
Consider relationships. Adults today demand the emotional care that children demand from parents. They 
require constant reassurance, immediate validation, and unending comfort. 

A lively new cocktail bar in Delhi blends stories, flavours, culture and creativity.
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The Infantilisation of Adults: Why 
Maturity Is Vanishing Worldwide

A peek at Delhi’s newest cocktail bar, Barbet & Pals

In 2023, a major psy-
ch o l o g i c a l  su r ve y 
found that adults now 

spend seven hours a day 
on screens outside of work, 
not for learning or creating, 
but for consuming enter-
tainment or entertainment 
disguised as seriousness. 
The machines have grown 
intelligent, but the users 
have quietly regressed. The 
question today is simple: are 
we surrounded by adults, or 
by children wearing adult 
bodies?

Walk through a mall, 
scroll through a feed, or sit 
in a meeting. The faces are 
adult, the reactions are ju-
venile, and the inner world 
is still governed by impulse. 
The passport claims thirty 
or fifty, yet the being within 
rarely crosses the mental 
age of five. The mismatch 
between biological age and 
psychological age has never 
been wider. The calendar 
keeps turning, but con-
sciousness refuses to grow.

This is not a cultural trend. 
It is the collapse of the sec-
ond birth, the inner birth 
that alone makes one hu-
man. The first birth is from 
the mother. The second 
comes from understanding, 
from self-observation, from 
the steady dissolution of the 
inner pretender. The Mun-

daka Upanishad speaks of 
the lower knowledge that 
multiplies information and 
the higher knowledge that 
frees one from illusion. 
Without that second birth, 
one remains driven by in-
stinct and fear, draped in 
office clothes but inwardly 
no different from an anx-
ious child.

The world today does 
not promote this inner 
birth. It rather obstructs 
it. It surrounds you with 
stimulation so that silence 
never arrives. It glorifies 
emotional indulgence and 
declares it authenticity. It 
rewards quick gratification 
and punishes the slow dis-
cipline required for clarity. 
Modern economies prosper 
when people remain needy 
and impulsive, and modern 
politics thrives when people 
remain afraid. A popula-
tion of adults is difficult to 
manipulate. A population 
of children elects whoever 
promises sweets.

The Digital 
Pacifier
Infinite scrolling is the new 
pacifier, notifications are 
the new rattles, and the al-
gorithmic feed is a mobile 
above the crib, dangling 
bright objects to keep the 
infant occupied. Entertain-
ment has become emotion-
al sugar, a constant drip of 
stimulation that prevents 
the mind from developing 
the strength needed to sit 
quietly with itself.

A mature mind can rest in 
silence and not feel threat-
ened. An infantilised mind 
needs ceaseless noise to 
avoid meeting its own hol-
lowness.

This is why superhero fan-
tasies dominate global en-
tertainment. They offer the 
child’s dream that problems 
will be solved by someone 
else, and that complexity 
will bow before spectacle. 
Adults watch imaginary he-
roes rescue imaginary uni-
verses while their own inner 
disorder grows unattended. 
This is not art appreciation. 
It is self-escape.

Consider relationships. 
Adults today demand the 
emotional care that chil-
dren demand from parents. 
They require constant reas-
surance, immediate valida-
tion, and unending com-
fort. They expect partners 
to soothe them, friends to 
heal them, and managers to 
protect them from discom-
fort. Whenever friction ap-
pears, they collapse because 
the mind has never learned 
to sit with contradiction. 
Love becomes negotiation 
for safety, and intimacy 
becomes joint avoidance 
of inner turbulence. Two 
infants cannot uplift each 
other. They can only take 
turns crying.

