you are 
wade fishing in saltwater and 
you’ll be alright.”
  Many experts say the fish 
are timid scavengers and that 
danger to humans is minimal 
on larger river systems, espe-
cially during periods of me-
dian or high water when food 
is plentiful. However, piranhas 
can be dangerous when fall-
ing water traps them in small 
backwater lakes or lagoons. 
These fish will quickly deplete 
existing food supplies and be-
gin to starve.
  In the wild piranhas typi-
cally feed on dead, dying or 
injured animals and fish. They 
are lured by the scent of blood 
and sometimes provoked by 
frantic movements beneath 
surface.
  Perhaps that explains the 
mangled tail on the 12 3/4 
pound male peacock I caught 
one morning. The fish stripped 
drag multiple times before I 
finally worked it to the land-
ing net. That’s when we dis-
covered several fresh wounds 
about its tail and body.
 “Piranhas,” Chapman said 
pointing to the bloody tail. 
“They were working him over 
on the way in.”
  Only in the Amazon. I can’t 
wait until I go back!
Matt Williams is a free-lance writer based in Nacogdoches. He 
can be reached by e-mail, mattwilliams@netdot.com

  For more information on 
booking a trip to the Amazon, 
go to www.anglersinn.com, 
www.anglersinn.tv or call 
1-800 -GOTA-FISH (1-800-468-
2347).



Amazon tough
Chapman’s mobile suites take adventuresome anglers to the peacock’s lair

  Roughly two weeks have 
passed since Ebb Flynt, Tim 
Boatman and myself returned 
to East Texas on the heels of a 
10-day adventure that took us 
deep into the heart of Amazon 
Rainforest of South America. 
I’m not sure how my friends 
are feeling these days, but 
I’m still dealing with a seri-
ous hangover that has to rank 
among the worst of my life.
  Trust me when I say my 
cloudy mind and aching body 
have nothing to do with the 
tasty margaritas or Brazilian 
beers served up daily by Billy 
Chapman’s Anglers Inn staff. 
The peacocks did it. That’s my 
story, and I’m sticking to it.
   Six days spent battling 
more than 1,155 of the color-
ful prize fighters amid one of 
the world’s most unforgiving 
environments is almost more 
fun than any man can stand. 
Anyone who has been there 
and caught fish like we did will 
surely agree.

   Peacock bass fishing is la-
bor intensive recreation that 
sometimes results in a host of 
nagging side effects. Not only 
does it wear on you physically, 
it eats at you mentally and 
makes more common sport 
fishing quests hardly seem like 
a challenge anymore. Worse 
yet, it will stain your fishing 
soul so deeply that time can’t 
wash the memories away.
   I made my first trip to the 
Amazon in 2004 and I’ve 
been dreaming about going 
back ever since. Chapman 
made the dream a reality in 
mid January when he guided 
my friends and I on a lifetime 
fishing expedition played out 
along the Rio Omero, a wind-
ing, twisting, watery stage 
located more than 250 miles 
into the interior of one of the 
wildest natural wonders found 
anywhere on the planet.
   Chapman, 55, is a globe-
trotting outfitter from New 
Jersey who lives to have fun 

and make money doing it. He 
is largely responsible for put-
ting peacock bass fishing on 
the map in the 1980s, when 
he set-up camp on rivers all 
over Brazil and built lodges in 
southern Venezuela - all in the 
name of finding the best spots 
to turn anglers on to tucunaré 
— a bruiser-of-a-fish known 
for striking with the force of a 
freight train, fighting with te-
nacity of a bulldog, destroying 
the best tackle money can buy 
and crushing even the tallest 
of egos.
   To hear Chapman tell it, find-
ing virgin water and unmo-
lested fish was easy when he 
first started, but that is hardly 
the case anymore.
 The interest in catching 
heavyweight peacocks has 
increased significantly dur-
ing the past 20 years and nu-
merous outfitters have set-up 
shop across the region to grab 
a piece of the pie. This some-
times results in several boats 

competing for the same wa-
ter found in close proximity 
to the more heavily populated 
hubs, where many of the large 
outfits do business. Therein 
lies the beauty of the newest 
addition to Chapman’s long 
list of successful business ven-
tures — the Anglers Inn Float-
ing Mobile Suites. I was the 
first journalist to visit the new 
camp and it came as no sur-
prise to learn that it is every-
thing Chapman cracked it up 
to be. I’d be lying if I said the 
outfit was comparable to the 
Statler Hilton. In my book, it’s 
better.
    Adventuresome anglers who 
prefer to go first-class will love 
this place, largely because it 
offers just about everything 
to keep a man or woman com-
fortable — including room 
service — without sacrificing 
the many sights, sounds and 
smells that define the true 
Amazon jungle fishing experi-
ence.

BY MATT WILLIAMS Outdoors Writer



Here today, gone tomorrow

  The mobile suite concept is 
built around a series of four 
angler cabins, a dining area, 
kitchen and a mother ship that 
carries supplies and genera-
tors for providing electricity. 
The air-conditioned suites are 
equipped with many of the 
creature comforts of home, 
including two oversize beds, 
toilet, shower, sink, closets, 
shelves, desks, convenient 
reading lights, large picture 
windows and front/rear sun 
decks that are accessible 
through screen doors.
  What’s really cool is the whole 
deal floats on shallow draft 
pontoons that connect like 
chain links. The result is a water 
train that can be on the move 
in a matter of minutes. This 
enables Chapman to access 
remote areas that are off limits 
to other outfitters because of 
natural barriers or exclusivity 
agreements granted through 
various Indian reservations or 
government preserves.
   Changing locations periodi-
cally within these exclusive 
areas also ensures the op-
portunity to cast baits in new 
water each day before return-
ing to the beach-front flotilla 
to enjoy appetizers, drinks, a 
hot meal and a crackling camp 
fire while you contemplate the 
next day’s fishing.

