RiverJet
ADVENTURES

At the end of the r oad on the
Pateros River. This is as far as the
group was able to go.

32 RiverJet & Outboard Magazine






RiverJet
ADVENTURES

e have now landed at Georgetown,

Guyana,0 announces the stewatess

aboard a British West Indies Airlines

jet. Her voice is accompanied by the

backbeat of calypso music still playing
since our last landing at Trinidad, 40 minutes earlier.

OWhat adventue lies before me?0 | think to myself, while
viewing the intense jungle of the Amazon Rain Forest from
the air.

Landing in a third world country second in poverty only
to Haiti, | am picturing the adventur e about to unfold as
one of traveling the countryside in an area of polluted
rivers, peasant beggars and floundering economy. While
clearing customs, | briefly note that | am one of few
Americans in the hour-long line.

I am looking forward to meeting up with Dar ell and Rusty
Bentz of Lewiston, Idaho, and Bret and Doris Armacost who
live in Oxbow, Ore., near Hells Canyon. We five Americans,
along with 17 Guyanese, ae about to embark on an expedi -
tion to explor e and penetrate by jet boat further into thr ee
interior rivers of Guyana than has ever been done before.

Darell, owner of Bentz Boats, a manufactuer of welded,
aluminum boats in Lewiston, has sold the only six welded jet
boats to be found in Guyana. These vary in size and power
and are now being extensively used in mining, freight and
tourism. One boat, barely a year old, has moe than 3000
hours on it.

Bret Armacost, owner of Hells Canyon Adventures, runs
daily trips on the upper end of Hells Canyon, some of the most
formidable white water in America.

Darell, Bret and an Amerindian guide named Sparrow will
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use all their combined river-running skills to pilot this gr oup,
and two 28-foot Bentz boats more than 1400 miles in unchart
ed rivers. The aid of captains or guides from various villages is
enlisted to point out boulders and sand shelves that lurk inch -
es below the surface. Some of the rock gardens we will pass
through will last more than 20 miles. The Amerindian guides
have memorized hundreds of miles of these waters, knowing
each route through the maze of boulders and lather of water.

To keep the boats on plane with such heavy loads we trawv
el at an average of 33 miles per hout Any slowdown means we
need deeper water. Many times we are in water barely eight
inches deep. At times, to make the hairpin corners and not
lose plane, the hydraulic reverse bucket must be used to
enable lightning quick turns at high speed.

Use of reverse creates an instantaneous, downwad thrust
of power resulting in immediate slowdown, leading to r oller
coaster tight turns allowing a nine-foot wide boat to slip
through a 10-foot slot between the jagged r ocks. This adds g-
force-exhilaration, changing an almost random boat ride into
one of momentary, sheer terror, resulting in an instantaneous
feeling of accomplishment once past, for both passengers
and pilot.

In order to get thr ough the rock barriers, the boats must
sometimes spin 180 degrees, heading completely in the
opposite dir ection, and quickly maneuver back again.

After a couple days of whirlwind driving by Darell and Bret,
| ask Daell if he was not exhausted with such responsibility. His
reply is well stated, Ol feel like weOve been driving the
Indianapolis 500 every dayO Daell and Bret take turns reliev-
ing each other at the helm of the Jav-Lynn. The other boat is
named Neptune.



Darell has become part of an alliance named Wildwater
Explorers, the formal name of this expedition. Local business-
es, Whitewater Adventure Tours, owned by Jad Rahaman,
and Correia® Interior Transportation Services, owned by Mike
Correia, all of Georgetown, are the two major sponsors of this
expedition. They own the boats we will use.

In addition, Shell Antilles (Guyana) Ltd. furnishes the 16;
45-gallon drums of diesel needed to feed the Yanmar, 350
and 420 engines, which will propel the Hamilton, 273 and
291 jet pumps.

This joint effort is created to make history for tourism, while
challenging the potential of delving deeper into the
untouched waterways of Guyana®Essequibo, Rupununi, and
Pataro rivers.

A goal on the Pataro River is to be the first boat to reach
the base of Kaiteur Falls, a beautiful, plummeting gush of river
that falls an amazing 820 feet fom a sandstone precipice,
rejoining the flow of the Pataro below. This potential major
tourist destination rivals the splendor of Niagara and Victoria
falls in majestic power. While small planes can fly to the falls,
it is an arduous two-day hike from the closest city, the mining
community of Bartica.

Upon arrival | am informed that the Bentzs and Rahmaned
are making a scouting flight over Kaiteur Falls to observe the
rapids we will try to climb within the next 48 hours, and that
the Armacosts will not arrive into Guyana until late that
evening. They return with doubts about getting thr ough one
of the rapids at this water level, but remain determined to try.

