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ASPEN UNTUCKEDFROM ASPEN, WITH LOVE by BARBARA PLATTS

ALL CHILDREN, except one, 
grow up. 

That is how the story starts and 
how it’s been told over and over 
for more than 100 years. In novels, 

in plays, in movies 
and sequels to those 
movies, we have heard 
the tale of the boy who 
chose to stay a kid 
forever while the rest 
of us had to accept the 
fate of growing old. 

J.M. Barrie wrote 
both the original play 
and the novel about 
the character that we 

have learned to love and remember 
over generations as Peter Pan. 

All children, except one, grow up. 
Well, no offense to J.M. Barrie, 

but I believe he made this sweeping 
statement without having ever first 
set foot in Aspen, Colo.  

Usually the No. 1 complaint 
in this town from girls searching 
for eligible bachelors or adults 
observing the shenanigans of their 
preceding generation is that the 
town is filled to the brim with boys 
(and some girls) who refuse to 
grow up. This problem has been 
coined the Peter Pan Syndrome. 
The ailment is essentially a failure to 
launch — a resistance, even a protest 
— to growing into maturity. This 

resistance is often paired with an 
avoidance of responsibility and an 
eagerness to have nothing but fun. 

Aspenites who have this 
syndrome are likened to the 
famous Pan himself. Except they 
fly underneath a pair of skis and/or 
a mountain bike in favor of using 
fairy dust and happy thoughts. 
And, instead of heading for the 

second star on the right and 
straight on till morning, they have 
the second whisky shot of the  
night and then alternate with Pabst 
Tall Boys until dawn. Aspen is  
their Neverland and there is no 
need to grow up because everyone 
is having far too much fun  
staying young. 

A Peter Pan can exist anywhere, 
however the trait flourishes here 
because it’s unreasonably hard 
to grow up. Our town promotes 
youth in both its best and worst 
forms. There is no age limit for the 
ambitious Aspenite who wants to 
hike all of Colorado’s fourteeners 

or compete in the rigorous Power 
of Four races. There is also no age 
when it becomes a faux pas to 
close down the bars and open them 
again the next morning. We have 
the option to be man-children here, 
and that freedom is both a blessing 
and a curse.  

But what’s so wrong with being 
Peter Pan? After all, he’s the hero 

of every story he’s in. His jejune 
demeanor makes him loved and 
adored by all of his friends and 
he can pick up a girl from her 
bedroom window with a relative 
amount of ease. The boy has 
endless adventures with his fairy 
sidekick, who is a badass in her 
own right, and he gets to fight 
pirates. Not to even mention that 
whole flying thing. Why not aspire 
to be a Pan? 

Because we all know that the 
refusal to become an adult stems 
from a powerful, underlying fear 
that growing up is simply just 
growing old. This point hits home 

for me and others in their 20s who 
are constantly fighting a game 
of tug-o-war between wanting 
to remain a kid and feeling the 
pressure to grow into an adult.  The 
rebellion against adulthood usually 
feels like the only way to maintain 
some control over the changes that 
are happening all around us. 

There is no clear answer for 
when or how to grow up. No 
manual exists that tells me when 
it’s important to stay in and polish 
up my resume and study for 
the GRE or when it’s absolutely 
necessary for me to go out with 
friends and get into a snowball 
fight or jump off the Devil’s 
Punchbowl.

For me, the answer relates to 
a theme I’ve had in many of my 
columns: finding the best in both 
worlds. We shouldn’t shut out Peter 
Pan and our childlike selves just as we 
shouldn’t try and resist the inevitable 
truth that we’re growing up. 

And if we forget the child within, 
what better place to remind us  
than Aspen, the Neverland of the 
Rocky Mountains. 

Barbara Platts wishes she could be 
a bit more of a Pan, but usually finds 
more similarities with Wendy. Reach 
her at bplatts.000@gmail.com or 
follower her @barbaraplatts.
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Is Aspen home to an 
extraordinary number 
of people with Peter Pan 
Syndrome? Perhaps.

IF WE FORGET THE CHILD WITHIN, WHAT BETTER
PLACE TO REMIND US THAN ASPEN, THE NEVERLAND
OF THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS.


