
A REBIRTH IN MEXICO
I had been to Mexico several times in the past.  I was actually a 

Cancun/Spring Break pro in my younger, more, shall we say, travel-
naïve years.  The most Mexican thing I had experienced during 
those trips was the many Caronas.  I might as well have taken a trip 
to the neighborhood bar and added some palm trees out the win-
dows for a look of  authenticity.

So my recent trip to the Riviera Maya, a mere 30 minutes from 
the Cancun airport, was like a whole new world; in fact, if  there 
were a theme for the trip, it would be “fi rsts.”  It was my fi rst time 
experiencing the real Mexico.  Mexico the way, I imagine, Mexicans 
want Americans to experience it.  It was the fi rst time I saw the an-
cient ruins of  Tulum, and the fi rst time I experienced an  age-old, 
authentic ritual known as Temazcal, a once in a lifetime experience 
that has been known to bring grown men to tears of  contentment.  
And, last but certainly not least, it was the fi rst time I stayed at a 
resort so breathtaking, so comfortable, so delightfully special, that I 
imagine if  heaven is a hotel located on the Caribbean, it is exactly 
the same as the Maroma Resort.

Upon arrival at Maroma, which is an Orient Express property, my 
fi rst thought was, I can’t believe this exists so close to the party world 
of  Cancun that I had previously known.  It couldn’t be more differ-
ent.  Once passing through a subtle entrance and the private gate of  

the resort, it is at least another fi ve minutes of  driving through what 
looks like a mini rainforest—Maroma is surrounded by hundreds of  
acres of  natural jungle—before you reach the resort.  Each minute 
that passes during that drive seems to bring you farther from reality, 
and more into the realm of  earthly paradise.  

I was delighted to fi nd that the resort feels small, tropical, and 
quiet as can be: a true hideaway.  The buildings are whitewashed 
open-air hacienda-type structures with high, thatched ceilings, and 
throughout the entire property, it feels as if  the outdoors are inside 
with you, mingling with the décor and blurring the lines between 
man-made and natural.  I took a mini tour and observed this all 
while sipping my welcome margarita, a potent, delicious concoction 
made with Xtabetum,  the likes of  which you will not fi nd in any 
Mexican restaurant this side of  the border.  I noticed the outdoor 
bars overlooking the ocean, the swimming pools that look and feel as 
if  they were put there by nature, not architects, the seaside terraces 
adjacent to the restaurants that are elegant but warm, with more 
simple, tropical décor and fi re pits that get lit at sundown. 

When I was led to my room and saw it for the fi rst time, I am not 
ashamed to admit that it was a little like love at fi rst sight.  I am also 
not ashamed to admit that when the concierge left, I had an over-
whelming desire to scream with delight and jump on the bed.
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I stayed in one of  the Sian Nah suites, a one bedroom ocean-
front suite that was the hotel equivalent of  nirvana.  In fact, Sian 
Nah means house of  heaven, and I couldn’t possibly think of  a 
more appropriate name.  The King-size canopy bed was topped 
with rose petals (this place oozes romance; they may have invented 
the concept), the fi rst balcony had a comfortable table and chairs 
directly facing the ocean, the second balcony, also overlooking the 
ocean, had a hammock and a private plunge pool.  The living 
room was separated from the bedroom by a couple stairs and over-
sized French doors, the bathroom was enormous—complete with 
a bathtub that was bigger than my apartment and both an indoor 
and outdoor shower.  Off  of  the bathroom was my private workout 
room complete with treadmill, weights, a pilates ball, and more, 
and up a fl ight of  stairs was my private massage room with two 
massage tables, also with ocean views.  Yes, I said it, a private gym 
and massage room.  If  I seem blasé in my mentioning of  these, 
it’s only because I’ve had some time to get used to the idea.  The 
rooms have no televisions, making them true retreats, but if  you 
are absolutely in need of  one, they are happy to deliver a TV to 
your room, along with plenty of  DVD’s.

With my feet dipped in my plunge pool while gazing at the 
ocean, I contemplated my being there: the soft ocean breeze, a ho-
tel room so nice I felt sorry for everyone who had not experienced 
it, and the knowledge that it had only just begun.