Amazon: A watery stage

   The Amazon Basin is a mas-
sive maze of free flowing 
rivers, tributaries, creeks, se-
cluded lagoons and backwa-
ter oxbows that cover about 
40 percent of South America. 
Where there isn’t water there is 
rainforest, together engulfing 

about 2.1 million square miles 
of real estate and supporting a 
vast array of wildlife and thou-
sands of species of insects 
and fish. Chapman’s outfit has 
secured exclusive access to 
vast stretches of water on se-
veral rivers north and south of 
Manaus, Brazil, the state capi-
tal of Amazonas. The camp’s 
mobility allows him to set-up 
shop wherever the fishing 
conditions are best. As a rule, 
the best fishing is always de-
pendent on rainfall and water 
level conditions. High water is 
the least favorable for peacock 
bass fishing, because it allows 
the fish to disperse and scat-
ter into dense jungle areas 
that are inaccessible by boat. 
Conversely, low water usually 
means good fishing because 
it shrinks the playground and 
concentrates the fish around 
structure and available cover, 
thus making them much easier 
to find. The Anglers Inn camp 
and a host of others were 
shut down throughout much 
of November and December 
2011 due to unseasonably wet 
weather conditions that blew 
out many of the basin’s prime 
river systems. When he elect-
ed to reopen this past month, 
Chapman chose to do it on the 
Omero River.
  A tributary of the Branco 
River, the Omero twists and 
turns for about 200 miles and 
offers about 150 miles of fish- 
able water, not counting the 
dozens of hidden lagoons, ox-
bows and smaller tributaries 
that flank it on both sides.
    Being only the second group 
to access the river in nearly a 
year, none of us really knew 
what to expect until we got 
there. What we discovered 
was a peacock’s lair.

Omero bruisers

   Four anglers. 1,155 peacocks. 
6 1/2 days. Plus another 350 
multi-species fish.
   You do the math. Regardless 
of how you figure it, it adds 
up to a fat score and very fast 
action. So fast, in fact, that I 
chose not to wet a hook for 
much of the final day. Day 5 
exhausted me.
   Flynt and I shared the boat 
that day and our Brazilian 
guide, “Tigre,” put us on swarm 
after swarm of peacocks 
that mauled our baits and 
stretched our strings until our 
arms hurt.
  Together we caught and re-
leased 147 peacocks in 7 1/2 
hours fishing. Included in 
the mix were four fish in the 
10-pound class, a dozen or so 
7-9 pounders and countless 
others weighing 4-6 pounds.
  My best fish of the entire 
trip was a beautiful three-bar 
male I caught on Day 3 while 
fishing a backwater lagoon 
with Chapman and our guide 
“Smiley.” The hefty peacock 
was just shy of 13 pounds. It 
grabbed a 1/2-ounce yellow/
red/brown hair jig made by an 
Atlanta, GA. outfit called Ulti-
mate Peacock Bass Jigs.
   Boatman swears he had a 
fish explode on a Rapala Skit-
ter Pop topwater 10 feet from 
the boat that was a good 2-3 
pounds heavier than mine, 
but he was unable to finish 
the job.
  In a battle that lasted all of 
three seconds, the thick-shoul-
dered bruiser shattered the tip 
section on his fishing rod and 
snapped the 80-pound braid-
ed line like sewing thread.
  “I’m not exactly sure what 

happened, but I do know it 
almost jerked me off the front 
of the boat when it hit,” he re- 
called. “It sounded like a shot-
gun going off when the line 
and rod broke. My reel was 
grinding like a ‘54 Ford shift-
ing gears without the clutch 
pushed in. He whipped me.”
   Boatman isn’t the first angler 
to lose a war with a tucunaré 
and he won’t be the last. These 
guys are lean, mean fighting 
machines with nasty attitudes 
to match.
   Try to horse a big one and 
something is going to give. 
C h a p m a n  h a s  s e e n  b i g
peacocks bust rods, straighten 
treble hooks, bend O-rings, fry 
reel gears and snap magnum 
fishing lures like a twig. I’ve 
heard tales of them bringing 
body builders to their knees in 
frustration.
  “I tell people all the time 
that these fish are different,” 
says Chapman. “A 10-pound 
largemouth is a piece of cake 
compared to a 10-pound pea-
cock. The bigger they get, the 
stronger they get. These fish 
are bulls.”
  To learn more about the An-
glers Inn Amazon operation, 
go to www.anglersinn.com, 
www.anglersinn.tv or call 
1-800 -GOTA-FISH (1-800-468-
2347).

Matt Williams is a free-lance writer based in Nacogdoches. He 
can be reached by e-mail, mattwilliams@netdot.com



Anglers Inn Amazon Exceeding the Ordinary
   It didn’t really sink in until we made the second pass over the 
grass landing strip cut out of the jungle. I was finally here. The 
Amazon basin... The rainforest… The massive expanse of river, 
tributary, stream and lagoon that cuts through the wilderness 
like so many veins and capillaries... and home to the Peacock 
Bass.

