
O SEL LING

Lama Yeshe and Lama Zopa held two meditation courses on the island of Ibiza 

in 1977 and 1978. The admiration and enthusiasm that we the attendees 

experienced was so great that we decided to form a small community in order 

to continue practicing the teachings of the Buddha Dharma that had been 

transmitted to us.

In a meeting that we had with Lama Yeshe after the end of the second course 

and in which a dozen students participated, we asked him for advice on 

creating a center.

Lama advised us to find a place on the peninsula, preferably in the countryside,

near a city and not far from an airport. Ibiza had been a good start and had 

acted as a laboratory, but the conditions were not ideal for creating a 

meditation center.

At Banca March in Ibiza we had donation money, such as that of Pepe Giral 

from Madrid who donated 1,600,000 of the old pesetas, and other donations 

that we had received from other generous people. There was also some extra 

money raised from the surplus of the meditation course which had been quite a

success.

In 1979 several students began to search intensively for different Spanish 

regions a place where we could settle down to create the community that we 

so desired.

On the outskirts of the town of Monóvar (Alicante) the opportunity arose to rent

a large house. In that place a good group of people could be accommodated as 



a temporary residence until finding a property place to move us all and to 

enable a definitive space.

A few couples with children included and many individuals went to Monóvar.

Within a few months of living in community, the procedures began to bring in a 

resident Lama accompanied by a translator so that we would have a spiritual 

guide who would be part of the young community.

Lama Yeshe had appointed a nun from Granada, Anila Jampa Chooky, who lived

between Nepal, India and Spain as a directress. I already knew her from the 

first meditation course in 1977 in Ibiza. Most of us knew her authoritarian 

character and her reduced sympathy, but everything she did wherever she 

was, the place was positively transformed in an admirable manner. Anila had 

the vows of a fully ordered nun, always dressed in the appropriate Buddhist 

habits and kept her daily commitments. All this made the place where we were 

free automatically from any obstacle that prevented from developing the 

desires that our dear master Lama Yeshe had entrusted to her.

Time passed and the final place for our center had not yet been found. Anila 

decided to search for it herself, ignoring the opinions of intelligent and 

influential people who were part of the community and who wanted to delegate

the search to other members of the community. But Anila did everything she 

considered she should do, so she did not hesitate to travel to her hometown, 

Granada, with the intuition that she would find an appropriate place there.

She went up to the Alpujarra to investigate the possibilities offered by that high

place between mountains. Anila passed through Lanjarón and Orgiva and felt 

nothing special. She continued to climb until she reached the town of 



Pampaneira, which seemed to please her much more. She entered the only bar 

in town: Comidas Casa Diego, and asked the owner Diego Carrascosa if he 

knew of any cortijo (farmhouse) that was for sale. Surprised by the unknown 

and so exotic image of Anila, he did not hesitate to reply that he himself had a 

cortijo of 25 hectares of land that was from his parents' family, but that it had 

been abandoned for more than 15 years. Anila asked him when they could go 

see it. The owner of the bar, who had a Land Rover, suggested that they visit 

the place the next day.

In the morning they met very early and began to climb tortuous, bumpy curved

roads covered by a dense fog that barely allowed them to see the landscape. 

But Anila perceived between the clouds and the clearings a vision, a landscape 

that reminded her of Nepal, with a wide valley at her feet and an endless 

horizon that included in the background the blue mass of the Mediterranean.

They arrived at the cortijo, which was in ruins, isolated and with a wide, 

completely barren terrain. Anila felt that this place met the perfect conditions 

for a meditation and retreat center. Without hesitation she asked how much he 

was asking for it. Diego gave her the figure of 3,500,000 pesetas. Anila, without

haggling, accepted the price agreeing that she would give him a million and a 

half and the rest in four installments of 500,000 pesetas over the course of two 

years. They made a provisional purchase sale document, and Anila returned to 

Monóvar without seeing any other possibility in the area, to give us the good 

news of her great find.

Anila gave us all the documentation and asked us to take care of legalizing it 

properly, and to start developing the new center she had found.

After a few days, she returned to Nepal to start a new solo retreat in the 

mountains.



No member of the community knew about the Alpujarra, in the Granada region,

but we were all very curious to visit the new purchased land that we envisioned

as Eden.

Those who understood the most about real estate operations and legalization 

of deeds traveled to close the operation. Upon their return, they came back 

totally disappointed because the place did not have the slightest condition of 

habitability, the cortijo was in ruins, the road was far from the cortijo and 

access was impossible unless it was done in a 4WD, and the town was at a 

considerable distance. It seemed like an impossible project and an economic 

disaster. There were several excursions by community members and when they

returned their comment was the same: impossible to create something there !! 

We have to sell that land and get the money back immediately.

I spoke with Maria, my partner, and with the rest of the community and I 

suggested that I  go alone for several days to inspect the new property. I made 

the trip with the van loaded with some tools. I went to Pampaneira to greet the 

ex owner of the Atalaya Cortijo  (Watchtower Farmhouse), that was the name of

the property that was now ours, and I asked him to explain to me how to get 

there. With the indications that Diego gave me, I ventured, but I made a 

mistake and went to another cortijo that was much higher than the one I was 

looking for. The cortijo where I appeared was called "She who imposes hunger" 

(La mete hambre). Its owner was working around there, his name was Frasquito

from Soportújar and at first glance he was a little lanky, with a pronounced 

nose, a rather ugly peasant's face, cloying speaking and a difficult to 

understand accent. I asked him about the Atalaya cortijo. With his language he 

made me understand that this was much lower and that I had missed my 

search. He looked at the Citroën van and told me that with that car I would not 



get to the cortijo, I had to leave it more than 500 meters away from my 

destination and continue on foot. Frasquito was very curious to know who I 

was, where I came from, what my intentions were when buying the cortijo. We 

liked each other and he invited me to a small glass of cloudy wine that was 

difficult to swallow. After questioning me for a long time, he offered to 

accompany me to the highest point of the Atalaya. We walked down a steep hill

and large tracts of dense green land combined with a turquoise blue sky 

appeared. The clear atmosphere, the deep valley of the Contraviesa, the Lújar 

Sierra and the sea in the background, made me experience a sensation of 

freshness in my heart that literally told me: This is, without a doubt, the place 

that we wanted so much! !