That night I had dinner at one of  the resort’s three restaurants, 
because, quite frankly, I never wanted to leave.  It turned out to 
be a fantastic idea; the food in heaven tastes pretty darn spectacu-
lar. The setting was remarkable too: rustic yet elegant, the tables 
overlook the ocean and the entire scene almost dares you not to 
be impressed.  The chef, Richard Silvester, prepared what was an 
amazing feast of  gourmet culinary wonders, all with traditional 
Mexican, Mayan, and Yucatan fl avors and ingredients. Chef  Sil-
vester makes good use of  the local fl avors and resources.  Each dish 
was expertly paired with excellent wines by the passionate French 
Canadian sommelier, Caviste Alexandre Rioux, a man whose love 
affair with wine must have been enhanced by the romantic ambi-
ance of  the magnifi cent setting.

After sampling some truly amazing ceviche from Freddy’s Te-
quila and Ceviche Bar, I enjoyed dishes such as regional lime 
broth with roasted bell peppers and tomatoes, grouper fl autas with 
Achiote fresh cheese and cilantro, a Mole sampler (shrimp in green 
Mole, duck in hibiscus, and beef  fi let in Mole negro) chocolate 
chile mousse with a chocolate churro, and chocolate capuccino 
with Xtabetum.  All the while the ocean breeze playfully swirled 
around the room and the Mariachi band played a soft, soothing 
selection of  music as delicious as the food.  I walked back along 
the candlelit paths of  the resort (they light thousands of  candles in 
every perceivable spot once the sun goes down), full and as happy 
as I’d ever been, and upon my return to my room, found it too had 
been lit with candles, and handmade chocolates were waiting to 
greet me.  I drifted to sleep with the sound of  the waves, which was 
the sound I awoke to the next morning.

So I admit it, I did not want to leave that place.  In fact, if  I 
never left, I’d be just fi ne with that.  But I was in Mexico and I fi g-
ured I should see some of  it.  We took a drive south to Tulum and 
toured the sight of  the ancient Mayan civilization.  It’s a remark-
able landscape overlooking a breathtaking turquoise sea and home 
to structures that have been standing for thousands of  years.  It’s 
absolutely worth the visit and I am very happy I did it.  However, 
when I got back to Maroma, I was happy to be there.  

I spent some time on the beach, which is as nice as any I’ve ever 
seen.  In fact, some have named it one of  the ten best beaches in 
the world: no small feat in a world full of  nice beaches.  The sand is 
soft and white, the water is warm, clear, and perfect, and the Ma-
roma beach is actually home to the second largest coral reef  in the 
world.  The resort offers free snorkeling excursions every morning, 
and it’s defi nitely something to put on the list.  I lazily lounged on 
one of  the giant beach beds with fl uffy pillows (I will never be able 
to appreciate a regular beach chair again).

I also chose to explore more of  the resort, and found it hid 
treasures at every turn.  It had been designed and decorated in the 
traditional Mayan fashion, and it shows in every little detail.  Even 
the large entertainment room, complete with a huge fl at-screen 
TV, cd’s, and dvd’s, still has the warm, Mayan characteristic.  I’m 
not sure how they were able to achieve that, but they did.  While 
Maroma is uber-luxurious, it somehow manages to maintain a 
feeling of  simplicity, authenticity, charm, warmth, and comfort.  
Not an easy task.  

The staff  members cannot be overlooked as one of  the best rea-
sons the resort manages this complex and perfect balance.  Every 
single Maroma employee is friendly and warm, and I kept fi nding 
myself  asking “how do they all know my name?”  On the one 
hand, I felt like a celebrity, and on the other hand, I instantly un-
derstood why so many celebrities come here: it’s private, elegant, 
and they make everyone feel special.  It also often feels as if  you are 
alone there, in your own personal paradise.   Continued on Page 79
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The resort is comprised of  65 rooms and a four bedroom (to-
tally, ridiculously amazing) villa, and I imagine that even when 
they are at full capacity, it still feels quiet, private, and tranquil.  
It’s almost like being at someone’s really spectacular home.  I 
could easily pretend I was Mayan royalty.  There are three 
pools, none of  which are ever crowded or noisy, and the beach 
stretches on for a while, so it too is never crowded.  While I en-
joyed the beach bed just outside of  my suite, I saw no one but a 
few couples walking by hand-in-hand, and the very helpful Ma-
roma employee who fluffed my pillows and wiped sand off  the  
beach bed for me.