   This excursion really started for me almost 30 years ago. I be-
gan to hear stories and read articles about an exotic species of 
fish that lived in the Amazon River and its tributaries. A fish that 
would crush a topwater bait like a great white shark crushes its 
unlucky prey. Even more interesting to me were the people who 
set out into this incredible wilderness in search of these fish. I 
imagined rugged individuals with machete in one hand and 
fishing rod in the other hacking their way deep into the jungle to 
find these elusive, beautiful fish. More times than not, the name 
that was mentioned the most was a young outfitter from of all 
places, New Jersey, by the name of Billy Chapman, Jr. Yep, that 
Billy Chapman, Jr!

   If you’re even remotely familiar with fishing, then you recog-
nize the name. Billy Chapman, Jr. is widely known as the fore-
most fishing outfitter in the world. He’s the leader in trophy 
Mexican bass fishing and his original Anglers Inn Lodge on Lake 
El Salto is considered by serious bass anglers as a rite of passage 
that often requires an annual pilgrimage to remind oneself just 
how incredible it really is. From there, Anglers Inn has grown to 
include a new Anglers Inn Lodge on Mexico’s Lake Mateos and  
Anglers Inn Offshore in Mazatlan which offers some of the most 
exciting blue water fishing in North America. For his efforts, Billy 
was inducted into the Freshwater Fishing Hall of Fame in 2009. 
Not too shabby at all I’d say.

   So, when others would justifiably sit back and bask in their well 
deserved accolades, Billy didn’t slow down. He doubled down. 
He yearned to return to where it all started, “The Amazon Basin”.

   As we rolled to a stop on the grass landing strip there he was, 
trademark smile and all. Billy was eager to show me how inge-
nuity, hard work and a little creativity was going to bring Pea-
cock Bass fishing back to the Amazon the “Anglers Inn Way”. As 
the boats were loaded for our 90-minute ride up river to camp, 
I admit I had some doubts. Not about the fishing of course, but 
about how Billy would bring his trademark signature service to 
one of the most challenging environments in the world.

   If you’ve never been to Anglers Inn, then let me fill you in. The 
service is legendary. Billy is all about “exceeding the ordinary” as 
to your expectations and he does that better than anyone. I’ve 
had the fortunate opportunity to travel, fish and hunt in some 
of the world’s most desired locations from Alaska to Africa, New 
Zealand to New Brunswick and just about everywhere in be-
tween. Once there, I can’t help but to compare other outfitters to 

Anglers Inn. Unfortunately that’s a pretty high bar to set because 
in all my experiences few even come close to Anglers Inn.

   Maybe it’s the handpicked 
staff that caters and I mean 
really caters to your every 
need. It could be the ac-
commodations, which are 
always top notch at Anglers 
Inn. The food? Outstanding! 
I would be remiss to not 
mention the world famous 
Anglers Inn Margarita, the 
perfect way to top off a per-
fect day of fishing.

   So how in the world could 
Billy take this signature ser-
vice and transplant it in the 
Amazon? I would soon find 
out.

   As our boat rounded a channel bend I saw it. There, perfectly 
perched on a pristine sandy beach was our camp. I recognized 
it from the videos on Anglers Inn’s YouTube Channel. There they 
were. Four floating suites awaiting myself, my producer Jim 
Kramer and Billy’s other guests from both the States and Brazil. 
As we pulled up next to what would be our home for the next 6 
days we are greeted by one of Anglers Inn Amazon’s hard work-
ing staff offering two cool Anglers Inn Margaritas. Yes! 

   Billy couldn’t wait to show us around. We entered our floating 
suite based on a design developed personally by Billy himself. 
He’s proud of it and he should be. Built upon a pontoon plat-
form, the floating suite is unreal. Two comfortable beds. A bath-
room and shower. It even features a work area! And as he opens 
the back door to unveil the deck that overlooks this beautiful 
river I realize I want one of these. It’s that cool...literally, as the air 
conditioner makes the suite almost chilly.

BY JOE THOMAS Reel in the Outdoors



   Billy’s not done. We head to the dining boat as our gear is safely 
packed away by the staff. It’s spacious and loaded. Just outside 
a friendly staffer is preparing lunch in the floating kitchen as the 
guides begin to prepare the boats for fishing. Billy sets out the 
ground rules. He tells me that the guides are natives that know 
the rivers and backwater lagoons better than I know my Ohio 
farm. They travel with Billy when he “caravans” his floating suites 
up and down the river in search of new water. This is the key. 
Billy is totally mobile. If the water levels rise or fall, which they’re 
prone to do on this wild waterway, Billy simply packs up and 
moves his camp to a new location. While bigger fishing boats 
are limited as to where they can travel, Billy is anything but. This 
is what makes his Amazon operation fascinating. Billy Chapman 
Jr. hasn’t just come back to the Amazon basin. He’s come back to 
conquer it with what I consider one of the most unique opera-
tions I’ve ever seen.

   As we wrap up our tour of the mother ship that carries all of the 
provisions and fuel for the generators, I meet some of the staff. 
They’re quick with a friendly smile and truly seem to be as inte-
rested in me as I am in them. They travel as families, children and 
all. The kids are absolutely adorable and I’m immediately drawn 
to them. They’re fishing and swimming from our beach and ha-
ving the time of their lives. They are happy. There’s no insincere 
“can I help you even though I don’t want to” attitude that we’ve 
become accustomed to in the States. 