We reached the top of a hollow where a group of tall poplars stood out, 

standing out from the landscape. Beneath the trees, you could hear the water 

from a spring mixing with the loud movements of the branches and the friction 

of the leaves of the trees. This gave me a lively, beautiful feeling of exhilarating

joy. How could I tell everything I felt to the rest of the community? They would 

probably tell me that it was naive realism, an illusion of my senses and a 

complex projection to give myself importance to others, but I would see those 

comments as normal because I certainly would not know how to explain those 

feelings. In addition, most had already visited the place completely rejecting it, 

they did not believe it possible to develop something as complex, as we had 

dreamed of.

Frasquito, from above, pointed out the ruins of a house that had once been a 

home, the sunken ceilings with lots of rotting wooden beams and entangled 

between the stones, all around him was invaded by brush and brambles. 



Pointing at me with his finger, Frasquito made a virtual drawing of the limits of 

the land that belonged to the farm in the air.

The good man offered me his help in case I needed it and we returned to his 

cortijo. I said goodbye to him and told him that I would come to pay him 

another visit.

I got in with the car loaded with tools, a wheelbarrow, a camping gas, a 

sleeping bag and some food. I was not a settler with the house in tow, I was 

just a daring unconscious man who did not know what I was doing in such a 

remote place, far from my children, from the woman who I shared my life with 

and from my companions, that even if we had different opinions we shared a 

beautiful dream.

I loaded everything onto the wheelbarrow and up the hill I noticed how the 

pressure of the altitude collapsed my lungs. I continued walking up the 

exhausting slope, wheezing like a poor animal, until I managed to get to the 

house. I looked for where to install my headquarters with my few belongings.

There were only two rooms with a roof, one of them in the north side, where 

the main kitchen is situated nowadays. The roof was less than one and a half 

meters high and had been used as rabbit hutches. There were small 

rectangular boxes made of cement, a palm high with several entrances and 

exits along the sides throughout the length and width of the room so that the 

rabbits could move around feeling safe. The floor, paved with stones embedded

in the ground, impeccably preserved. The rickety plank door, tied with wires 

and without volts, was hardly supported, but it did its service to prevent cows, 

goats and swarming pastures from entering. The other room with a ceiling was 

on the west side, but it was less sheltered and was full of animal droppings.



Well, and now what? I rarely gave much detailed thought to the activities to be 

carried out. I had some intuition, strength and determination, but it was 

unusual for me to plan beforehand any project in the short or long term. My 

initiatives in group were scarce because, even though my ideas were 

continuously flowing, I found hard to put them into words. When some idea 

matured and I tried to present it, the others had already explained theirs orally,

on paper or on the board. Now, I was there alone, in an isolated place, unknown

and uncomfortable, without anyone´s influence to guide me to follow a plan. 

The only thing left to do was to relax, be calm and to take in the atmosphere of 

that place so that my genuine creativity could flow and work could begin. 

Thanks to the meditation courses and the retreats I was able to achieve some 

concentration in my mind with the continuous practice in the mornings and 

evenings. Before each session, I prayed to my teacher, Lama Yeshe to help me 

and inspire me to fulfill his holy wishes…. 

The silence of the meditation helped me study the uncontrolled thoughts that 

arose frequently without warning: What am I doing here? What's the point of 

being alone and overwhelmed? Meditation was the catalyst for saving physical 

and mental energy. One of the things that also helped and inspired me during 

those days was the book of the life of Milarepa, a Tibetan saint who had 

achieved enlightenment thanks to the hard work that his teacher Marpa 

appointed him to purify his mind of the atrocities and the pain it had caused 

many people.

My delicate mental structure was strengthened by reading, an activity I did by 

candlelight before going to sleep. With meditation, the mind became warmer, 

calmer and more controlled and made me sleep soundly. One night a small 



snake that was walking between the ceiling beams landed on my sleeping bag, 

the snake was more scared than I was and finally disappeared in the dark.

During the day I cut the prickly brambles, gayombas (typical Alpujarra bushes) 

and other bushes that had grown between the ruins and around the cortijo. I 

wanted to clear the perimeter to get a slight idea of the possibilities that this 

place offered. Then I took out the stones, the beams of the demolished rooms, 

the bricks of an oven that had also succumbed to the passage of time and the 

weight of the fallen ceilings.

I worked hard and without counting the hours. I was excited to do what the 

intense dialogue with myself intended me to do before starting any initiative. I 

tried so hard to carry out those projections that I had proposed to myself, that 

at the end of the day I fell exhausted by the hard work. I had energy, 

enthusiasm, determination, but I did not have the adequate means to carry out

a continuous and fully effective work.

My diet was precarious and insufficient for such hard work, with cans of canned

tuna, sardines and mackerel, some cold cuts, dry bread, local fruits: nuts and 

sour apples, it was not possible to continue, and despite all the coffee malt I 

took, I was fainted. The dry climate made me very thirsty and as much as I 

drank it did not satisfy it, it was a pleasure to drink water because it was so 

cool, but my stomach swelled causing discomfort in my digestion. On the 

fourth day I couldn't resist any more and decided that it was time to start the 

return back to the starting point: Monóvar.

Inwardly I felt that the project was possible and that I would be able to raise our

center in that disastrous place. I had that feeling because in the deepest and 

most subtle area of my mind, hidden under pressure, that reality existed. Still, 

it was difficult to share it so that others could firmly believe me. I did not have 



a camera, however all the information that I could transmit orally to the 

Monóvar community excited them.

The only companions who had not visited the Atalaya were José Juan Ortiz and 

Patricia Baeza and their Chihuahua puppy named Matías, who she always 

carried in her arms like a son. They proposed that we go together for a few 

days to see and study the area. They had a large van that was even adapted 

for sleeping. The three of us ventured to travel with Matías. The trip was 

terrible for me, especially when we started the ascent from the Angustias 

curve, before arriving at Lanjarón, and then all the way up to the cortijo. The 

discomfort due to dizziness left me battered.

We stayed at the site for several days, inspecting the sources and turns of the 

canal. Shifts were made for days and hours every fortnight so that the water 

reached all the cortijos in the area. Patricia and José Juan were delighted with 

such beauty, the good weather helped them fall in love with the place. They 

also organized all the paperwork for the name change of the farm, they 

understood very well about these legal issues, then we returned to Monóvar.