Consider workplaces. 
Offices have silently trans-
formed into daycare centres 
for degree-holders. Snacks 
and games and mood post-
ers are used not for well-
being but for psychological 
sedation. Corporations un-
derstand something very 
basic: a pleasantly distract-
ed child obeys. A consistent-
ly stimulated adult forgets to 
enquire. Productivity rises 
not through wisdom but 
through pacification. The 
worker remains cheerful, 
distracted, and manipula-
ble, measuring his worth in 

bean bags and free lunches.
You are not exempt from 

this. Watch yourself the 
next time you reach for 
the phone without reason, 
the next time you feel rest-
less after ten minutes of 
silence, the next time you 
require someone’s approval 
before trusting your own 
perception. The infant is 
not elsewhere. He operates 
your hands, chooses your 
distractions, and speaks 
through your complaints. 
The first honest step is to 
stop imagining that this 
diagnosis applies only to 
others.

The Craving for 
Father Figures
Observe politics. The rise 
of authoritarian leaders 
across continents is not the 
rise of strength, but the rise 
of fatherhood imperson-
ated. People vote not for 
policies but for protection. 
They want leaders who will 
absorb their anxiety, decide 
on their behalf, and relieve 
them of the burden of in-
dependent thought. They 
want someone to soothe 
their insecurities and hand 

them an identity, because 
the child within is terrified 
of freedom.

A mature mind does not 
crave saviours. An imma-
ture mind cannot survive 
without them.

At the root of this global 
immaturity lies depen-
dence. Look honestly at 
your daily movements. 
They are driven by fear of 
losing status, fear of losing 
comfort, fear of being alone, 
and fear of an unknown fu-
ture. Beneath all these is the 
unspoken terror of death. 
Fear disguises itself as ambi-
tion, lifestyle, preference, or 
personality, but it remains 
the same ancient force that 
keeps a child clinging to the 
parent’s hand.

Fear wants predictability 
and protection. It wants a 
world that rearranges it-
self for its convenience. 
This turns the adult into 
a demanding being, and 
demand is always the lan-
guage of the child. When the 
inner child is unexamined, 
it becomes the ruler of the 
house while the so-called 
adult acts as a polite spokes-
person.

If the roots of immaturity 
are dependence and fear, 
what is the root of fear? 
It is the absence of self-
understanding. When the 
ego does not know what it 
is or why it feels restless, it 
clutches at every possibility, 
grasps at every object, and 
demands from the world 
what it refuses to uncover 
within. The ego fears clarity 
because clarity threatens the 
illusion it lives by. There-
fore it hides behind noise, 
stimulation, identity, and 
authority figures, anything 
that helps it postpone the 
encounter with itself.

The Lie of the 
Weekend
People say they reward 
themselves on weekends. 
But watch what actually 
happens. Malls overflow, 
travel becomes frantic, and 
consumption turns com-
pulsive. The week was me-
chanical, and the weekend 
is merely escape from that 
mechanicalness. Two days 
of stimulation cannot cure 
five days of inner deadness. 
Entertainment becomes an 
accomplice to suffering and 
keeps the cycle alive.

This is why maturity is 
so rare. Maturity requires 
the intelligent acceptance 
of discomfort for the sake 
of clarity. Growth requires 
friction, not comfort. Not 
random misery, but the re-
fusal to run from the inner 
disorder. Maturity is the 
willingness to sit with un-
certainty without grabbing 
at false assurances, the pa-
tience to reduce inner noise 
rather than accumulate new 
identities, and the courage 
to face the mind’s confusion 

without demanding that 
life rearrange itself for your 
relief.

A mature person does not 
require continuous valida-
tion. He does not numb fear 
with toys or seek peace by 
manipulating others. He 
can be alone without being 
lonely, think without being 
instructed, and act without 
awaiting applause. This 
freedom is not a birthright. 
It is earned through inner 
labour. One becomes an 
adult not by growing older 
but by growing inward.

The Most 
Dangerous Human 
Being
Why does the world fear 
mature people. Because 
they cannot be governed 
through temptation or ter-
ror. They consume less be-
cause they are not trying to 
fill inner emptiness with ob-
jects. They obey less because 
they have stopped outsourc-
ing their thinking. They are 
dangerous not to civilisation 
but to every system that de-
pends on human weakness. 
Markets need addicts and 
governments need depen-
dents. A mature human be-
ing is neither.

