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ASPEN UNTUCKEDFROM ASPEN, WITH LOVE by BARBARA PLATTS

IT TAKES A LOT for anything 
to be considered bad news on the 
gondola during a bluebird day after 
getting 3 feet of powder in Aspen. 
But on Sunday, Feb. 2, a phone was 

handed to me and I 
received the worst 
kind of news. Stewart 
Oskenhorn had taken 
his own life. 

I knew Stewart 
on somewhat of a 
schmoozing level. I 
saw him at various 
events and parties 
in Aspen. But I 
did not have the 

opportunity to know him as well 
as many people in town. What I 
did know about him is that he was 
an intensely brilliant person with 
a quick wit and a knack for telling 
stories. 

But when I heard the news about 
Stewart on that Sunday morning,  
it struck a nerve. I got off the 
gondola and my goggles started 
to fog up as I cried the entire way 
down Aspen Mountain, despite 
having some of the best snow 
conditions I have ever experienced 
directly underneath my skis.  

Stewart’s death hit close to home 
for me; it has now been a year and a 
half since my own cousin, Maggie, 

took her life. She did it only two 
days after we were apartment 
hunting together in Los Angeles. I 
believe I was one of the last people 
to see her.  

Family is without a doubt one of 
the most important things in my 
life, and all of my cousins on my 
mom’s side are particularly close. 
I liken each of them to siblings, 
so to say I lost my cousin is an 
understatement. I feel like I lost  
a sister. 

After her death, I rerouted my 
life to Aspen, a decision that I’m 
happy to have made. I live with 
another of my cousins here, I’m 
employed at a great job with 
incredible bosses, I’ve met people 
that will now be lifelong friends, 
and I get to live in the mountains, 
with hiking and biking breaks in 
the summer and lunch laps in the 
winter. 

But, even up here, where people 
treasure their bodies and spirits 
and use them both to accomplish 
incredible physical feats, I hear too 
often of people deciding to exit this 
world. Pitkin County has one of the 
highest per capita suicide rates in 
the country, typically three times 
the national average and twice that 
of the rest of the state.

I have found in the last year and 

a half that when a suicide occurs, 
whether it be a celebrity or a friend 
of a friend, some people look to 
me for advice or consolation, as if 
I am some kind of sensei that has 
mastered the worst form of death. 
But I usually feel like an unsuitable 
person to help console those in the 
initial stages of grief. I’m still upset 
with Maggie, I’m still frustrated  
with the outcome of her decision, 
and I’m now aware that my 
grieving is as permanent as her 
death. Because the person who 
commits suicide is not the only 
victim, everyone they leave behind 
gets to fill that role as well.    

I can’t know the demons that 
Maggie faced in her life. I can’t see 
their faces. I can’t hear their voices. 
And no matter how hard I try, I 
can’t understand the influence they 
held over her, a power so strong 
it dwarfed the significance of her 
relationships with her friends and 
family. And unfortunately, the 
Aspen community will never know 
the nuances and characteristics of 
Stewart’s demons either. We will 
ponder the decision he made over 
and over, but in the end we have to 
accept that we will never know the 
answers to our endless questions. 

What I do know is the 
following: We don’t just live our 

lives for ourselves, we live them 
for everyone we interact with, 
particularly the people we hold 
closest to us.

I know that in grief, it is easy 
and often comfortable to push 
loved ones away, but it is of utmost 
importance to bring them close 
and tight. Grief cannot be cured, 
but love is the best possible drug 
to help alleviate a part of the pain. 
The only way I have ever been able 
to handle tragedy is by surrounding 
myself with people that I care about 
and whom I know care about me. 

And lastly, I know that we should 
never stop loving and remembering 
the people who have left this world. 
We must hold them close to our 
hearts forever, because they live on 
in our memories.  

My heart goes out to the family 
and friends of Stewart. I am so 
sorry for what you are going 
through and although I can’t fix it, 
I can let you know that everyone in 
the community is with you in your 
grief. We will never forget him.

Barbara Platts, a local marketing 
professional, writes about the 
“mountain millennial culture” that 
she participates in every day. Reach 
her at bplatts.000@gmail.com or 
follow her @barbaraplatts.

DEEPER THAN POWDER
REFLECTIONS ON A RECENT DEATH IN ASPEN

BARBARA
PLATTS

ANYONE WHO SINGS A TUNE
SO SWEET/ IS PASSING BY
LAUGH IN THE SUNSHINE
SING, CRY IN THE DARK
FLY THROUGH THE NIGHT

— THE GRATEFUL DEAD