Georgetown is a beautiful, bustling city with a mile square
downtown district. However, immediately outside, poverty is
evident, along with everything that comes with it.

More than 90 percent of the country® population of
825,000 people is located near this capital city Guyana
sprawls southwad for more than 83,000 squae miles, about
the size of the United Kingdom. Once away from Georgetown
and the Atlantic coastline, Guyana® population dwindles to
less than one person in five squae miles.

Situated in northeastern South America, Guyana is bor
dered on the west by Venezuela, the east by Suriname, the
south by Brazil, and to the north by the Atlantic. Guyana is
the only English-speaking country in South America.
However, because of the extreme accent by villagers, an
interpreter is sometimes needed to understand the heavi-
ly Creole-English tongue.

All the rivers in Guyana ae the color of dif ferent shades of
coffee. Some are coffee with cream color, while others are just
slightly brown. This is the lesult of foliage from the millions of
acres of Rain Foest that washes into the rivers, ecycling the
compost for redeposit within the river systems.

Guyana is the home of the Demarara River famous for
Demarara rum distributed worldwide for mor e than a
hundred years.

An Amerindian word, Guyana means, Oland of many
waters.O It drains parts of the Amazon Basin, consisting of
hundreds of rivers, into the Atlantic Ocean. Seventy-percent
of its mass is topical rain forest and mountains; the remainder
consists of flatter savannahs, miles of aga covered with thick
grasses and occasional, single tees.

Because of its close pioximity with the equator, weather is
tropical with a dry season and a rainy season. Depending on
the year, more than 100 inches of rain can fall. Often, if a body
is not damp from perspiration, it is wet from momentary
downpours that pass through the region nearly daily.

Old and new come together with
the dugouts and welded aluminum
Bentz jet boats in the Amazon
jungle of Guyana.
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Guyanese family and all their belongings
move downstr eam via dugout canoe.

This fact, combined with the richness of sunshine and
warm temperatures, enable the mineral-rich soil to create the
Olungs for the world,O by the existence of Amazon Rain
Forest. It is summer all year aound.

On the Pataro River, after several hours of travel, Bet noses
the boat into the base of the mountain of whitewater befor e
us. Tumatumari Falls is the rapid seen two days earlier fom
the air that cast doubts about being able to climb it atits pr es-
ent water flow.

After observing the timing of the r ollers and location of var-
ious rocks projecting from both above and below the surface,
it proves to be unrunnable. Passengers feel a wave of elief
when common sense prevails and Daell and Rusty and Bet
and Jad determine that with another two feet of river flow , it
might be challenged, but at its pr esent flow, it is a wise deck
sion to turn back.

We retrace our route, downstream on the Pataro enroute
to the Essiquibo. This will be our path to the Rupununi.

En route we will catch piranha the size of footballs, see
more than a hundred caiman, a black crocodile reaching up
to 20 feet in length, and catch peacock bass over nine
pounds. These fish have never seen the glint of hook and line.

Piranha ae nothing short of a mad scissors machine snap
ping and tearing at anything within contact range. One inci -
dent has the piranha biting thr ough the net as fast as it is
placed beneath it. Standard tackle such as Rat-L Taps and
Rapala®work exceptionally well. However, after a few pira-
nhas ae caught, their teeth sometimes have to be removed
from the lures to keep them working in a retrievable manner,
if they are workable at all.

During this trip we will be eaten by mosquitoes, sleep in
hammocks, visit villages that haventbeen visited by outsiders
in months, and see peoples who earn their living off the land
with bow and arrows.

We will see monkeys, snakes, and be tormented by the
kaboura fly, a no-seeum look-alike that bites and leaves a
blood spot each time. According to Chris Correia, OThe
kaboura has to be one of God® tests of mankind. If you
scratch a bite, it can last for a couple weeks, but if you esist
the itching urge, the bite will heal up within a couple days.O It
is not uncommon to have a dozen bites on each leg and arm.

During a deep purple nighttime, while lying cr oss-wise in a
hammock, a view of the sky eveals flickering diamonds
brighter than weOve ever seen. Sounds ém within the jungle
bring about a melodic rhapsody of cr eature noises stirring the
imagination as to what the animal looks like that is capable of
emitting such a sound.

More frogs are found in this region than anywhere on
earth. A constant chatter between frog and macaw and par-
rot fades into sleep.

One evening a warm, hard rain stays with us most of the
night. Noise from heavy rain hitting the canopy of jungle
palms and vines is a deafening, static noise, rhythmed with
various bursts and volume settings as the storm passes
through.

Amerindian is a term used to encompass nine aboriginal
tribes. In 1781, the British became occupants of Guyana.

