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Roomies!
by H e a th e r  C o n ra d

Assistant Editor

Ricky Surles: “ I slipped my kayak under 
the bottom bed, and returned to the car to 
get more things. When I got back to the 
room, there stood this big guy-he was 
huge, with a red shirt, a red face, and a 
real short military hair cut. He stood 
there, and his parents just looked at me. I 
was thinking. “ Oh my God...”
Robert Cooler; “The first day the dorm 
president escorted me to my room. When I 
told him who my roommate was, he 
started laughing. I began to worry. So I 
get to my room and see this boat under my 
bed. I really started  having second 
through ts...”

Ricky Surles and Robert Cooler giggle 
as they reminisce about their first day at 
Brevard College, three years ago.

For Ricky and Robert, Brevard College 
turned their lives around. For Brevard 
College, Ricky and Robert are  the only two 
people known to room together for three 
consecutive years. And as different as 
North and South—Rickey and Robert have 
stuck together through the Brevard ex
perience, unlike any two before.

Robert from Savannah, Ga., informs, “ I 
wasn’t sure if I could handle a large 
university just out of high school. At 
Brevard, the size is small and theres a lot 
of personaUzation.”

Ricky, from Stockbridge, Ga., was at
tracted to BC for sim ilar reasons. “ It’s 
small and is a junior college, which is what 
I was looking for” , he says “ It was real 
personal, and close to the outdoors. I went 
to summer school before my freshman 
year here and fell in love with the place.” 

Introductions done, the two set up all the 
necessities. “Rob brought the entertain
ment sy s tem , an d  I b rough t the 
refrigerator and girlie posters says Rick. 
Later, other more personal similarities 
were discovered. Says Robert, “Trust is 
important to me. And trust is a big part of 
Rick and I’s relationship.”

Rick agrees. “You can’t live with so
meone if you don’t trust them.” He 
scratces his chin.” And I guess the great 
thing about us is that we each can do our 
own thing and are  still good friends. If we 
happen to end up doing something 
together, well then tha t’s cool.”

The dependency on each other is loose, 
Rick and Robert feel, while the caring for 
each other is strong, as it became evident 
their sophomore year. Events occurred in 
Rick and Rol>ert’s personal lives, causing 
a few problems in living with each other. 
Robert butts out his cigarette, and stares 
straight ahead. “ In the summer of ‘87, I 
entered the Marine Corps, in hopes of be
ing part of the reserve. I had a problem in 
boot camp, and ended up on Parris Island 
in a special platoon. Still disappointed, I 
went back to Brevard in the fall.” Robert 
set himself up with goals nearly impossi
ble to live by. “ I figured this would be my 
year to go to class every day, exercise con
stantly and take 19* hours of classes.” 
says Rob. He shakes his head.

Through thick and thin
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“ It lasted about a month. I collapsed 
mentally, spiritually, physically. Rick 
tried to help me, and I closed him out.” 

Rick meanwhile was going through per
sonal setbacks of his own. “ I was confused,
I didn’t know what I wanted to do with 
myself, and had other relationship pro
blems.”

Nearly a year passed before Rick and 
Rob realized that something in their lives 
had to change. But how could they change 
and resolve the many personal problems 
and other disappointments? A third year 
a t BC became the answer.

Rob remembers, “ I was coming out of a 
deep depression, nothing I hope anyone 
else should ever have to go through. I need
ed to set a goal I could accomplish. 
Graduating from Brevard was it. It isn’t 
automatic for me, I have to shoot for it.” 
He smiles a little. “ And I hope to do it.” 

“This year,” Rick began, “We both 
came back, fired up about graduating 
together. Neither of us had no other who 
we could better trust.

We know all of our close friends would be 
gone. I even stopped at the front gates, and 
thought about turning around.”

But Rick and Rob agreed that changes 
had to be made. “We had always done 
things half way, says Rick. “This year, 
grades are important to me. I can’t settle. 
I’d always b ^ n  weak in grades, now I 
want better.” Rob added. “Yeah, he’s a 
new man now. 80 percent of the time in the 
library. Hhe won’t settle!”

“ I think Rob and I have finally learned 
the a rt of control,” admits Rick. “Our first 
year, we were too wild. Now, things are 
m o re  b a la n c e d , w e’ve s t r u c k  an 
equilibrium between class and fun.” 

“Yeah,” agrees Rob “ We’ve got this col
lege thing down.”

Ricky leans forward, a more serious 
look appears on his face. “ I want people to 
get as much out of Brevard as I did, but not 
go the same route as I did. My first year 
here, people acutally cared, and they 
wanted me to do things with them, they 
wanted me to be a part. I want to carry on 
that tradition.”

Ricky worries, however, that the tradi
tional closeness and caring at BC may 
become a thing of the past. With enroll
ment up, Ricky and Rob have watched the 
administration change, and tighten up on 
rules, and attempt to better organize stu
dent life. But in the process, Ricky and 
Rob feel the close, more personal contact 
previously existant between student and 
the BC administration has deteriorated.

Ricky comments, “ I understand that a 
bigger number of students is good for the 
school, but I’m not really sure if its good 
for the students of BC themselves. Rob 
adds that more skepticism seems to exist 
between the students and administrative 
body.
, “Every school has its faults says Rick. 
“ I just hope Brevard doesn’t forget what 
they’re about-closeness. We need not to 
forgei’

Ricky and Rob suggest that perhaps 
more interaction off campus is a solution. 
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