
But I don’t 
wanna watch 
television!

 The paddlers share 
the peace with him, 
spreading out in the 
darkness, their spots 
on the planet marked 
by green glowsticks 
attached to their PFDs. 
They fall behind, or 
surge ahead, seeking 
out what’s there to be 
found.
 The  moon shines 
large and bright to 
the east, out over the 
Atlantic. A wood stork 
casts a brief moon 
shadow as it takes 
flight.
 The paddlers pause 
in midstream, a warm 
wind in their faces. They look back at the 
lights of town, which seem so far away. 
The tail lights of cars, ominous red embers, 
climb the hunched back of the Sidney Lanier 
Bridge, then descend into nothingness. A 
massive car-hauling ship silently navigates 
the Brunswick River, headed out to the 
open ocean. The bridge, the cars, the ship, 
they might as well be a million miles away.
 Adriana Bumgartner of St. Simons 
Island is a radiologist who often paddles 
off into the wild to escape the rigors of 
her profession. She’s on the night trip with 
her son, attorney Eric Bumgartner. Each is 
accomplished enough in a kayak to have no 
fear of venturing off alone, even in the dark 
of night.
 “That’s the beauty of it,” Bumgartner 
says. “If you want to talk, you can hang 
back and talk. If you don’t want to talk, you 
can go on ahead.” She chooses the second 
option, to better absorb the ambience and 
observe the scenery.
 “It’s so peaceful out here - the moon 
river, the constellation Scorpio in the 
southwestern sky, along with Jupiter and 
Venus,” she explains.
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