François, one of the organizers of the courses in Ibiza, was informed about the 

purchase of the land and immediately went to see it. He, like me, was 

enchanted by its beauty, by the potential it offered to create the ideal place for 

retreat and meditation.

Lama Yeshe was invited to visit the new land to give his opinion on what could 

be done with it in the short and long term. Lama accepted the proposition and 

with a group from Madrid they traveled to the Atalaya cortijo. Lama, as soon as 

he arrived he was excited by the place, the location and the dimensions. A few 

meters from the ruins of the cortijo there were two large century-old walnut 

trees. Under their protection, they had a picnic. Later, Lama asked to be left 

alone and entered the room of the rabbit hutch, where I had previously slept, 



and prepared it to perform a "Puja" ritual. He spent a long time reciting prayers

and ringing his bell. When the ritual ended, he took the water he had used in 

the ceremony, raised the "septan" (monk's skirt) to his knees to move up the 

mountain, and walking through a large area he scattered the water to bless the

places where he was walking by. Later he commented that this place was of a 

low level for doing business, it was of a medium level for community living and 

it was of an excellent level for a retreat center, and he named it the Nagarjuna 

Centre.

François made his knowledge of architecture available to the new project, and 

he volunteered as CEO. Lama Yeshe accepted the proposal communicating it to

the central office.

François and I discussed the possibility of establishing ourselves in the town of 

Bubión and from there going up to the center to work. François had separated 

from his wife Dominique leaving his two sons with her in Ibiza, so he had 

nothing to hold him back. I told him to find me a rental house to move with my 

family: Maria and our children: Yeshe and Harmony, to settle in the town of 

Bubión. François rented for me part of a house that the owner had divided into 

two parts, one for us and the other smaller part for another foreigner. 

Maria and I accept the proposal. I rented a small truck from Monóvar to 

Granada, we loaded the four things that Maria had accumulated from her 

previous marriage: a couple of cabinets, beds, cribs for the children, bedding, 

kitchenware ... And I moved everything to the new home in Bubión. I installed 

all the furniture and prepared it, then returned with the same truck back to 

Monóvar to pick up the family.

With firm faith, the four of us traveled with the Citroën van to the new world 

that awaited us, with some uncertainty about what might happen. As the van 

was fitted inside with little beds for the children, we placed all the load on the 



roof rack, very well tied, forming a bulky volume that acted as a screen 

restraining the inertia of the car. On the climbs we formed a caravan without 

being able to remedy it, especially, once past Guadix where the port of La Mora

began.

We arrived at Bubión and settled down. It was not a comfortable house, it had 

two levels: the lower part had been used as a corral and in the upper part was 

the house that had two rooms. One of the rooms was large and faced north, the

other was very small and lacked a window. It also had a tiny bathroom, a dining

room with kitchen facing the south-west side, and a small terrace overlooking 

the narrow alley of the town. The staircase leading up to the living room of the 

house was irregular, steep and with steps of different heights, our son Yeshe 

was already over three years old, so this was an imminent danger for him, but 

very soon he developed his own technique to overcome them. Harmony was 

crawling, therefore, to prevent her from moving down the stairs, I placed a 

small wooden door to curb her desires for exploration. We did not have a 

washing machine, but we did have hot water, provided by a small butane gas 

heater. Maria did not feel comfortable in that dilapidated house but her 

adaptation was admirable, with great speed and admirable mastery she 

organized our new home. Honestly, there was no one better than Maria to 

manage a family of four. That was what had me totally in love with Maria: her 

great organizational skills, the lucidity of her immediate vision, her ability to 

know what to do at all times, I accepted her suggestions, because I understood 

them and I performed them immediately and accurately to her liking. No one 

understood her as well as I did, we never argued because we were responsible,

hardworking, and we trusted each other fully.

I started working as a laborer with a group of people who built and repaired houses in the 

area, so that I would have the opportunity to learn the traditional methods of Alpujarra 



construction and also earn some income for the family. Later, we hired this same group to 

work in the center with the first project, which consisted of tearing down the roof of the 

rabbit hutch, erecting the walls, making windows and re-roofing. Everything under the 

direction of François. I joined the group as one more worker. In a few days the room that I 

had used to sleep and Lama Yeshe for his ceremony, was transformed into a fantastic 

space to house a large kitchen. Now it was necessary to define it internally: sink, running 

water, drains, septic tank, gas stove, warehouse ... And then build the first retreat house up

the mountain to launch the project following the vision of our beloved teacher Lama Yeshe.

Lama gave us clear guidelines on how to develop the retreat center step by 

step. The first thing to do was a retreat house and arrange rooms in the cortijo 

to offer it and be used by meditators. Next, a kitchen with a resident chef to 

feed the people who came to the center with the determination to meditate 

alone. Lama said that the center should not be only for Buddhists, it was not 

necessary to discriminate if they were from the Catholic, Muslim, Hindu, Jewish 

tradition or from any other ideology. What they were asked to do was observe 

and respect the basic rules that were established throughout the meditation 

and retreat centers. Lama Yeshe considered that it was extremely important to 

establish these rules so that they were respected by all, if any of the 

meditators did not respect them, then they would be kindly invited to leave the

center. These observations consisted of the five root vows:

1st Do not deliberately kill any living being.

2nd Do not misappropriate what was not offered.

3rd Do not take any kind of toxic (including tobacco and alcohol).

4th Do not lie or exaggerate.

5th Refrain from having sexual relations with a third party.

The magnificent Philip (another of the organizers of the courses in Ibiza), 

appeared there spontaneously illuminating the area with his cheerful energy. 



Although the relationship with François was not entirely friendly, Philip joined 

us two to collaborate with his extensive knowledge, physical work and financial

contributions. Although Philip did not define himself as a disciple of Lama 

Yeshe, he had great respect and devotion for him. He liked the potential offered

by the new land and immediately collaborated. We went up to the centre to 

determine the location of the first retreat house.

With the three of us standing on an esplanade next to the ruins of the cortijo, 

thinking about the best place for the location of the little house, Philip asks me:

Paco, what place would you choose? Unconsciously my body turned, I raised 

my arm and pointing a finger at a rock that jutted out from the northwest I 

said: There! The place I had indicated was about 100 meters above the cortijo. 