   As our lunch is prepared in the galley Billy explains to me how 
our laundry will be done daily and what will be on the dinner 
menu. Tonight, we will enjoy a Brazilian BBQ of chicken, pork 
and steak cooked over an open pit dug in the sand and served 
with rice, beans, fried bananas, fruit and topped off with choco-
late cake. That’s right. I’ll be enjoying chocolate cake while sit-
ting on a beach in the middle of the Brazilian rainforest with my 
friends. You tell me if it gets any better than that.

   As for the fishing....do I really need to go there? If I counted my 
fish, which I generally don’t, I would have needed a clicker that 
went to four digits. Piranha, Arowana, Payara, gigantic catfish 
and of course the king of all freshwater game fish, the peacock 
bass all ply these waters and all offer an unforgettable fishing 

experience surrounded by wildlife that most people only see in 
a zoo. 

   If you must know, we caught over 300 peacock bass and ano-
ther 80 of exotic species.  Jim was filming for two of my TV shows 
that will appear on the Outdoor Channel in June.  That’s right, I 
caught the fish and Jim, bless his heart, filmed.  The good news is 
he captured on film over 90 of the most vicious top water strikes 
I have ever seen.  See for yourself as they broadcast on Outdoor 
Channel.  You won’t be disappointed!

  Congratulations Billy Chapman Jr. You’ve done it. You’ve 
brought impeccable service to the heart of the world’s most de-
manding wilderness. You’ve done it the only way you know how, 
“The Anglers Inn way”. The Amazon will never be the same.



   Billy Chapman Jr. has done it again!

  If you’ve followed bass angling, and 
many thousands do, Chapman’s name is 
probably familiar to you. Few individuals 
have had a greater impact on the bass 
angling world. Billy and his father Bill 
Chapman, Sr. led the way in providing the 
wondrous bass fishing now to be found in 
the lakes of Mexico.  He also introduced 
catch and release angling to that part of 
the world.  

  Anyone who has ever had the oppor-
tunity to be Chapman’s guest at his 
Anglers Inn on Mexico’s Lake El Salto 
knows what I’m talking about. The same 
can be said about his Anglers Inn Lodge 
at Mexico’s Lake Mateos. But it isn’t the 
almost unbelievable largemouth angling 
you sometimes run into at either of these 
lakes I have in mind. Now, you see, the 
internationally recognized outfitter and 
lodge operator has taken his tremendous 
talents back into the heart of the Amazon.

   I say “back” into the Amazon because 
it was those fantastic peacock bass of 
the Amazon and its tributaries where he 
earned the title, pioneer! It was the jun-
gles that gave him his first opportunity to 
start making bass fishing dreams come 
true for Amazon visitors.  Billy was still in 
his 20’s when he began booking trips for 
jungle bass anglers in Venezuela. Within 
his first five years in the jungle he de-
signed and supervised the construction 
of the first two peacock bass fishing lod-
ges ever built in that part of the Amazon.

   What he’s doing in the Amazon today, 
almost has to be seen to be believed. 
Again, if you’ve been to Anglers Inn at 
Lake El Salto or Lake Mateos in Mexico 
you’re aware of the kind of service his 
crews provide. Believe it or not, today 
he’s done the same thing with his brand 
new operation now known as Anglers Inn 
Amazon, but he has taken a somewhat 
different approach.

    I’m no stranger to the Amazon. I’ve had 
the opportunity over the years to make 
three different trips.  The first of my three 
trips was through the country of Colom-
bia decades ago. The two most recent 
adventures were both into the Amazon 
by way of Brazil.  I can guarantee you I 
never had the opportunity to experience 
anything resembling the kind of set up 
Billy Chapman has now made available.

   Please note the pictures that accom-
pany this column. Chapman told me a 
few years ago what he planned to do for 
anglers hoping to experience the thrill of 
tangling with one of the world’s greatest 
sports fish---the jungle’s peacock bass.

    “Stan,” he said, “I’m going down there 
and build a series of floating mobile 
suites. I want to be able to move them 
into different areas of the Amazon and its 
tributaries. That way I’ll be able to take 
clients to where the fishing prospects are 
best.”

Stan is one of the pioneers 
of bass fishing in the western 
United States.  No one in that 
part of the country has written 
more about bass fishing.  He is 
a decorated combat veteran of 
World War 11 who began writing 
immediately after returning from 
almost two years of serving with 
an infantry rifle company in the 
jungles of the South Pacific.  He 
has been at it ever since.

Stan is an award-winning out-
door writer who has written for 
a variety of prestigious publi-
cations including Bassmaster, 
Bassin, Field & Stream, Outdoor 
Life, Sports Afield, Western Out-
doors and many others.  He has 
written countless newspaper 
columns.  Most of his writing is 
currently appearing in four dif-
ferent Internet columns.

Bass fishing has always been 
his first love where angling 
is concerned.  His first book, 
CATCH MORE BASS, was pub-
lished in 1973.

Stan is equally recognized for 
his artistry with a rod.  Known 
internationally as “The Master 
Caster,” he has been featured in 
outdoor shows since 1952.  His 
skills with casting and spinning 
equipment have taken him from 
Tulsa to Tokyo and from Bir-
mingham to Brazil.  Years ago 
Covey Bean, an outdoor writer 
for the Sunday Oklahoman, 
wrote: “When Stan Fagerstrom 
talks casting, people listen.”  De-
cades have passed since those 
words were written, but today 
folks still watch and listen as this 
white-haired wonder works his 
casting magic.

