
POSTCARD FROM YUCATAN 2012 

The media has feasted on the notion that the Maya predicted that the world will end in 2012 with a host 
of silly films and ‘documentaries’.  I did some research before my recent visit to the Yucatan and most 
academics believe that the end of the calendar signifies that the Maya thought that 2012 would be a 
time of change or turmoil.  Some current descendants of the Maya in Mexico wonder if this is the time 
for separation from Mexico and the Yucatan being a separate state.  Perhaps the calendar creator just 
got fed up after 2011? 

 
Kerry on the edge of the Caribbean with some of the cliff top ruins of Tulum in the background 

I had always wanted to visit Maya ruins and would have been happy to go to any of the Central 
American countries where they remain but Mexico was cheapest.  There have been a couple of State 
warnings about American travelers to Mexico and some areas are very dangerous especially on the 
Texas border.  There was a terrorist incident in Cancun but generally that area is safe.  As A. dropped me 
at the airport, I turned and shouted, “Don’t pay the ransom!”   I decided to fly into Cancun and travel 
down to the coast to a resort called Playacar which was about 50 miles south.  Another 50 miles south 
are the ruins of Tulum, a UNESCO heritage site, and one of the youngest Maya structures.  As you can 
see above it was situated on the Caribbean for trading and it was well fortified. 



I shared a transfer bus from the airport with two Canadian ladies from Manitoba.  They amused me by 
expressing concern that the bus driver used his cell phone while driving.  If it was Texas he might have a 
concealed weapon as well!  I didn’t know what to expect but the airport and the roads were very 
modern and well-constructed.  My 5(?) star hotel and spa was located on a golf course which was within 
a gated community.  It couldn’t really have been any safer – it was like staying in the gated community 
across the road from our house with more tropical critters!  It was an open air hotel with a huge palupa 
(straw roof) over the reception area.  It was delightful for critter lovers like me but not for those who 
don’t like mysterious skittering along the corridors at night. 

 
I stalked this lovely little fellow all over the hotel until I finally got a snap of him underneath my 
bedroom.  He is a coatimundi, a relative of the raccoon, and he lives all over the Yucatan and Central 
America.  He was inquisitive and naughty. 

My fellow guests, mostly Canadians, were concerned that I was taking the local bus down to Tulum but 
the bus system is fantastic, as was the local bus station.  It was a tour bus, almost new, playing BBC 
documentaries on the TV screens.  I was very proud that I managed to ask for the ticket in Spanish and 
didn’t end up in Belize which is just across the border!  That might have been fun, though.  The weather 
was fantastic, up in the mid 80s with a cooling breeze which turned the Canadians bright red from blue.  
Even I got a light tan.  After I toured the ruins, I went to the shopping area where local people were 
selling tourist goods.  One of the shop-keepers had a pet iguana and I had to cuddle him – especially 
since he would let me.  Wild iguanas were roaming everywhere and they were not easily frightened. 



 
Those claws are as sharp as they look!  He was heavy, too… 

 
These are native pole dancers (all men) and they swing down lower and lower until they reach the 

ground.  I have no idea how you could do it without being sick. 



I had my lunch in the same area and sat at the bar with another Canadian lady who had fallen out with 
her husband, who had sunburn and was grouchy.  She was a social worker from Saskatoon which is 
proportionately the most violent place in Canada – who knew?  My fellow travelers fascinate me and 
these Canadians from the middle states were really different.  Many of them were divers, covered in 
tattoos (men and women), and a tad rough with colorful language. 

 
A small temple at Tulum above 

 

This is a little Maya calendar (left) on 
the island of Cozumel.  I took the local 
ferry boat across and I wouldn’t 
recommend it if you get seasick!  
Again, transportation was excellent 
and very clean.  It reminded me of the 
ferry boats that go to the islands in 
Scotland.  Cozumel was unexciting but 
the sea looked beautifully turquoise.  
A cruise ship had arrived and the local 
shopkeepers were out to ‘kill’ the 
invaders with cheap gifts. 



 
The path down to the beach at sunrise in Playa del Carmen 



 
I can’t tell you how many times I tried to get a photo of a Kiskadee bird until finally this one sat quietly 

on the palm tree outside my window 

It was a wonderful little trip and I would thoroughly recommend the area.  You could visit fantastic ruins, 
stalk critters or even do normal things like lie on a beach.  The food was lovely with lots of fresh seafood.  
It was incredibly clean even when facilities were a little basic.  I wish I could say that I am now fluent in 
Spanish but mi espanol es malo.  Love Kerry xx 