The rishis withdrew to 
forests, the Buddha left a 
palace, and Mahavira aban-
doned a kingdom. Not be-
cause escape is holy, but be-
cause clarity required them 
to step away from collective 
sleep. A mature human be-
ing is a revolutionary being. 
He does not need slogans 
or placards. His very pres-
ence exposes the falseness 
around him.

Where should one begin? 
Start with the truth that cir-

cumstances do not define 
you; your inner response 
does. The child blames the 
world. The adult sees that 
freedom and responsibility 
are inseparable.

Stop demanding that life 
protect you from discom-
fort. Stop asking others to 
tell you who you are. Stop 
running toward noise 
whenever silence arrives. 
Let the mind face its turbu-
lence. Let the inner child cry 
if it must, but do not pacify it 
with a purchase or a trip or 
a distraction. Let it exhaust 
itself. Only then does real 
maturity begin.

None of this requires the 
world’s permission. The 
world will not assist you; 
it profits from your sleep. 
But truth does not wait for 
convenient conditions, and 
your inner disorder will 
not pause while you gather 
courage.

Whether you take this 
up or continue as before 
changes nothing about what 
is true. The only question is 
whether you can respect 
yourself while living as a 
permanent child. The in-
ner nature is maturity and 
freedom; living as a child 
is synonymous with inner 
wails. The nursery door 
was never locked. It only ap-
peared locked because you 
never pushed.

A burning world does not 
need more frightened chil-
dren. It needs adults who 
have finally been born. The 
choice, as always, is yours, 
and so are the consequenc-
es.
Acharya Prashant is a teacher, 
founder of the PrashantAdvait 
Foundation, and author on 
wisdom literature.

What is the secret recipe for 
a cocktail bar to be success-
ful? Delicious and innova-
tive drinks, excellent food 
and the capacity for plenty 
of memories to be crafted in 
its space. Barbet & Pals in 
Greater Kailash II market, 
the latest entrant in Delhi’s 
cocktail bar circuit, has got 
this formula down pat. Take 
it from founders Chirag Pal 
and Jeet Rana, “Barbet & 
Pals is a bold soar into what 
an Indian bar can truly 
be. We are ready to flip the 
script on how a bar should 
feel. Barbet & Pals is a cock-
tail nest where energy and 
the spirit of glorifying the 
flock come together.”

An ornithological theme 
may not be the first thing 
that comes to mind when 
speaking of cocktails, but 
this bar plays on it suc-
cessfully, describing itself 
as ‘the nest where birds of 
a feather sip together!’ The 
brainchild of the talented 
bartenders behind some of 
India’s best bars and brands, 
Barbet & Pals is inspired by 
the country’s vast cultural 
offerings. As they explain, 
“We want to give back to the 

country that shaped us, by 
bringing hidden places and 
forgotten flavours to people, 
one sip at a time. Barbet & 
Pals is a space shaped by 
stories, rooted in the land, 
and built for the now. At 
Barbet & Pals, storytelling 
meets cocktails, and every 
night feels like a celebration 
of community, culture and 
creativity.”

“The idea was never just to 
open a bar,” says Rana. “We 
wanted to create a space 
that feels alive, where ev-
ery drink carries a memory 
and every guest feels part 
of the story. It wasn’t easy. 
It included nine months of 
chaos, broken tiles, leak-
ing pipes, arguments and 
a hundred terrible ideas. 
There were days we thought 
about dropping it all. But 
here we are, still standing, 
still laughing and some-
how, still friends. This place 
is more than just a bar. It’s a 
dream built through mad-
ness, mistakes and a whole 
lot of heart.”

Taking inspiration from 
the colourful, loud and en-
ergetic bird after which it 
is named, the bar channels 
this vivacity. It also aims to 
be a place where friends 
commune frequently. Pal 
describes the vibe thus: “At 
Barbet & Pals, no one drinks 
alone, everyone belongs to 
the flock and nights are de-
signed to be memorable. We 
envision a seamless flight 
path from evening sips to 
full-wing chaos after dark. 
Expect cocktail feathers 

shaken up with technique, 
flavour, and surprise guest 
shifts that land out of no-
where.”