A Paradise for Peacocks
By Stan Fagerstrom



   I’ll be darned if that’s not exactly what he’s done! It’s al-
ready attracting the attention from anglers all over the world.   
It’s not at all difficult, having fished the jungle’s rivers myself 
to appreciate what Chapman has been successful in doing. 
There are a few places in the jungle that accommodate visit-
ing Amazon anglers. But for the most part, they are perma-
nent structures built on land or boats with limited space for 
their clients.

   The smaller fishing boats they provide are only able to take 
their customers into nearby areas of the jungle.

   Depending on water conditions, they might or might not be 
able to put you where the prospects for peacocks are good.

  I’ve seen times on some of the Amazon’s rivers where I 
couldn’t buy a strike. On other occasions I’ve seen areas 
where those lure smashing peacock were all over the place. 
By far the best action usually came in the most remote 
spots. The opportunity for you to reach those remote spots 
is exactly what Chapman’s Anglers Inn Amazon operation 
provides. The Amazon, you see, has an almost unbelie-
vable fluctuation in water levels. I’m told the floating dock at 
Manaus, the place that really serves as the major city of en-
try into the jungle, fluctuates as much as 48-feet. “peacock 
bass fishing,” Billy says, “is usually best when the water level 
is low. Mobility and exclusivity is the combination that cre-
ates the best chance for a great peacock bass fishing trip.

   “Our Anglers Inn Floating Suites move like a water train 
going beyond natural barriers to pristine and exclusive In-
dian reserves. Our entire operation can move every other 
day during your visit and keeps you in new water where the 

competition can’t go. You have my guarantee you’ll experi-
ence the usual ‘Anglers Inn Way’ style of personal service in 
the process.”

   Going to the Amazon with Chapman’s Floating Suites also 
offers another major advantage. You’re never going to be 
more than a relatively short boat ride from your home base.  
I’ve been in the Amazon when our guide took us way the 
heck back into jungle. Sometimes it took far too long to get 
back to the lodge. I’ve also had the unpleasant experience 
of having our boat run into motor trouble and being left in a 
situation way back in the jungle boonies where it wasn’t at all 
certain that we’d be able to get back at all.

   “We recommend,” Billy says, “that you do it the “Anglers 
Inn Way” and return to your floating suite at noon for a hot 
lunch, a cool shower and  siesta. “Because of our mobility 
we can keep the good fishing close enough so that you’re 
usually only looking at a boat ride of from 15 – 30 minutes 
to get back.

   There’s one other aspect of what Anglers Inn offers that 
you need to know about. I’ve mentioned the possible fluctua-
tion of the jungle’s river levels. Rivers that were fishable one 
week might be out of shape the next.  

    If that happens when you’ve booked a trip with Anglers Inn 
Amazon you’re going to be notified in advance. A jungle-fish-
ing trip doesn’t come cheap. Among other things, you’ll have 
to fly to Miami and from Miami to Manaus, Brazil. Chapman’s 
clients are contacted when the jungle rivers are out of shape 
and are apprised of the facts.



   As I’ve mentioned, I’ve been in the Amazon when you 
couldn’t buy a bite. I’d never have gone had I known how 
poor the fishing prospects were at that particular time. The 
way Chapman operates, you won’t be faced with this prob-
lem. You’ll be told about it. You may have to change dates 
and rebook your flight but that sure beats parting with some 
big bucks and then finding poor fishing prospects when you 
get there.  

   I could write 10 more pages about what you’ll find on an 
Anglers Inn Amazon adventure. There’s really no need for 
me to do so. It’s easy to find everything you need to know 
from times and prices to what to bring and what’s provided.

   You can do that at your own convenience by simply call-
ing 1 800 GOTA-FISH or by visiting www.anglersinn.com & 
www.anglersinn.tv on the Internet.

  What you do need to know is Anglers Inn Amazon is re-
ceiving great reviews.  The first week of the season the 7 
clients on the Floating Suites caught 2500 Peacock Bass 
plus hundreds of fish of various species like piranha, arowa-
na, payara and huge catfish that roan the tributaries and la-
goons in 6 & ½ days!  You do the math!

   I know Billy Chapman Jr. and I know what he stands for. 
Few men anywhere have done a better job of making the 
dreams of countless anglers come true more often than he 
has. That’s undoubtedly why he’s one of the very few, if not 
the only outfitter/lodge operator, ever inducted to the Nation-
al Freshwater Fishing Hall of Fame.

   My only regret is that Anglers Inn Amazon didn’t exist when 
I made my three earlier visits to the jungle I’ve mentioned. Be 
assured that’s where I’d been headquartered if it had been.

   One of the questions I get most often from anglers headed 
for an Amazon peacock bass adventure involves what lures 
to take. Anglers Inn offers you an optional Amazon Tough 
Safari Ready package where you’ll find everything that you 
will need when you arrive at your fishing destination.  I mean 
everything!  Rods, reels, correct tackle, rain suits, extra 
clothes and of course Billy’s Amazon Tough Boat and Travel 
Bag.  This 20-liter dry bag has it all from sun block, lip block 
and repellent to fishing gloves and from your Amazon Tough 
sun hat to Gatorade packets. Billy’s bag has all the items to 
insure that you are prepared for an Amazon Safari.  Billy and 
Anglers Inn Amazon never miss a trick!



