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ASPEN UNTUCKEDFROM ASPEN, WITH LOVE by BARBARA PLATTS

ASPEN, as an old school western 
mountain town, is dead. I’m not 
sure when this became official. 
I don’t know if there was a 
proper memorial conducted or if 
everyone was able to offer their 

condolences. And I’m 
not even sure if, for 
everyone, this is a sad 
affair, one to spend 
time grieving about. 

I spent the past 
weekend in Telluride 
with a couple of good 
friends. In all my time 
in this state, I had 
never set foot in this 

mountain town, which is known 
for its challenging skiing, famous 
summer festivals, rich mining 
history and charming scenery. 
I’d heard so many comparisons 
between Aspen and Telluride 
over the years. Similar to Vail and 
Aspen, the conversations always 
revolved around a game of one-
upmanship. This community is 
more authentic, that mountain has 
better steeps, your town has sold 
out. The claims go on and on. 

There are many physical 
similarities between Telluride 
and Aspen. A roundabout acts 
as a gateway into town. Clark’s 

Market has a presence. Victorian 
houses are sprinkled throughout 
the neighborhoods surrounding 
the core. Telluride and Aspen 
were founded as mining towns, 
one for silver, the other for gold. 
Both have parking issues and lack 
of affordable housing. Plus, second 
homeowners and a great deal of 
money are injected into them in 
the winter and summer seasons. 

The outline is the same in both 
towns, but the meat of each story 
is quite different. In the shoulder 
season, Aspen touts a population 
just over 6,000; its counterpart 
has slightly more than 2,000. 
Aspen/Pitkin County Airport 
currently flies commercial jets 
to six destinations. Telluride 
Regional Airport has not even 
seen a plane with a United Airlines 
logo on it for two years (however, 
that will change this winter when 
they reinstate a flight to Denver). 

Aspen’s downtown is stuffed 
full of designer stores, fur coats 
and overpriced restaurants. 
Telluride has a few expensive 
stores, but it also has a free box 
right off of the main street where 
people can drop off and/or pick 
up belongings. There are puppy-
parking areas next to bars and 

restaurants. And the town’s bars 
and restaurants (at least a large 
majority of them) are somewhat 
affordable. Glamour isn’t 
necessarily strived for in Telluride 
but authenticity is. The town 
feels like the wild, Wild West in 
modern day. Aspen is more like a 
mini Rodeo Drive in Los Angeles. 

These side-by-side comparisons 
are meant to paint a picture, but 
what I’m really trying to get at 
is that, on the surface, these two 
towns seem similar, but from 
my experience, they actually feel 
like polar opposites. That doesn’t 
mean that one is better than the 
other. It simply means they are 
different. And while Telluride 
may become more like Aspen as 
the years go by, I think it’s time to 
face the fact that Aspen will never 
again be like Telluride.

I don’t claim to be an expert 
on Telluride after spending 36 
hours in the town. But, when it 
comes to Aspen, I’m pretty well 
educated. I’ve watched, since a 
very young age, as we have lost 
bits and pieces of our grit, trading 
it in for luxury. From Bad Billy’s to 
Brunello Cucinelli, Gap to Dolce 
& Gabbana and Andre’s to Prada. 
The list goes on. But with these 

changes (as disheartening as some 
of them are) comes a great deal of 
growth. We are like a miniature 
New York or L.A. in the middle 
of the country. Just in the past 
week I’ve gotten to meet actress 
Elizabeth Banks, hear one of my 
journalism idols Marty Baron 
discuss the future of media, see 
Bernie Taupin’s paintings and 
listen to two incredibly inspiring 
conversations with Shahbaz 
Taseer, who was recently released 
from the Taliban’s captivity 
after five years. That doesn’t just 
happen in any mountain town. 

So, Aspen or Telluride? To each 
their own, but for me personally? 
I would choose Aspen. Sure, it’s 
lost a great deal of its small town 
charm, but for better and for 
worse it’s become home, and it’s 
opened up opportunities for me 
that I would never have gotten in 
Telluride…or L.A., for that matter.

Barbara Platts has enjoyed getting 
to know so many of the mountain 
towns in Colorado and looks for-
ward to more exploring, knowing 
that she can always return to the 
land of milk and honey. Reach her 
at bplatts.000@gmail.com.
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A rainbow shines bright over 
Telluride, a mountain town 
both like and unlike Aspen.


