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By Saily Law

“Do you want to see the real
Cancan?”

The question comes at 2 in the
morning on the dance floor of the
City, one of the largest nightclubs in
Latin America. ['m into maybe my fifth
margarita of the evening, though I'm
thinking of switching to Red Bull and
vadka seon. I have to shout my answer
over the mind-numbing thud of tech-
no music:

“This isn’t the real Canciin?”

Well, yves and no. Cancin is a real
city, a fake city, a sleepy fishing village
turned into one of Mexicos top
rourist destinations. It a place of vaca-
tioning families, honeymooning cou-
ples and. yes, college kids looking for
cheap booze and easy sex. You can
snorkel, slam shots or shop the latest
line of LowsVuitton lugzage. In short,
Canciin is as real — or as fake — as you
want it to be.

So 1 agree to see the real Cancin
and 15 minutes later 'm at Nectar, a
club on the beach that I'm told rarely
allows rourists. After some frantic
name-dropping, we get in, order a
$300 botte of vodka, and lounge and
talk until dawn. Everyone here is thin
and young and beautiful, smoking and
drinking and dancing, and for them,
this is as real as it gets.

Cancin didn’t really exist until
1974, the year the Mexican govern-
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ment declared it open for business.
Only a decade earlier, it had been a
mostly unpopulated island in Quintana
Roo, an area of the Yucatin peninsula
that had yet to receive statechood. But
officials looked at the miles of soft,
sandy beach and the Christmas-bulb-
blue Caribbean and saw one thing;
money. They connected Cancin to
the mainland with bridges, built hous-
ing for the influx of construction
workers and began opening hotels, A
TESOTT Mianager puts it best one morn-
ing over breakfast: “Anyone younger
than 26 who tells you they grew up in
Canciin is a liar”

Cancin attraces young Mexicans
from all over the country with the
promise of jobs, and lots of them. There
are approximately three dozen resorts
here, one right next to another in a
section of the island called simply the
Hotel Zone. My resort, Moon Palace,
is set a bit outside the Zone and is of
the all-inclusive variety. For a set price,
you get meals, drinks, room service,
activitics, beach and pool access, and a
lovely place to rest your head. My
room is located in the Villas, a part of
the resort so new its not yet on the
map, and has a king-size bed, a huge
Lachroom with a marble-walled sheow-
er.and a Jacuzzi for two that looks out
onto my own patio. It’s this last fearure
that keeps me most entertained.
Housekeeping never quite understands

in a city built for tourists, reality is subjective

that I'm staying in the room alone, and
the intricately folded Jacuza towels —
which take on the shape of swans —
become more romantic by the day: At
first, there’s un|y one, and by Day
Three, there are two swans kissing
amid a pile of fresh flowers, one wear-
ing the black shampoo cap as a top hat.

Such manufactured excess is de
rigueur here — judging Mexico based
on a trip to Cancin is like visiting
America by way of Vegas, The Moon
Palace is so |:ir3,|‘rc,] st take two forms
of transportation to get from the lobby
to my room; when I switch from the
van to the golf cart, its at La Palapa, a
shaded hut with a full bar. It’s quite
possible never to be without a drink
here. From the open-access mini-bar
to the swim-up bars at the sprawling
pool, alcohol is given to any adule
wearing a wristhand.

This free-flowing, often fruity-fla-
vored booze is, for better or worse,
Canctn’s best-known attraction. In
2003, a documentary called The Real
Cancun hit theaters and showed horri-
fied parents across the country what
Junior’s spring break probably entailed;
a lot of drinking and a lot of sex.

There are places throughout the
city that cater to this carpe-the-drunk-
en-diem mentality. One such spot is
Sefior Frogs, a restaurant chain owned
by Grupo Andersons = the same
company behind Carlos'n Charlie’s
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