   Sitting on the back porch, Margarita in hand and a fine Cu-
ban cigar clinched in my teeth, I watched a caiman swim by. 
I don’t know how long it was but it looked to have about an 
8 to 10-inch spread between its eyes and it looked exactly 
like an alligator to me.  By now I had accepted good drinks, 
fine cigars, giant reptiles and great companions as a way of 
life down here.

    Down here is a long ways back in the Amazon Jungle.  A 
long ways. I asked outfitter Billy Chapman, Jr. who sat be-
side me – “Hey pal, where’s the closest restaurant?” – Billy 
blew a perfect smoke ring followed by a careful sip of Crown 
Royal before he nodded at the bass boat bobbing in the cai-
man’s wake, tied to the back of the floating suite I called 
home for my week in the jungle. 

   – “See that boat right there?”

   – “Yeah.”

  – “It’d take you five days in that boat if you stayed on it 
24-hours a day to get to one.”

   – “Billy, I don’t need a hamburger that bad.”

    – “No problem, Hermondo there would have you one fried 
in about ten minutes if you asked him.”

   I didn’t want a hamburger. I was just curious how far back 
in the Amazon Jungle we really were. But miles don’t be-
gin to tell the story. Grasping how far away things are that 
I normally take for granted puts everything in a proper per-

spective – at least for 
me.  There are no 7-Elev-
ens or 911 operators or 
tackle stores or traffic 
jams or nosey neighbors 
or anything anglers con-
sider normal. No litter, no 
horns, no stress. Smoke 
rings come out nearly 
perfect every time and the 
fish always bite. Oh, sure, 
there’s rain in the rainfor-
est and there are bugs 
that may, but there are 
rain suits and bug sprays, 
so who cares?

  There is no place on 
Earth where we could 
catch more fish, more va-
rieties of fish, and do it in a place unbelievable wildlife flour-
ishes, untouched by the hand of man. No place! 

   Howler and spider monkeys swing in the trees. Macaws 
and parrots and all manner of colorful birds catch your eyes 
and your ears. Tapirs and strange-looking turtles stalk the 
riverbanks. Some animals are rarely seen, but you know 
they are there: Anacondas and Jaguars keep to themselves, 
adding even more to the jungle’s mystique.

   But it’s the fish that haunt the angler, not the roar of the 
Jaguar or the snap of the caiman’s jaw. Peacock bass get 
the headlines, and maybe they should, but if they get all the 
glory it’s a disservice to many of the other fish found here.  
There are some 3,000 different kinds of fish that live in the 
Amazon, and while most anglers don’t give a rip about most 
of them, many of them we do. 

   Besides the various peacocks, there is the payara, with 
long bottom teeth that fit into it’s upper jaw and piranha that 
fight well and taste great; pirarucu that grow to the size of a 
box car but are rarely caught and the cow-sized red catfish. 
Add the countless others with hard-to-pronounce names but 
which readily take baits and jump high as a tarpon and you 
realize what a place, what a fishery. A home of dreams!

   It’s one of those places that, as an angler, I always wanted 
to visit. All my life I’ve read the stories and seen the pictures.  
I knew the myths about the piranhas and the headhunters 
plus I knew the legend of the peacock bass. I was drawn to it 
like any angler, just like you. If you aren’t an angler you

BY GARY GIUDICE Owner and President of Blue Heron Communications



      

might not understand it. But if you are, you know that fishing 
the Amazon is something that you will have to do, something 
you must experience at least once before 
you die, regardless of the sacrifice. It’s on 
your list! 

   My fishing buddy for this trip, Kenyon Hill, 
is a professional angler. He’s never had a 
job besides that. Not that it’s not a job, it 
most certainly is, and a difficult one at that. 
He knows fishing and the Amazon was on 
his list, too, so we called Billy Chapman 
Jr. at Anglers Inn International. We’ve both 
fished with Billy in Mexico numerous times 
so our Amazon choice was an easy one. 
We know Billy, we know his high standards 
of service and we trust him with our vaca-
tions and our well-being. We didn’t know 
about much else, except that he had one 
more thing that, in our eyes, separated 
him from the pack: the way he sets up his 
camps.

   Anglers Inn does not use a base camp or a mother ship 
like the rest of the outfitters in the Amazon. Billy put together 
what might be best described as a floating train that moves 
on a whim and draws very little water. He can move it almost 

anywhere at the drop of a hat. He can pick up and go in un-
der an hour and you would never even know he was there. 

   Heavy rains? No problem, just move up stream. Fishing 
pressure? No problem, just move over a shallow part of the 
river where the others can’t reach.  Fish not biting? No prob-
lem, go someplace where they are. And he does this without 
sacrificing anything in terms of comfort for the people in his 
camp.

   The way Anglers Inn camp set up is like this: two anglers 
share a floating suite, which includes two beds, a bathroom, 
desk, air-conditioner, electricity – even laundry service. They 
get a fully equipped bass boat with a great guide that was 
raised on the river and all the tackle any angler would need. 
The dining room has wonderful chow and a fully stocked 
bar. All of these amenities and, oh yeah, there’s wild, virgin 
jungle right out the door. 

   Night noises are interesting. Who knows 
what lurks nearby to make such sounds? 
Who cares, really? It just adds to the expe-
rience. When it’s time to move, Billy hooks 
the camp together into a long, train-looking 
affair and off it goes, leaving nothing be-
hind.

