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ASPEN UNTUCKEDFROM ASPEN, WITH LOVE by BARBARA PLATTS

A LESSON LEARNED quickly 
when vacationing in Mexico is that 
time is simply a number. Shops open 
when the owner feels like working. 
Taxis show up when they choose. 

And restaurants serve 
food right before your 
overwhelming hunger 
has made you sprint to 
the nearest taco stand 
for an appetizer. I don’t 
write this as a criticism 
to the Mexican culture. 
It’s just the pace of life 
down there. Things 
move just a tad slower 
south of the border, and 

that’s why most people love spending 
time down there so much. 

My family aren’t those kind of 
people. We like shops to be open 
when we’re ready to make a purchase. 
We get nervous if taxis don’t show 
up at least 10 minutes early. And we 
generally want our drinks at the table 
of the restaurant we are dining at 
before we even sit down … and for the 
food to follow shortly after. My family 
is many things, but patient is just not 
one of them. 

That is why we were all a bit 
cautious about traveling down to 
Mexico for our annual New Year’s 
trip. My parents, brothers, aunts, 
uncles and cousins have been 
taking these vacations every year 
since before I can even remember, 
and we all enjoy it immensely. But 
we worried Mexico might be too 

laid-back for our rather anxious and 
neurotic group. 

Regardless of our worries, 
we trudged ahead and booked 
reservations for Sayulita, Mexico, 
a small coastal town 25 miles from 
Puerto Vallarta on the west coast of 
the country. A couple of my older 
cousins had been going there for 
years and raved about the town’s 
quaint size, active surfing community 
and incredible dining establishments. 
In fact, several people liken the 
town to Aspen as it only has about 
4,500 full-time residents and 
the population fluctuates in size 
drastically depending on the season. 
So our group of 16 traveled there for 
the week between Christmas and 
New Year’s to see what all the talk 
was about.     

Sayulita has historical records 
that date back as far back as the 
1500s. But surfers found it again in 
the 1960s when Mexican Highway 
200 was built, giving them easy 
access to a beach with a dependable 
river-mouth surf break. From there, 
it was a hit. In the past few years, 
the village has grown immensely. 
New restaurants, bars and shops 
are popping up and, just like in 
Aspen, there are locals and visitors 
that worry the village is expanding 
too quickly. The week between 
Christmas and New Year’s was 
the busiest locals had ever seen it. 
Beaches that typically had only a 
few people on them were suddenly 

holding hundreds. Restaurants 
had to give wait times and even 
take reservations for large groups. 
And the hotels and condos were at 
capacity. Even empty lots near the 
beaches were filled with tents. 

One reason for the drastic growth 
is that, this fall, Sayulita became a 
Pueblo Mágicos, or “Magic Town.” 
This means that the Mexican 
government sees the town as 
providing a unique (or “magical”) 
experience to visitors because of 
the natural beauty of the area, the 
historical importance of the town 
and/or the cultural and social 
riches in the community. This was 
an initiative created by the Mexico 
Tourism Board in 2001. They will 
have 111 “Magic Towns” by 2018. 
The designation doesn’t only make 
Sayulita a popular destination, it 
gives the town federal funding to 
help build new infrastructure and 
maintain historical sites. No work 
has been completed yet, but they 
have plans for a parking garage 
downtown, as well as a new sewage 
system to better handle all of the 
visitors. 

We didn’t know anything about 
the towns recently acquired “magic” 
when we arrived for vacation. But it 
was overwhelmingly obvious how 
special of a place Sayulita is. Every 
restaurant in town is incredible; I’m 
not sure it’s actually possible to find a 
bad taco. From the beach the whole 
shape of the town is viewable as well 

as traces of other communities down 
the coast. Several of the streets are 
still set with old cobblestone and all 
the buildings, both old and new, are 
painted beautiful pastel shades. And 
the people who live there are some 
of the most joyful I’ve ever met. They 
treasure their town and being able 
to share it with visitors from all over 
the world.  

 As for my family and me, we 
guzzled in the experience, consuming 
scores of fish tacos, hundreds of 
Pacífico beers, around 75 margaritas, 
at least a dozen piña coladas and 
roughly five bottles of mescal…but 
who’s counting? We approached the 
Sayulita scene fearlessly, putting each 
of our digestive systems’ strength and 
tenacity to the test at every turn. 

And our lack of patience, well…
we found ways to cope. Whether that 
was bringing a bag of chips or a beer 
to dinner to endure the long wait or 
calling a taxi long before we needed 
it. We learned to relax and enjoy the 
natural pace of the town, reminding 
ourselves that we were on vacation 
and there was no need to rush. After 
all, we knew we weren’t going to be 
able to change Mexico. But perhaps, 
just maybe, Mexico changed all of us 
slightly.

Now where the hell is my drink?

Barbara Platts now knows to never 
eat lettuce in Mexico…no matter 
how appetizing it looks. Reach her at 
bplatts.000@gmail.com.  
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Thanks to its surfing, natural 
beauty and designation as one 
of Mexico’s “Magic Towns,” 
Sayulita is an increasingly 
popular destination. 