We went up and found a kind of indefinite esplanade completely full of huge 

stones and a rock that protruded from behind. The view was spectacular, you 

could see the cortijo, the large stepped meadows of the land, the Órgiva valley,

the Sierra Lújar mountain and in the background the Mediterranean Sea. We 

agreed to build the first retreat house right there. Philip promised to buy the 

tools and came the next day with iron levers, picks, shovels, ropes, 

wheelbarrow ...

Mrs. Louis Dauré was informed by her son François about the project for the 

little house, immediately she offered to finance all the construction costs. 

Excited by the donation, the three of us began to work.

With great effort we moved the large slabs that had been sliding off the rocks, 

filled the gaps with large stones and removed by hand a huge volume of 

medium and small stones for the construction of the walls of the future house. 

After several days of intense work we managed to create a solid esplanade that

would serve as a foundation to build the little house. With the picks and the 

shovels we were eating part of the mountain to expand the esplanade and the 



resulting earth would serve as mortar (clay) to hold the stones of the wall of 

the small construction.

We were very pleased with the result, but we did not have the knowledge or 

practical experience for traditional stone construction.

In order to get to the cortijo by car we opened a road with a neighbor's tractor 

that had a shovel at the front with which we managed, not without difficulties, 

to create a narrow and uncomfortable access road.

Between the 1980s and 1990s, it was not necessary to ask the city councils or 

any other governmental department for permission to build in the mountains, 

open roads with machines or cut trees. That gave us a lot of freedom to start 

any project that we considered appropriate.

We hired a man from the town of Bubión to build the house. Frasquito 

Raimundo was his name. His appearance was genuinely alpujarreño (native 

from Alpujarra region) with some warts on his face and an asymmetrical face, 

but everything that was not attractive made up for his great nobility and good 

heart. He was very firm in his convictions, told popular stories and made 

himself understood with examples. He was a tireless worker and a great 

teacher in traditional stone construction.

We went up with Frasquito, as a construction master, to plan and organize how 

to get the materials to that place inaccessible to any vehicle. Sand and cement 

were needed to fill the esplanade we had created with the large slabs, and 

attach them solidly with cement together to serve as foundations. We had to 

transport the sand from the quarry to the cortijo in a small truck through the 

narrow road we had created. Later, that sand had to be loaded and transported

in panniers by a mule through the winding paths to the construction site. The 



water would be transported from the source by means of a hose to a large tin 

drum where we would collect it with buckets to make the mixture of sand and 

cement, which would be kneaded on the ground with a roller with the strength 

of the kidneys.

Every day of the week at seven in the morning, except on Sundays, we would 

get in our Citroën 2 CV van and return in the late afternoon. To be able to climb 

the slopes, I placed a pair of 50 kg bags of cement on the hood so that the 

wheels would not slip, and if we were not carrying cement then we would go up

in reverse, because the car was front-wheel drive.

For me, the work of moving so many materials from one place to another and 

kneading the sand with the water to make the mud mix was extremely intense,

because my body was not used to such a kind of physical work. The altitude 

was also another handicap, because working at 1,600 meters of altitude 

without being adapted to it left you completely exhausted at the end of the 

day.

It was exciting to see how something so beautiful and artistic could be created 

from a lot of stones scattered around and with the vast earth transformed into 

mud. How was it possible to shape two-sided walls with such precision, joining 

both elements and being the stones so uneven? Frasquito's hands treated the 

stones with care, caressing them. Even when hitting them with the hammer to 

remove some chips, he was careful. Of the stones that I was placing near him, 

he was rarely wrong when choosing the next stone, opting for the right one, the

one that would fit with the previous stone and together they would share an 

eternity. During work, we talked about everything, Frasquito asked me where I 

came from, how we had ended up there ... I answered him with all sincerity, but

sometimes, he would ask a question and I would realize that he had understood

nothing. Frasquito asked me all puzzled:



-Why the hell don't you build the house closer to the cortijo, since everything is 

closer to hand? I explained to him that the retreat little house, being isolated, 

facilitated the practice of meditation alone.

-But what the hell is meditation?

-Well, you observe yourself in silence to see what is happening inside and get a

response to the suffering we experience when we are born, grow old, get sick 

and die.

-You are so silly !! I do not suffer anything, as long as I have a salary, I am with 

my wife, I have good pork cuts, I have a glass of wine to soak the mouth and I 

live in my house, so I am happy.

So, I gave him a simple and understandable example of some slight suffering 

that went unnoticed by our ignorance:

-I have observed in you, Mr. Frasquito, when you are fixing a stone with the 

hammer and you carry the lit cigarette between your lips that the smoke enters

your eyes, having to close them due to the pain caused by the annoying 

tearing, and although it disengages his face to avoid it you are unable to drop 

the cigarette. Isn't that a type of suffering?

-That's because I'm completely dopey!! The lot of you are so ignorant, but don't you realize

that everything is much more expensive to build on this pit than down there? Frasquito had

his own rooted convictions, he was a communist but he believed in God. He never went to 

mass because he didn't believe in the church or the priests. Neither was he deterred by 

the town's caciques, who in order to get to the mayor's office bought the people's vote or 

threatened them with discrimination. Frasquito was not violent but had a very sharp 

tongue. 

It took us several weeks to erect the walls of the little house, under the 

direction of François we left the openings of the entrance door of two windows 

facing south and also a small window to the east. We did not have the chestnut



beams that were needed to make the traditional alpujarreño roof, they had to 

be purchased from some chestnut tree forest in the area. The owners of the 

chestnut trees cut the trees leaving them lying on the ground for a couple of 

years to dry, but we were lucky because a German couple, Enrico and Yuta, 

followers of Buddhism, bought a land with a cortijo a few kilometers below the 

centre . They began their restoration by dismantling the old roofs to place new 

chestnut beams, Enrico offered the old beams for the centre, Frasquito and I 

went to see them and in Frasquito's opinion, removing the rotten and cleaning 

them well, they would do. With the neighbor's tractor, which made us the road, 

we took them up to the esplanade and from there to the retreat little house, we

carried them one by one on our shoulders.

In a little over a month and a half we finished the construction of the first 

retreat little house, it was named Buda Cave. Lama Yeshe gave us a long list of 

names and this was the first one.

From the cortijo, the retreat little house looked as if it had grown spontaneously

from among the stone pits that protruded along with the Holm oaks and oaks. 