   The fish always bite. The thing that im-
pressed me the most about the fishing was 
not that they fought hard or that they were 
big or even that they were so beautiful. It 
was the fact that the skill level of the angler 
did not factor into the catching as much as 
I thought it would. 

   Kenyon and I thought we could parlay our 
years of experience fishing for largemouth 
bass into instant peacock-catching suc-
cess. That was a mistake. Peacock bass 
are nothing like largemouth bass. They 

don’t bite the same or act the same. So while Kenyon and I 
were trying to force-feed largemouth tactics to the Peacock 
bass, the rest of the camp listened to the local guides merrily 
catching peacock bass. Oh, we caught them, but not better



or as often as less-experienced anglers.

   Every peacock bass bait known to man is on the boats, 
but the guides know which baits work best at any given 
time. While we were there, big jerk baits and jigs tied by the 
guides worked far better that anything Kenyon and I tried to 
force-feed the fish. 

   Most of the peacock bass we caught were in the 5 to 
10-pound range, mean with plenty of fight. Some were much 
larger, others smaller, but we caught plenty. Between the 
peacocks we’d catch other fish that surprised us: dogfish, 
payara, piranha and others. We saw the fabled pirarucu but 
could not get them to bite. They were huge – big as a Smart 
Car!  Honest!

   The piranhas, with their nasty set of teeth, tend to destroy 
baits but fight well and taste great. For one shore lunch the 
guides made a quick grill out of some saplings and cooked 
a few piranha with some seasoning they had on hand. Good 
eats! Very similar to crappie, I thought. The ones we caught 
weighed around two to three pounds, I’d guess. It pays to 
unhook these with care.

   Going on a trip like this or any other 
serious wilderness adventure can’t 
be taken lightly. Health, for some, 
is an issue. Billy has a satellite 
phone for emergencies. A prior 

visit to the family doctor will get an 
angler lined out on required immu-

nizations and any other medical 
advice.

   

Day-to-day stuff Billy can deal with in the bush. While we 
were there, a bug flew into the ear of one of our fellow an-
glers. It was driving him nuts buzzing around in there. No 
problem: Billy had him lay his head down on the table; he 
poured some water in his ear, the bug swam out and that 
was that. That’s why he’s the outfitter and we’re the anglers.
 

   As anglers, we’re sometimes fortunate enough to fish in 
exotic places, seeing some of the most remote areas on the 
planet. The Rockies, Alaska, the North Woods of Canada all 
pale in comparison to the Amazon, where normal is just so 
far away. We’ve devoted time and hard-earned resources 
trying to catch simple creatures on hook and line. And while 
fishing can be as simple as staring at a red and white bobber 
or complex as a multiday trip to the jungle, machete in hand, 
it gets no better than when it’s combined with sitting on the 
back of a floating suite, blowing the perfect smoke ring and 
holding a cold beverage with a sore arm guessing the length 
of a caiman. 



   If you are thinking 
about going to the 
Amazon and maintain-
ing your comfort level 
Anglers Inn Amazon 
is the way. We have 
been with Billy Chap-
man Jr. and Anglers 
Inn about 13 to 15 
times at Lake El Salto 
and he has taken the 
same Anglers Inn way 
down to the Amazon. 
It is simply an amazing 
adventure that I’d do 
all over again.

   Fishing in the Amazon and catching beautiful, strong 
Peacock Bass is an adventure few have experienced.  
Women, especially, can enjoy checking off this item on 
(anyone’s!) bucket list when you go with Billy Chap-
man of Angler’s Inn and his Amazon Tough Team.  The 
hospitality was unsurpassed and their special effort in 
making me comfortable was appreciated. Billy’s team 
handled the details, the Brazilian people were welcom-
ing and our safety was never an issue.  My husband 

and I had our individ-
ual, private “Floating 
Suite” that was com-
fortable, clean and 
air-conditioned.  I felt 
so comfortable with 
Anglers Inn Amazon. 
“It was almost surreal 
in the evenings. Here I 
was sitting on the back 
patio of our suite with a 
cold drink in hand, air 
conditioning inside and 
running water. It really 
was the good life.

   The food was prepared fresh each day and was deli-
cious.   I especially enjoyed the homemade chocolate 
chip cookies!  The small group we fished with made for 
a fun, friendly group that Win and I will look forward to 
seeing again.

   Fishing was great.  The Peacock Bass are so strong 
that you think you’ve hooked a monster at each strike. 
Of course, it’s really thrilling when you do land one of 
these beautiful monsters.  Catching a 16 pound and an 
18 pound Peacock Bass is an experience I’ll revere.  It 
was especially satisfying when they turned out to be 
the two largest caught for our camp that week.  Ama-
zon (Girl) Tough!  
  
   Billy Chapman and his Amazon team made my hus-
band’s and my trip to Brazil and Peacock Bass fishing 
on the Amazon a first class adventure all should expe-
rience!
    
   Maybe use Wynn’s quote as 
a header for Pam’s Big PB

  “Pam really does well on 
these fishing trips,” said 
Win ?Wynn? Bunch. “She 
takes her time and is pa-
tient with what she is do-
ing. That is partly why 
she is always out fishing 
me. I was ecstatic when 
she hauled in the 18 
pounder!”  