That afternoon I had lunch at the spa restaurant, Cilantro, 
which is outdoors and overlooking the spa pool, which is a stone’s 
throw from the ocean.  The décor is simple, tropical, light, and 
airy, and the food, I was pleased to find, was just as good as it had 
been the night before.  Cilantro’s menu is full of  light, health-
ful fare that, like the other restaurants, is chock full of  Mexican 
flavors and local ingredients.  I had a refreshing glass of  Chaya 
juice (I’m not sure what it is exactly, but I do know that I wish I 
could have it every day of  my life), a selection of  warm, home-
made breads including a surprisingly savory chocolate bread that 
was nothing short of  divine, a tabouli salad with a light, citrusy 
dressing, and an extraordinary fresh yellowtail filet with steamed 
vegetables wrapped in parchment, a delicious example of  the fu-
sion between Mexican and European cooking.  Even the dessert, 
which was perfection, was light and wholesome: a trio of  sweets, 
I had fruit salad with mojito syrup, watermelon gazpacho, and 
an amazing guanabana sorbet.  Fully satisfied (and still able to fit 
into my swimsuit), and was ready to begin my spa treatment.  

Ahh, that spa.  I’ve been to lots of  spas.  I like to visit them 
pretty much wherever I go.  I can honestly say I’ve never seen a spa 
so beautiful.  The Kinan Spa, like everywhere else in the resort, 
is open-air, with fountains, waterfalls, lounge chairs, flowers and 
trees like I’ve never before seen, and even an homage to the Mayan 
fertility goddess said to have brought about success for a num-

ber of  hopeful couples.  Kinan is the Mayan word for the healing 
energy of  the sun, and the entire spa has been built around this 
concept, along with other Mayan architectural principles.  Every 
aspect of  the spa has been designed to be aligned with the stars, 
to ensure the perfect flow of  positive energy, and I’m quite sure it 
worked.  The mosaic tiles making up the floor of  the spa picture 
engravings of  butterflies, a symbol of  transformation and rebirth, 
and quite appropriate for such an extraordinary place.

I decided to go for the Kinan Ritual treatment, a two hour, 
four handed extravaganza for which I’m not quite sure I was 
fully prepared.  I didn’t know anything could be this good.  After 
being led into the treatment room, complete with shower and 
private bath, my feet were cleaned and rubbed by two of  the four 
hands that would be leading me further into heaven.  Then my 
entire body was wrapped in warm, moist towels that had been 
infused with local herbs while my head and neck were massaged 
and soothing honey was massaged onto my face.  Following the 
wrap, both therapists vigorously rubbed my body with an exfoli-
ating scrub, and I felt I could cry out of  sheer bliss.  I then rinsed 
the scrub off  in a warm shower, had tea-infused warm water 
poured over me from head to toe, and was then treated to a four 
handed Polynesian-style massage that was like nothing I’ve ever 
felt.  In fact, words just can’t do it justice.  There is no word in 
the English language that can suitably describe how blissful the 
entire experience was.  Perhaps there’s one in Mayan.  

They offer an array of  treatments that are all as rejuvenating 
and heavenly as the Kinan Ritual.  The Mayan Goddess treat-
ment, Kinan Body Glow, Detox Mayan Herbal Wrap, a variety 
of  skin-perfecting facials, and what sounds to me to be heaven 
on earth, the Aphrodisiac’s Chocolate Invigoration for couples, 
a decadent, sinfully good, almost magical experience involving 
white and dark chocolate and coconut cream, administered in 
the very beautiful, very romantic couples’ treatment room that 
has views of  the lush gardens and a large hot tub.  Basically, if  
you can’t feel romantic here, you can’t feel it anywhere.  
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Another aspect of  the spa that impressed me was their commit-
ment to using local, natural ingredients and organic products.  They 
are green, but not because it’s trendy.  It’s just what they do.

As I emerged from the spa, my skin feeling softer than it has in, I 
don’t know, twenty years, the sun was coming down, the thousands 
of  candles were lit, and I pinched myself  to see if  this were all real.

That night, feeling relaxed but invigorated, I decided to once again 
venture outside of  my temporary, heavenly home.  While Cancun is 
only a short distance from the resort, Playa del Carmen is even closer, 
and is a bit more mature.  There are fantastic restaurants, great shops, 
and fun bars offering a more sophisticated nightlife experience.  I had 
a wonderful meal at Negrosal  (16th St. between 1st and 5th Ave.), a 
stunning restaurant right off  the main strip.  I was very pleasantly sur-
prised by the excellent selections of  wines, the delicious dishes—after 
an array of  appetizers I had a wonderful fresh seared tuna over saf-
fron risotto, followed by the most decadent chocolate soufflé I could 
imagine—and the impressive décor.  If  I had to leave Maroma, this 
was a very good place to go.