The construction was fully integrated in the medium. For me, it was a learning 

that I will never forget. Frasquito convey to me the practical and technical 

knowledge of the Arab construction. I could never have imagined it to be so 

exciting. From that experience I did not stop developing it. The money ran out 

and we didn't hire Frasquito again until later.

At that time Maria was eight months pregnant with our third child, and 

continuing to live in the precarious rental house we were in was difficult for her.

François with a town partner had started the construction of a small 

neighborhood (La Mecila) on one of the slopes of the same town of Bubión, as a

sample, they built a small pilot house to show what the style would be like.



At Maria's initiative, we bought that little house thanks to a mortgage loan. At 

the beginning of August 1981 we moved to the new home and on the 13th of 

that same month our third son Lobsang Sudrum (good heart and enthusiastic 

perseverance) was born. As it happened, at that time the resident lama in 

Barcelona, Geshe Lobsang Sultrin, was in Bubión invited by us to know and 

bless the new center, Maria and I asked him for a name for our son.

The first little house in the centre (Buddha Cave) was occupied for a few days 

in retreat by a Catalan woman named Núria. Shortly thereafter it was occupied 

for several weeks by a meditator who belonged to the order of "friends of 

Buddhism" based in England. I went up every day to work and Maria made two 

lunch boxes with the lunch, one for the meditator and the other one for me.

During the meditator's retreat, I fixed the canal, the pool and the surroundings 

of the cortijo, because François had the idea of planting wheat and rye on the 

large plotted terraces that were under the cortijo. Although the cereals did not 

need to be watered, the trees that were in the vicinity of the cortijo did need it, 

therefore, the water had to be brought through the canal to the cortijo when it 

was our turn. Every year a neighboring shepherd was buying the pastures of 

the Atalaya from the old owner to feed his cattle, but this time we bartered 

with the shepherd, in exchange for giving him the pastures for his sheep and 

goats he would plow the terraces for us, he would prune the vineyard and 

fertilize with the manure of his animals all the land to cultivate.

Visit of His Holiness Dalai Lama

In the early summer of 1982 we had to make a display of creativity and a 

titanic effort to prepare the retreat centre to receive the visit of His Holiness 

the Dalai Lama. The Spanish government invited him to Madrid as head of the 

Tibetan government and spiritual leader of Buddhism, but due to the pressure 



that the Chinese exerted on the Spanish government, it withdrew and 

announced that it would not receive him with the honors of the head of state. 

The Tibetan government considered the position of the Spanish authorities 

unacceptable and canceled the official visit. The Dalai Lama had three days off 

in our country and was free from all commitments. Lama Yeshe immediately 

invited His Holiness the Dalai Lama to the Nagaryuna retreat centre in the 

Alpujarra. When they informed us it was like an explosion of endorphins that 

invaded us completely with great joy, but upon reflecting on the precarious 

situation we were in, the reaction was of great concern. What could we offer 

him? How to organize it? François and María in collaboration with people from 

Madrid and Granada managed the entire program of the His Holiness the Dalai 

Lama's stay: meetings with the authorities of Granada, visits to the city, 

conferences ... The Alhambra was closed to the public so that His Holiness, in 

exclusive, could visit it together with his entourage. He also visited the 

cathedral, accompanied by the Bishop, and gave a small talk in the temple for 

all parishioners in attendance.

When the appointed day arrived when the Dalai Lama had to move from 

Granada to the Alpujarra, the transport that had been thought was by car. A 90 

kms. route seemed to us to be reckless, because the winding road was narrow 

and there were also five kilometers of dirt track from the main road to the 

centre. The wheels of the vehicles would generate too much dust for a being of

such purity as His Holiness the Dalai Lama considered the manifestation of the 

love and compassion of all the Buddhas.

At first, it was considered to put a helicopter at his disposal, for that you had to 

rent it with a pilot and create a heliport near the center, but we didn't have 

enough time to prepare everything and the costs that it would imply for our 



precarious economies did not make it viable. Finally they offered an SUV that 

would lead the procession and the entourage would go behind to avoid 

generating dust. François had the great idea of hiring a tanker to go ahead of 

the SUV, spraying the dusty road with water.

Juan and I worked day and night building stairs to access the cortijo, we made 

them with stone and flat slate slabs. We had to prepare the only built retreat 

little house (Buddha Cave) where His Holiness the Dalai Lama would stay to 

rest and receive visitors. As there was no parking space in the centre for the 

hundreds of cars we were expecting, we fixed an esplanade a kilometer down 

the hill. On the way, from the impromptu parking to the centre, we arranged a 

narrow path that we marked with two lines of plaster so that visitors could 

climb directly without getting lost on the slope.

In the plot we put a hundred folding chairs for the authorities of the region and 

old people. Facing the open, beautiful and deep space that overlooked the 

Poqueira gorge and the Órgiva valley, we placed a large white canvas brought 

by Philip and mounted it in the plot, anchoring it and tying it with thick ropes to

large stones and stakes stuck in the ground. In order for the canvas to remain 

elevated, stretched and well suspended, we vertically placed long poplar struts,

thus creating a sheltered, intimate and shady space protecting our illustrious 

guest from the rays of the sun. Once everything was installed, the space 

resembled an Arab tent, the rest of the attendees sat on the ground up the hill 

as steps.

Lama Yeshe prepared a throne for His Holiness to sit on and to his right a 

traditional altar with representations of Buddhist deities. Juan, that same day 

went to the gates of the canals to bring the water to the centre. The water on 

its way above the plot, emitted a pleasant sound, refreshing the area and filling



the two pools that were in the upper and lower part of the cortijo, giving the 

appearance of two crystalline lakes in which the blue sky was reflected .

His Holiness the Dalai Lama before going up to the centre made a brief visit to 

the town of Bubión. The 300 inhabitants of the town dressed in their best 

clothes, the town music band accompanying in procession through the streets 

played their guitars and bandurrias from the top of the town to the church. 

Inside the temple, the pastor made the presentation and then invited the Dalai 

Lama to give a sermon. He spoke about love, compassion, and respect for 

others.

The lands of the retreat centre belonged to the municipalities of Pampaneira 

and Soportújar, but Bubión was the place where we had chosen to live. There 

we received the correspondence, we had the phone and the meditators and 

interested people passed through Bubión before going up to the centre. There 

was where we had our headquarters, our family lives, friends, etc. That was the

main reason the Dalai Lama was invited to Bubión.