While this trip is the first with mechanical boats to pass
through some of these regions, early British explorers made
uncannily accurate maps of the aea.

The main mode of travel by Amerindians of the interi -
or is with dugout canoe. Hundreds of dugouts are seen
during this exploration.



On day three, our two boats idle in to the clay, tree filled
bank at the village of Apoteri. W e are greeted in awe with
enthusiasm by well over one hundred Amerindians as they
line the top of the bank peering down at the two strange
boats now tying up among dugout canoes at the base of their
dirt paths.

Before leaving, Darell and Bret and Jad make sure all the
children and many adults get the opportunity to go for a mile-
long ride in the boats. It r equires several trips with both boats
filled to capacity with smiles, signaling a high mark for many
of their lives.

Once again, we are making headway, down the
Essiquibo en route to the mouth of the Rupununi River.
Even though the water is brown, there is a definite color
line where the two rivers meet, the Rupununi being less
dark than the Essiquibo.

Near the mouth of the Rupununi River, Bret makes a
hard left turn to avoid a shallow area pointed out by our
guide Sparrow. We are soon to pull the boats into the vil -
lage of Rewa, whele once again, the inhabitants come to
the edges of the riverbank. We visit briefly with some of the
villagers while Darell and Bret take a majority of the village
for boat rides.

Our goal for the night is to be at the Annai Airstrip by mid
afternoon. We are now more than 500 miles deep into the
interior of Guyana at the last good available airstrip, which is
serviced by Guyana Airways. The strip, a mee field converted
into a gravel runway, is within a hundred yards from Rock Miew
Eco Tourism resort.

It isn® until 11:20 the next morning when we depart
Annai for the further reaches of the Rupununi. Along the
way, three iguanas are seen at various coarse sand beach
es. While both boats are speeding along as fast as posst
ble, mud from the shallows is sprayed out the nozzle of the
lead boat(3 jet pump. At times we are in water only four to
six inches deep. Because of the tannic color of brown, the
river is extremely hard to read.

Occasional families of up to five people travel along the
river via dugout. Inside the canoe are all the worldly posses-
sions they own. Their simple lifestyle appears to have no past
or future. They live day to day, foraging for food in the way of
fishing and jungle ingredients.

Traveling from one area to another, they are not lost, nor
concerned. They show no apparent stress because everything
they need is provided by nature. There is nothing machine-
made aboard their dugouts.

After jumping logs, scraping boulders, and sliding acr oss
sandbars, the Rupununi has narowed to the width of a single
lane road. Six hours of steady running since leaving Annai, we
arrive at the end our journey on this river. A bluff strewn con-
geries of basalt with widespread, shallow water sluicing acioss
polished rock tops absolutely prevents further upstream trav-
el. Here the river is a greenish shade and rapids ae white with
froth instead of brown. This expedition has accomplished
another of its goals: the end of a second river.

By mid-morning the following day, after refueling and
stowing gear, we are off once again, down the Rupununi with
intentions of a side trip up the smaller Rewa River

It takes nearly an hour and a half of travel before Bret
makes a had right turn into the Rewa. An objective for today
is to allow anglers to finally get a taste of what they came after,
fishing for the prized peacock bass, or lukanani as they ae
called locally. Having traveled 20 miles up this river the fishing



RiverJet
ADVENTURES

Peacock bass up to 15 pounds are caught
such as this one held by Dr. Rohan, the
medical safety doctor

for this expedition.

holes look inviting. Out come the r ods at a likely looking
rocky area with good flow.

Within minutes, proud peacock bass are being hauled
to the boat. Bass accented by large black spots on their
flourescent-yellow bodies, complete with dark-red eyes.
Piranha ae also being caught. Some of the bass ar
reeled in with parts of their tails missing, a result of pira-
nha biting them during the ensuing battle between
angler and fish.

While wanting to stay longer, but realizing there is still
another goal of traveling to the end of the Essiquibo
River a decision is made to reel up and stow the rods.
Back downstream we travel, eventually leaving the Rewa.
Our destination this evening will be the village of Apoteri.

It is Sunday February 7. We are now on the Rupununi
River An amazing sunset forms behind us, sun- ray pink
and purple clouds play hopscotch with mountains in the
background.

The dipping sun yields to a blanket of darkness.
Dilating eyes gives us another 15 minutes of travel before
absolute darkness wins out while nearing the village of
Apoteri. As the sound of the boat appr oaches, villagers
begin blinking tor ch lights toward the river, giving Darell
a target to aim for while idling into their high bank.

