Dearest friends and Classmates…’72.

Perhaps the “greatest” class to graduate from WHS? Only if you ask the 204 or so that huddled from the rain on a dreary afternoon in June…on a rubber floor, far from the splendor and tradition of the Weston Town Green. Followed by a quick dip in the pool to get full value from our rented tuxedos!

Where has the time gone…?

I wish so much I could be with you this October 26th as you trek across America to reunite the friendships we established so many years ago. Time has been good to us and cruel to some. As you share your stories of loves and lives, won & lost…my thoughts will be of all of you.

“Arpo”  is probably one of the few of the Class of 72’ that is still living the theme of our senior  show, “We Won’t Grow Up”. My career path has truly mirrored that of Peter Pan and allowed me to make a living doing the same things that forced me to repeat my Freshman year and encouraged you to assign me the senior superlative “Class Clown”. (Although I still think Dittman is our man for “classic” comedy….the “Fly” thing still kills me today, and of course my man, Weatherbelly,  will always hold a special place in my heart as I remember too many times when I laughed until I cried).

I have been a Cruise Director now for 23 years. Always around young people and people on vacation. Very difficult to feel or be affected by the real pressures of life in an environment such as that. That can be good…and bad. I have never married, or been close. To answer your next question…..no, ….I just haven’t had time to find the right girl. As you can probably imagine, having a wife in my business is like taking a ham sandwich to a buffet. However, I’m now 49…that perspective is quickly changing. I’m dating a beautiful gal now, from Ohio, with two small boys 5&7. It’s a start.

I have a home in Naples, FL…on a golf course, naturally. My parents are around the corner and I’m so lucky to have them both in good health and so nearby. My older sister Bonnie has three children, living in Vancouver WA and my baby sister Debbie, two girls, living in Holliston, MA. I live vicariously through their perfect and most blessed lives. 

10 years ago I began doing whatever I felt like. I went for my pilots license…flew about 15 solo hours and became bored. Took 25 stitches in the face 2 years ago when the front wheel of my mountain bike fell off while going over a wooden bridge in the mountains of NH with my Goddaughter. Five months later I ripped my patella tendon off, learning to Para Fly (you know…the engine on your back…parachute overhead…run 100 feet and up you go, thing!). The flight was actually quite good and very exciting. The landing however was poor…$17k and 8 months of therapy later….I’m running again and trying to decide on the next thing I shouldn’t be doing at my age. 

I recently got Scuba certified (only took 23 years of cruising the Caribbean to make that decision) and recently dove the hull of my ship while alongside in Cozumel. The Voyager of the Seas is the largest cruise ship in the world…3,600 guests, 1,200 crew…145,000 gross tons. A little bigger than America’s newest nuclear aircraft carrier. We’re off to the mainland this week to dive the caverns in Playa Del Carmen. 

I bought a Harley two years ago (my midlife crisis was extended a little due to 

lifestyle) and this past summer lived a boyhood dream that Bruce Hands and I had of driving Harleys throughout Cape Cod. I took seven days and went from Falmouth (saw Foxy and Jamie’s family) to the Vineyard where I had dinner at a restaurant owned and operated by my old neighbor, Sue Peltier (WHS class of 70’). The restaurant is named Chesca’s, in Edgartown. Spectacular food. She opened it with her high school friend that once owned The Dairy Joy! Small world. Then on to Osterville where I came upon one of God’s greatest miracles…Bill Falen. Oh, what a great human interest story he is….as I’m sure you all know. My sights are set on my childhood dream (after seeing “Easy Rider”)…cross country on the Harley. The reality of this dream is scheduled for June of 03’. I hope to have a website created prior to the trip so my family can keep track of me. I’ll post the address on the Weston Alumni website if anyone is interested in taking me in for a night as I pass through their neighborhood!

As fun and unencumbered as my life sounds and probably is, I would give anything to be there with all of you this Saturday. We can’t go back…that’s life. But we can take a weekend to meet with old friends and reflect on the moments and events that molded our young lives and jump started our futures. Enjoy the time…I will be thinking of you all and the fun we had growing up…even if we didn’t want to!

Warmest regards,

Jeffrey P. Arpin

Cruise Director

Voyager of the Seas

Class of 72’