He then went up to the retreat centre for about six hours. During that time, he 

received visits in the Buddha Cave retreat little house, gave a talk in the plot to

the hundreds of people who attended. Before starting the return to Granada, 

the Dalai Lama asked to meet those responsible for the centre. I was busy 

getting people up and down from the centre to the road when they told me that

the Dalai Lama wanted to see me, and totally surprised, I asked: why he wants 

to see me? We don't know they answered me; bewildered, I approached the 

cortijo to inquire. His Holiness wanted to meet the three of us: François, María 

and me. We went up to the little house where he was resting, he received us 

under a small covered terrace above the door, he offered each of us a piece of 

cake thanking us for the work we were doing. Then he put one of his arms on 

François's shoulder and the other arm on mine and asked his assistant to 



photograph the four of us. François and I came out in the snapshot with a piece

of cake in the open hand next to His Holiness the Dalai Lama crying like 

children, Maria looked calm. Then he told us that the place reminded him of his 

country: Tibet, and he wanted to give us a name for this centre: O SEL LING 

(the place of clear light).

François hired a team of image technicians to videotape the entire route of His 

Holiness during the three days of his staying in Granada and the Alpujarra

The honorable visit of His Holiness to the retreat centre was the seal that 

confirmed our existence, in addition, it enhanced the vision of our beloved 

teacher Lama Yeshe and demonstrated that this ambitious project was 

possible. No one saw it as clearly as François (director), María (administration) 

and myself (the one who gave material form to the projects). Our devotion to 

Lama Yeshe was high, sublime, with full confidence in his wisdom, love, and 

compassion. Few were confident that a project of that caliber could be 

successful. The people of our same community deflated and could not project 

that crazy dream.

Those people having that crazy dream were us, two friends who knew each 

other many years before, who loved, respected, complemented each other and 

understood each other with a few words. Then Maria appeared, in the second 

meditation course in Ibiza (1978). She fitted in perfectly with us, her feminine 

intuition, her ability in public relations and administrative management gave us

a new energy, empowering us even more. From that moment on, there were 

three of us.

Innovative constructions

Since we had already created the first space for the retreat, the kitchen to 

serve the meditator and several rooms in the cortijo, now the next step was to 



prepare a room for the cook. Once we finished the room, Núria appeared, who 

had made the first meditation retreat at Buddha Cave. She was a Buddhist 

sympathizer, she settled there to attend and feed the meditators who were 

arriving. Now that there was one person in the care of the meditators, we could

create new spaces to welcome more people. François had a great guide book 

with illustrations on constructions from all periods of different styles that 

indicated the construction technique step by step. There was a system that 

was used in modern wars to protect yourself from the bullets and bombs of the 

enemies, the construction was fast, solid and very cheap. It consisted of filling 

up sacks with soil and stacking them one on top of the other, just like the 

trenches of the military, but in our case it would be a rectangle or circle with an

included ceiling, two meters high, three and a half long and two and a half 

wide. We bought hundreds of bags and fill them by hand one by one with soil 

extracted from the place we had chosen. As the mountain by nature is sloping, 

when we extracted the soil with a pick and shovel, we were creating the 

esplanade where the bag little house would be located. It was a success, in a 

short time we built the first four little houses: Lama Song Kapa, Manyuri, Tara 

and Tilopa. We conditioned them inside with simplicity, we put a counter with a 

small inlaid basin, a tap with running water and a drain that was leading to the 

outside, we also enabled a small gas stove to make tea and heat the food, and 

of course, an altar to place the photos of the teachers and deities and in front 

of the altar a square platform with a cushion for meditation, also in front a 

small table to place the texts and books, and at one end a bed.

Extending a hose from the source to the little houses, we installed a faucet 

outside with a shower head, between four sticks surrounded by gayombas, to 

prevent visibility, and thus have running water outside for personal hygiene. As



the hose was black, we had the idea of placing a few meters in a circle facing 

the sun to heat it during the day and thus obtain hot water. A little away from 

the little houses we dug a hole in the ground with two planks that went through

the hole to pose the feet, which served as a toilet. When the meditator finished

his task, he threw, with a small spade, a handful of wood shavings, which we 

brought in sacks from the town carpenter, thus preventing bad odours from 

attracting insects.

The bag little houses were very well accepted, not only for being an organic 

and economical construction, but also on a more subtle level. When you were 

inside one of those cabins you could perceive the feeling of seclusion and calm 

that those spaces transmitted, that invited you to "be with yourself, being 

yourself", releasing tensions, concentrating and being able to observe the 

passage of each of the thoughts that were generated in the mind. By being 

aware of those perceptions and not being carried away by any of them, you 

could see how they arose and disappeared incessantly. That was possible, 

thanks to the power of attention that observed the constant movement of the 

breath air, its automatic and free flow in an atmosphere of total silence. The 

aroma of the soil that contained the sacks and the fabric of these fused with 

the smoke of the incense, which when burned inside the cave created a 

mystical atmosphere.

The friends of Buddhism based in England were the first to arrive and to 

generate that clear energy of meditation that permeated the little houses and 

the whole center. Those meditators were very serious practitioners, they went 

into retreat for several days or weeks without giving signs of life. We knew from

the supply baskets that we placed near their meditation caves and found 

empty, that they were alive. These meditators were the ones who supported 

the centre economically in the first stage. No one came from our foundation, 



because it was not believed yet that it was possible to create a place with such 

conditions and with such wonderful potential.

The second house built in the shape of a dome was another innovation and 

totally different from what we had done up to that moment. To give it the dome

shape, it was necessary to align it with guide ropes in order to follow them with

brick by brick glued together with plaster without deviating, so that it was very 

solid we covered it with reinforced concrete and finally we finished it off by 

covering it with solid. This little house was named Nagaryuna. (The next name 

on the list that Lama Yeshe gave us).

The centre grew slowly because any job represented an enormous physical and

economic effort. Maria and I, with our children, traveled at intervals for weeks 

in other provinces to do jobs and earn money to cover all the needs of the 

family, and then continue our dedication to the retreat centre, which was our 

great passion.