Rana and Pal have drawn 
from their personal stash of 
memories, taken inspiration 
from their travels around 
India, and shared their 
most private inside jokes to 
create ‘The Nest Menu’. In 
it, one can sample a collec-
tion of cocktails inspired by 

where they have been, what 
they have learned, and how 
far they have spread their 
wings. “Think of The Nest as 
a homecoming, and a place 
where our stories come to 
roost. Every cocktail rei-
magines a chapter from our 
journey whether it’s the hill 
stations we come from, the 
bars we grew up in, the in-
gredients we were obsessed 
with, and the friends who 

kept us going. It’s nostalgic, 
a little cheeky, and 100 per-
cent original,” says Rana.

He’s designed the first 
seven cocktails on the 
menu, which have a playful 
and mischievous vibe. His 
selections include the OTP 
(the one famously downed 
by Shah Rukh Khan four 
times in one night), the Bodo 
Saviour, the golden Himala-
yan Madhpey and the briny 

Tickle My Pickle. 
The next seven are Pal’s 

babies, which are smooth 
and layered. The first of 
these is Panache, inspired 
by a saffron-scented trip he 
took through Kashmir. Then 
comes Mind the Gap, born 
on London’s Underground, 
Pals’ Lugdi, a Shimla hostel 
memory reborn in a cocktail 
glass, and Root Cause which 
is a cheeky nod to his friend 
and business partner Rana. 

A micro-menu includes 
five cocktails exploring the 
destination of Kumaon be-
yond the touristy trail. Bird’s 
Eye View: Kumaon Edition 
is the first edition of a rolling 
seasonal menu inspired by 
places around India. “Think 
secret pine groves, wild ber-
ries, smoked roots, foraged 
ferments, and hyper-local 
ingredients reimagined as 
drinks that breathe moun-
tain air and fly straight into 

memory. This Kumaon 
menu is a limited-run flight 
– a flavourful vignette of In-
dia’s forgotten flavours. No 
signatures. No rules. Just a 
featherlight but fearless ex-
pression of people, place and 
pour,” shares Pal.

The food menu stands on 
its own legs. Curated by 
chef and co-founder Amn-
inder Sandhu, its dishes 
pair well with the drinks. 
The menu reimagines the 
favourite foods of Pal and 
Rana into elevated comfort 
offerings. Barbet Nibbles, 
featuring the crisp Khichia 
served with raw mango 
and mulberry chutneys, 
and the much-loved Gol-
Gol Bread with chilli fennel 
butter and Nolen Gur but-
ter are examples of appetis-
ers that are warm, fragrant 
and comforting. The B&P 
Pecking Platter is made for 
sharing over intimate con-

versations, while the signa-
ture Mrs. Barbet pairs desi 
chimichurri with a caramel-
ized onion foam for a smoky, 
tangy finish. 

Bar-Brät stars the nest-
made Naga pork sausage 
with a unique Naga ferment-
ed bamboo shoot ice cream. 
It’s a standout dish with 
bold flavours. The Flock 
Fried Chicken comes with a 
hot truffle garlic emulsion, 
avocado, prosciutto, kat-
suobushi, roquette and a 
poached egg. The Bhutuwa 
offers Uttarakhandi-style 
mutton offals served on 
nachni sourdough, inspired 
by the mountainous region 
– home to the bartenders 
and the birds for which 
the bar is named. The Bar-
tenders Bowl layers raan or 
jackfruit kofte over rice with 
crispy shallots. Sandhu calls 
it, “a warm hug in a bowl.”

For dessert, Warm Rum 
Bal Mithai Sundae with 
burnt butter ice cream, 
toasted hazelnuts and mini 
marshmallows hits the spot, 
while the Limoncello Peach-
es & Vanilla ice cream with 
house-made vanilla bean ice 
cream and crushed pecans 
melts in the mouth.

In the words of Rana and 
Pal: “Gather your flock, 
come by, settle in, raise a 
glass, share a few stories, 
and stay a while – after all, 
birds of a feather sip to-
gether.”
Noor Anand Chawla pens life-
style articles for various pub-
lications and her blog www.
nooranandchawla.com. 
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