Since I was already in foodie heaven, I decided to go one step fur-
ther, and the next day I scheduled a private cooking demonstration 
with Chef  Silvester.  While in Mexico, and in the hands of  a truly 
great chef, I wanted to learn a bit more about the process of  making 
Mexican cuisine, Maroma style.  After lessons in various techniques 
and traditional dishes, I was treated to what could only be consid-
ered the food of  the gods, aka Chef  Silvester’s guacamole, and salsa 
like I’ve never known salsa to be.  I devoured dozens of  homemade 
tortillas made by their resident tortilla maker, and then I feasted 
on  barbacoa, traditional Mexican barbeque that has been lovingly 
cooked for hours and tastes, well, once again, heavenly.  I washed it 
all down with some very good tequila, and saved just enough room 
for dessert: rice milk with cinnamon ice cream.  My lesson taught 
me that if  I could cook anything that was even a fraction as good as 
any of  those dishes, I’d be quite talented.

I was full, I was happy, I had learned a thing or two, and I had 
just enough time to prepare for the main event of  the day: the 
Temazcal.  I had no idea what a Temazcal was; I had never done it, 
and I had never heard of  it.   However, since I’d arrived at Maroma, 

it seemed to be all anyone could talk about:  “Are you going to do the 
Temazcal?” “Are you ready for the Temazcal?” “There’s an authen-
tic Temazcal, you know.”  I had to see what all the fuss was about.

Basically a Temazcal is a Mayan ritual, similar to a sweat lodge.  
The word means “house of  heat.”  However, it’s not just about sit-
ting and sweating.  For that, you can visit a steam room.  This is a 
ceremony, a ritualistic experience meant to signify rebirth, and to 
clear the mind and body.  Being in a Temazcal is supposed to be like 
being in your mother’s womb, and once you emerge, you are reborn.  
Or so I’d heard.

I was anxious, to say the least.  I’m not great with heat—I often 
feel like I will faint while riding the crowded subway to work in 
the morning—and I’m not the biggest fan of  sweating profusely.   
But when in Maroma, do as the Maromans do.

We began the Temazcal ceremony, a small group of  Temazcal 
rookies led by an amazing woman named Nancy, repeating a 
few chants and lighting incense.  Then we descended into the 
Temazcal, which is a small stone cave built into the sand, di-
rectly on the beach.  Hot volcanic rocks were gradually brought 
into the center of  the small area, and eventually the doors were 
closed, the smoke was rising, the light was completely gone, and 
the ritual had officially begun.  

It certainly was hot, but each of  us sat behind a huge jug of  cold 
water that we could use to cool off.  Without light, eventually there 
seemed to be no real concept of  space, or even time, and Nancy’s 
soothing voice made the heat tolerable and that much easier.  This 
went on for what supposedly was almost an hour, but seemed like 
a lot less, during which time we were told to let go of  our fears, 
recognize our body as new and healthy, and imagine as if  our lives 
were just beginning.  We were given “gifts” of  juicy watermelon and 
papaya, which I feasted on like a child, spread cool mud over our 
bodies, poured cold water over our heads, and listened to Nancy’s 
voice as if  it were a lullaby, a prayer, and a hymn.  Eventually we 
emerged in silence and went straight for the ocean, whose presence 
was most definitely a gift.  

Afterwards, I sat on the beach drinking a cup of  tea, the final por-
tion of  the Temazcal ritual, and I did, indeed, feel quite good.  The 
sun was setting over the ocean, but there was still enough light for 
there to be a pink-purple glaze over the sky, and it was breathtaking.  
My skin felt soft and warm, like brand new, and I was as calm and 
relaxed as I’d ever remembered being.  I did feel as if  I had been 
through a sort of  rebirth.  

I had another fantastic meal at Maroma that night, and slept like 
a baby (after all, I had just been reborn).  The next morning, prior to 
my departure, I had a delicious breakfast, took a walk on the beach, 
and then a short nap on one of  the beach beds.  It really couldn’t 
have been better.  

When it was time to leave Maroma I felt as if  I was leaving a 
particular type of  paradise that I had never before experienced, and 
probably wouldn’t anywhere but there.  I felt a little envious of  the 
people who worked there, and got to see those sights every day.  I 
was extremely envious of  the people who were just arriving.  They 
had a whole new world of  firsts to look forward to, and I had a feast 
of  memories to look back on.  If  anyone ever asks me what my idea 
of  heaven is, I will describe Maroma.

For more information on Maroma, check out :
www.maromahotel.com
Getting there:
American Airlines has several convenient flights flying nonstop to Cancun 

daily.  They were the first airline to fly nonstop to Cancun, and offer some of  the 
best departure times.  
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