In early 1983, a group of Lama Yeshe students who had been formed in Madrid 

invited him to teach a meditation course together with the initiation of 

Yamantaka. They had no fixed venue for the event, but one person from the 

group, Andrés Zala, had a detached house on Avenida Aster and offered it for 

that event. The detached house had no conditions for the large group of 

attendees expected, it was also full of furniture from a hotel that Andrés had 

sold and dismantled, so it was unfeasible. If something was wanted to be done 

in that place, Andrés had to sell the furniture, and once the space was cleared, 

the remodeling work would begin. For that job they thought of me. When they 

communicated it to me, I did not hesitate to accept it. I consulted María and 

she did not object, as long as it was not for long. I told François that I would go 

to Madrid for a while to prepare the house where Lama Yeshe would give the 

meditation course, he objected arguing that it was not the time to stop working



in the retreat centre and that if I left, everything would stop. Despite his 

objections, my answer was firm and final, I would go to Madrid with or without 

his consent. François became angry and threatened that if I went to Madrid, we

would stop working together. I answered him that I agreed, but I would do what

my heart told me.

I arrived in Madrid ready in body and soul to prepare the detached house 

following the instructions of Pablo Giral, José Juan Ortiz and Andrés Zala 

(organizers of the course). The tools that I brought were insufficient because it 

was necessary to raise terrazzo floors and break off part of the roof to create 

an interior garden. It was necessary to open gaps in the ceilings to make 

skylights and let in natural light, raise partitions to create areas, place doors, 

pave terraces ... Maces, picks and shovels were bought and I started working. I 

settled in the same house because I thought it was the most suitable place. I 

had been offered other options in private homes, but I chose to stay focused on

the workplace. The organizers came to work in their spare time and that gave 

me a lot of encouragement. Some night they invited me to go out to dinner, 

making my stomach happy, because eating only sandwiches my digestive 

system was suffering. I missed the routine of touching my children, hugging 

and kissing them. Also the company of Maria. Sleeping alone, it was a long 

time since I did, but that was good to detach myself a little from some worldly 

pleasures that I had deeply rooted.

Maria was uneasy because the time we had determined was already passing, 

although by phone I explained in detail what I was doing, she wanted me to 

come back soon. At the end she showed up in Madrid to see with her own eyes 

what I was spending time on and she liked everything she saw. We were able to

be together for two days and some time later we learned that Maria returned to



Bubión pregnant again, it would be our fourth child, our precious Dolma (the 

one who frees us from all obstacles).

The Madrid group generously compensated me for my work and I sent that 

money to María. They belonged to wealthy families, had good homes and 

excellent, well-paid jobs, they could afford to spend some of their time helping 

me without their finances depending on it, instead, I dedicated all my time to 

that project and it was the only income I could count on to support a family 

that had grown rapidly in a short time.

The work was temporarily closed a few days before the meditation course was 

held, which would only last a weekend. The room was filled with old disciples 

and new expectant and eager listeners to see and hear, live, a Tibetan Lama. 

Lama Yeshe was majestic as always, transmitting the Buddha's teachings with 

mastery and wisdom, conquering all of us with extravagant joy and his great 

contagious energy.

María and François came to Madrid on the last day to interview Lama Yeshe. It 

was a personal meeting in which only the three of us participated. The reason 

for the interview was to ask Lama for clear and concise guidelines on how to 

develop the retreat centre. We recorded it holding the camera in the hand with 

a homemade video camera because we didn't have a tripod. François was the 

one asking the questions, because Maria and I did not speak or understand 

English. I held the camera, focusing it mainly on Lama's face, which was very 

expressive and he laughed constantly.

I have never been too clever in raising issues because I do not know what to 

say, it was Lama who asked me if the place where we were creating the new 

centre was clean and healthy, if the water was good and if there were animals. 

I answered yes to everything and told him an anecdote that occurred to me: I 

went to fill some water bottles at one of the springs that were scattered 



throughout the centre, when I saw a snake of a greenish color that was perched 

on a stone sunbathing, it occurred to me without much thought, that I wanted 

to caress it, I moved my hand slowly without any fear, with the pulse totally 

stable, until I reached its head that I caressed repeatedly until the snake slowly 

left for another place. Lama laughed out loud, and repeated: good, good, very 

good. I had the feeling that the only one who believed me was Lama because 

François and María showed some disbelief. Lama answered all our questions 

extensively with simple but very eloquent and wise answers. The last thing he 

said before saying goodbye was: I am very grateful for your work, I will never 

forget you, we have a karma business together.

When the course ended, Lama returned to Nepal, and all who had participated 

also left for their respective routine lives. María and François returned to Bubión

and I stayed to finish the work that had been pending. When I was on my own I 

had a relapse of energy so brutal that I was exhausted without knowing the 

reasons why I was experiencing those feelings. After everyone left, that same 

night I decided to sleep in the same bed that Lama Yeshe had used. Without 

feeling any prejudice, remorse or any other negative sensation, I went to bed 

falling completely asleep. The next morning I woke up happy, content, exultant 

and without knowing the reasons. But I believed, without hesitation, that this 

was the best gift that Lama Yeshe could have given me, medicine to calm the 

mind.

Geshe Tempa Dhraguey

 For O Sel Ling, Lama Yeshe assigned us a 63-year-old Tibetan Geshe Tempa 

Dharguey who was accompanied by the very young translator Thubten Sering 

(18-year-old Nepali). The legal process to arrange all the documentation for 

them to travel to Spain was very complex, because the Lama, being a Tibetan 



refugee, required many more paperwork than usual, they finally arrived in 

1984.

Geshe Tempa Dharguey with his arrival and stay, filled with his blessed 

teachings the centre, the residents and the countless people who asked for 

personal interviews continuously to receive his wise advice. He was residing in 

the centre until the day of his death in 1995.

In 1984 Lama Yeshe passed away in California USA. A great sadness invaded us

but we knew that his spirit and his teachings would never leave us.

On February 12, 1985, our fifth son Osel was born. This event was a turning 

point in our lives, in our community and in the world, because in 1986 Osel was

recognized as the reincarnation of Lama Yeshe,

In 1986, two Danish women came to the center fleeing the radioactive 

contamination that had caused the accident at the Chernobyl nuclear power 

plant in Russia, and that also affected their country. They came with the 

proposal to build a small house for themselves to use for long retreats. The 

agreement reached with them was that when they did not occupy the house, 

the centre could have it for other meditators and when they died, the house 

would remain the property of the center.