  Rio Unini, Brazil – The fabled Unini River tributary has been 
closed to all fishing for 5 years, but now Billy Chapman Jr. 
and Anglers Inn Amazon, part of a consortium led by Luis 
Brown’s River Plate Outfitters, has secured proper govern-
ment permits to reopen the remote fishery for a limited time 
period. Numerous monster peacock bass of over 26 pounds 
were taken in past years when the fishery was open to sport 
fishing. This watershed, when water levels are right, is ab-
solutely the best for 20-pound plus peacocks in the Amazon!

  Exclusive permits allow only 12 anglers per week to fish 
the famous upper Rio Unini, the Rio Preto and their many la-
goons and lakes this fall from the first-class Anglers Inn Mo-
bile Suites operation. This premium location with very limited 
access will be available only to a select few anglers. The 
rivers’ sandbars with adjacent deep water at the entrance to 
most lagoons and those isolated sharp-drop bars and points 
in the back of the blackwater lagoons usually hold big fish, 
and they haven’t seen a lure for 5 years!

  The Rio Unini, a tributary of the Rio Negro located some 
210 miles northeast of Manaus, is roughly 200 miles long 
with about 250 connecting lakes and lagoons throughout 
its course. Lying along the lower portion is a waterfall and 
three sets of rapids which prohibit large riverboat access to 
the majority of the river during all but high-water, non-fishing 
times. As a result, guests of Anglers Inn Amazon will fly via 

charter float plane to the 
mobile suites on the up-
per Unini.
 
  The suites will be locat-
ed about 150 miles or 
so above the blackwater 
Unini’s confluence with 
the Rio Negro where 
there is little evidence 
of any villages or river 
residents near the ar-
eas being fished. Each 
day depending on catch 
results and area-experi-
enced guide feedback, 
the entire suites opera-
tion may move 10 to 
20 miles to new waters 
along the twisting water-
way. Anglers Inn with its reputation for first-class service, will 
keep the operation in great fishing areas and clients happy.

Anglers Inn Amazon Returns to the Home of Monster Peacocks – The Unini River



  As with any waterways closed to fishing and without other 
boat traffic for several years, there will be some “machete” 
work required of the guides in tree-strewn, overgrown creeks 
to access hidden lagoons.  But it will be worth it! Catching 
big peacock bass in a newly-opened area will provide guests 
many great memories and the possibility of a new world-
record. In addition, considering the unique fauna and flora 
of the Rio Unini region, such experiences are sure to put a 
smile on anyone’s face!

Give us a call at 1-800-468-2347 today!

Go to www.anglersinn.com and www.anglersinn.tv for video 
testimonials.

Testimonial from Larry Larsen about 
Anglers Inn Amazon
“I’ve visited the Amazon 55 times over the past 20 years 
and stayed in a variety of accommodations from yachts to 
fixed lodges to tent operations. I’ve fished very remote pea-
cock bass waters from several base camps including small 
tent, large tent, boat tent, floating tent, floating cabin and 
all size houseboat operations. Billy Chapman, Jr. calls his 
comfortable accommodations floating “suites”. And are they 
SWEET!
 
The Anglers Inn Amazon accommodations are better 
thought-out for Amazon fishing adventures than any I’ve 
stayed in. With over-sized beds, clean roomy interiors and 
large showers, and front and rear porches, they truly are 
a step above all others to date and deserve the moniker 
“suites”. His first-class operation deep in the jungles does 
offer “Amazon Comfort” as he claims and anglers no longer 
have to “rough it” when spending a week at a place 500 
miles from the nearest road! A tip of my wide-brim hat to 
Billy!” 

Larry Larsen
Founder of the Peacock Bass Association & author of 4 
peacock bass books



   Anglers Inn Amazon and their consortium has been 
awarded some dates on the secluded Marie Indian 
Reserve known as the “Tucano”. The Marie River, 
our private fishery, is one of the best “proven” trophy          
Peacock Bass Rivers. Last season only 60 anglers got 
to experience this fishery. One of the guests averaged 
an unprecedented 3 to 8 trophies per boat per day over 
18 pounds on topwater props. His boat in two occa-
sions landed doubles trophies over 20 pounds simul-
taneously! 

   This fishery creates an exciting adventure and you 
will see far more of the rainforest than you would on a 
standard trip.
 
   Here is how it will work: 

  The mouth of the Marie ( -0.45°, -66.43°) is 
near the City of Sao Gabriel da Cachoeira on 
the Negro River. The 8 anglers will arrive at 
Sao Gabriel da Cachoeira via Caravan wheel 
charter and travel on our 300HP Express Boat 
(with business-class reclineable leather seats) 

for 3 hours. You will have a comfortable and relaxing 
ride to the Floating Suites while enjoying a cold drink 
and taking in the beauty of the Amazon Basin.
 
   Since lagoon density is low, the Floating Suites will 
move daily covering a total of 300 nautical miles for the 
week. At the end of the 300 miles, anglers will depart 
via float plane refueling in Tefe on the Solimoes River. 
The newly arrived 8 anglers will fish back to the mouth 
departing via Express & wheel plane from Sao Gabriel 
da Cachoeira. This sequence is repeated throughout 
the Marie season.
 
   The word is out and there is limited space on this 
“excellent and proven” trophy fishery!  

   Come experience the “Anglers Inn Way”! The best 
fishing, food and service with the luxury of the Floating 
Suites.

Anglers Inn Amazon – The Marie River
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