A village chief, referred to as captain, comes to the
boat bow. Rather than camp out on an unknown beach,
the captain gives us permission to stay in their guest
house, a wood building with three open bay rooms.
Seeing electrical wiring going into the building we inquir e
about the possibility of electricity . The captain tells us the
generator has been sent to town for repairs and there is
no lighting.

When Jad asks how long ago the generator was sent
out, the captain replies, Oabout 15 years ago.0 W
chuckle and shake our heads at the independence of
such wonderful people.

At 9:20 the next morning we disembark Apoteri, head -
ing once again for the Essiquibo River. Our final goal is to
get to a huge rapid named King W illiam IV Falls. But on
the way, we know there will be several hazads with one
rapid in particular that may deter the whole trip, Itamini.
Villagers, Amerindian guides, and our pilots know this
rapid is capable of stopping the expedition. Ther eis a jin-
gle the locals sing: OCaptain, captain, put me ashoe. |
don®@want to go anymore. Itamini, Itamini, drowned me.O

We later pass through Itamini, but not without inci -
dent. We graze the top of house-size boulders strewn
river wide. This rock garden rapid lasts for three-quarters
of a mile. Water visibility is practically zero, so seeing the
hazards is difficult.

Much credit must be given to the two Amerindian
guides, Sparrow, and another by the name of Joe
Andreas. Their lifelong knowledge of this river is a main
reason for the success of the expedition. One man rides
in each boat next to the pilot. A swiveling elbow and
pointed hand helps the pilot make instant decisions nec -
essary to detect the technical routes between the precar-
ious rock outcrops.

At last, after much expense, weeks of preparation and
effort and days of travel, the first sighting of King W illiam
IV Falls is in view There is joy, awe, humiliation and exu-
berance all combined into one emotion as we tie up the
two, welded Bentz Boats at the base of this rapid.



With all the passengers out of the boat, | ride with
Darell as he flirts his boat into the base of the rapid.
ODaell, is that rapid calling out for you to try it?O | ask.
While plunging into the lar ge rollers at the cliff base, he
responds, O¥u bet! 1t& calling me in the worst way, but
look over on the bank. There are 24 people there with no
way to get out of here if something goes wrong. There®
not even a helicopter anywhere in Guyana. It just too
risky to try it.O

Common sense prevails. Darell and Bret and Jad and
the Correias® have accomplished what they set out to do.
They have reached 700 river miles into the interior reach-
es of the Amazon Rain Foest, the thickest jungle in the
world. They have traveled on a total of seven rivers. On
three of them, the Pataro, the Rupinuni and the Essquibo,
we have gone further than has ever been reached before
by mechanical boat.

Darell says, OV¥ are the first Americans to ever see this
falls, which forms the ends of this river | think 10d like to
try this again in a couple years during the rainy season
when there will be more water. | think we can get over the
top and continue wher e we left off.O

Upon returning to civilization, the following ar e
excerpts from a press release waiting for us, along with
television cameras and reporters: OOn February 3d, an
expedition of 17 Guyanese and four Americans and one
German ventured south along the mighty Essiquibo River
to attempt a few historic milestones. After enduring the
extremes of Guyana®hinterland, the expedition r eturned
to the city safely, some objectives attained, some still to
be attained.

The objectives were carefully selected to provide a
blend of excitement and awe. To witness the magnifi-
cent splendor and variety of Guyana® hinterland blend -
ed with the ingenuity and will of the human spirit, and to
photograph and document it wer e felt to be worthwhile
objectives. Excitedly, the two main operators of jet
boats in Guyana, Whitewater Adventure Tours and
Evergreen Adventures, got about the task of planning
this historic trip.

A second objective was to establish contact with the
remote Amerindian communities of Apoteri and Rewa,
and to render assistance thiough contributions of pow -
dered milk, biscuits and assorted foodstuff graciously
donated by well-known city entrepreneurs Denis and
Amena Beepat.

A third objective was to conquer Kairteur Falls, on the
Potaro River. Never before had a boat been able to reach
this famous Guyanese landmark, and that knowledge
made it a challenge too hard to resist. To attempt this
however, conditions would have to be right, and unfortu -
nately they weren®@ Tumaturari Falls, the first obstacle in
our path, was not Ofull® enough, which made picking the
path our boats would use difficult, nay impossible. So
Kaiteur remains an enigma, still elusive, still unconquered.

Upon leaving Guyana, in reflection, | thought of my
arrival when | wondered what this adventure would bring.

We leave a country, poor in money, but full of hun-
dreds of untouched, pristine rivers. A country with
unequaled freshwater fishing, rich in heritage, bountiful
in its peoples, and a South American neighbor both
reaching and grasping at the opportunity to befriend
any who visit her magnificence.