This little house, with the name of Vajrayogini, was built without any artificial 

material, without cement, irons, plastic or chemical substances, because they 

said it affected them for meditation. The house was built with stone walls and 

as mortar we used sand mixed with lime, the ceiling with chestnut beams, the 

interiors we built with a brick partition forming an air chamber and covered 

with plaster, the floor was made of slabs of pressed and handmade clay. We 

made the waterproofing of the roof deck in the most traditional way with a 



thick layer of launa (clay) and a good slope so that the rainwater circulates 

without stagnating.

The geodesic dome

When the Nagaryuna centre in Monóvar ceased its informative activities, Ven. 

Lama Lobsang Sultrin moved to Barcelona together with his translator 

Wanchen. The dome was dismantled and transported in a truck to Madrid 

where it was stored waiting for what to do with it. The structure was made up 

of about 60 or 70 tubes about 3 meters long by about 35 cm. in diameter and 

weighing 15 kgs. per tube. There were also a dozen base plates and a plastic 

cloth, which was hung with carabiners inside the structure, weighing about 70 

kgs.

The Madrid group had it safely, but without the possibility of giving it a useful 

function. To set it up, a good flat and wide lot was necessary and the city 

lacked areas with these characteristics. François insisted on taking it to Bubión 

for two reasons, firstly because that structure had been purchased by his 

cousin Philip directly from the engineers, secondly because in O-Se-Ling it 

would be given a useful and beneficial function, since it would serve for 

meditation courses with of much larger group. Once everyone agreed, the 

dome arrived at Bubión and we stored it at the door of our house. Looking at 

the plans we found that a few tubes were missing, they were probably lost in 

the transportation or someone used them for other functions. Definitely, the 

dome could not be assembled without completing all the tubes, an English 

blacksmith who lived in another town happened to pass by the Alpujarra, 

having knowledge of it, we proposed him the work, not easy, to build the 

missing tubes by hand. That skilled professional bought the material and was 

able to shape and measure it properly, building them in the same way as the 

other tubes. It was an admirable work of pure craftsmanship.



The idea of assembling it in O Sel Ling was fantastic, but where? Various 

options were considered. Make a clearance in front of the cortijo and fit it 

there? It was not a good option, because the volume of land would be brutal 

and the cost very high. Finally, François made the decision and, without 

consulting anyone, hired a chain bulldozer, built an access road to the highest 

part of the land, and on a hillside began to extract pure rock material from the 

mountain until creating a hole to give room for the dome. The investment was 

very very expensive, but thanks again to the financial support of his mother 

(Mrs. Louis) that great achievement was possible.

Once the esplanade was made, we measured the diameter that the dome 

would occupy and painted the tubes with lead oxide (antioxidant paint) before 

assembling them.

Once mounted, the vision impressed by its majesty. It was a contemporary 

structure, beautiful, resistant and with a spacious interior in which more than 

one hundred people could be seated. The plastic cloth that covered it no longer

existed because the sun and frost had deteriorated it so much that we decided 

to burn it. But in the absence of the fabric, another idea came up that was not 

so easy to carry out, if we carried it out, it would not be cheap, because we 

would have to hire peons from the town to carry out the project. The idea was 

to fill the triangles that geodesically formed the tubes with live plaster (a way 

to knead the plaster that quickly sets, obtaining a hard and resistant mass), but

if we also placed, among the plaster, wire cloth that is used in chicken coops, 

the result would be armed plaster.

At that time, I was working in Bubión with the Malagueña Company, MZOV SA, building a 

43-module tourist village that, once completed, was inaugurated by King Don Juan Carlos.

I was the assistant to the construction manager (Francisco Prados, a great professional) 

taking care of the maintenance of cranes, vehicle fleet, tools and also a driver. I was 



working in the company with total availability and as there was trust and good 

understanding I asked them to temporarily lend me scaffolding to be able to work in the 

dome. There was no problem on the part of the company, they lent me all the scaffolding 

that I might need and also the land Rover of the company. Once the scaffolding was in 

place, the plywood boards were cut to the measure of each triangle and they were held to 

the tubes with wires, once the boards were fixed, the plaster was poured over the top, 

which quickly solidified and finally formed the triangle both outside and inside the dome. 

The elaboration was slow but the final result was excellent. But what would happen if it 

started to rain? The plaster would probably fall apart with the water, but we couldn't allow 

that to happen, because all the work would have been useless. We decided to buy a huge 

plastic that we spread over the triangles as they were being finished and protected them 

from a possible disaster. Once the entire external structure had dried, it had to be 

waterproofed and for this we used a synthetic polyurethane layer, a product that is used to 

protect the hulls of boats. The next step was to paint white on the inside. 

Then, over a weekend, we spread a thick layer of concrete across the entire 

diameter of the inside of the dome. A sewing workshop was commissioned to 

manufacture white canvas covers that were filled with flat foam rubber sheets 

to cover the entire interior surface of the home. After all the work was done 

and the cushions were placed for the meditators to sit, the impression of the 

room seemed unreal because it gave the feeling of being in a space capsule 

and you could not resist the desire to sit quietly in silence to perceive the 

energy so positive that radiated from that place.

From the beginning the dome was offered for all kinds of activities, meditation 

courses, group retreats of Tibetan Buddhism and Zen; Shiatsu, shamanism, 

yoga groups ...

From that moment, O Sel Ling gradually grew to become what it is today, a 

consolidated Buddhist centre known worldwide, in which recognized Dharma 



teachers have been through and which have had the opportunity to find the 

way to spirituality to a multitude of people.

In 1993 (approx.), acting director François was replaced by Estrella Mamper, 

when he ceased his charge he repeatedly demanded that the centre return the 

money he had invested during his term as director. The new directress was an 

excellent executive who knew how to manage O Sel Ling admirably, standing 

out in financing and in the economy. She collected, from various sources, the 

money that François asked for.

With Estrella, a cycle began in which until now, 2019, all the directors have 

been women: Isabel, Gloria, Paloma, Carmen and Ana. Each of them has 

developed in different areas, wonderful projects, with great intelligence and 

being very careful, always taking into account the advice of our dear teacher 

Ven. Lama Zopa: offer optimal conditions so that those who are determined to 

inspect their mind through meditation have the opportunity to use the centre 

as a vehicle to follow the path of Dharma.

Paco Hita


