· Friends of home economics college and their whats’ app group. 
· Chatter at the back.. and I love u.
· Shopping. 
· Meeting of Islamabad and Lahore group at chakri.
· Khewra details.
· Pics.
· 
Khewra visit with College Class fellows
A memorable trip
‘Oh so you all are college friends …. that’s why!’ When I looked at her questioningly… she added, ‘ I was wondering how you all are so comfortable with each other.’ She was a Pakistani, settled in USA, and had come here for ten days.  We were inside the Khewra Salt Mines, located near Bhera which is bang in the center of Lahore and Islamabad Motorway. There were about sixteen  of us.
College friends’ re-union:
Actually, we all were having the time of our lives. One of our class fellows, Asma somehow got all seventy of us in the WhatsApp group. There was so much celebration of finding each other that I just bailed out of it, - as I’d done with several other groups who had included me – with my explanation that I’m too deep in this book project and can’t be so much diverted. Also, my phone was constantly crashing with all those forwards. So, as I was telling you, due to a few on my FB friends list we got each-others’ interesting news and views. There are class-fellows all over the world. So, when the Lahore group decided to go to Peshawar on invitation, they invited me too. I declined as I was 250 feet deep in my water boring pump project, book launch and several other projects. But when I heard they are going to Khewra, I melted with all that salt and decided to join them with two of my college friends here. So, it was all settled. 
We joined them at Chakri on 27th, on their way back from Peshawar to Lahore. My friend Farkhanda’s son Khan insisted on not letting me do the driving, he had provided us his driver and car which was  taking us. Secretly happy, I agreed. So, there we were … late at Chakri our meeting point. It was a real Hare and Tortoise situation, where we thought we are nearby and will certainly reach before them. They had just reached and got refreshed when we arrived at Chakri. 
After all the hugging and kissing, we all settled into their bus, asking the driver of the car, to follow the bus. Two of the friends were missing. It turned out there was a case of diarrhea and constipation….. so it was only natural. As we waited, the newcomers were informed about their Peshawar trip. They mentioned all the delicious meals they had had in Peshawar and so there were these two ‘casualties’. So, when they finally came, one of them remarked, ‘you all knew, so why are you surprised at the delay’.  Another responded saying, ‘the way you had rushed, we thought the good news had come!’
Khewra Salt Mines.
We hadn’t yet reached, when I was informed that ‘one of the horses of Alexander the Great, was seen licking the ‘stones’ here with great relish. We all know that horses like to lick salt. So, that is how the soldiers of Alexander, discovered this place in 3… BC. After that slowly and surely this place kept being revisited, till 1876 when the British freshly having ‘settled’ the locals to accept them as the ‘owners’ of this land, took over the salt mines and set about doing it up. This rest house was built then, and it was after a hundred and forty-one  years that this batch from Home Economics College decided to have lunch here on October 27th 2017. 
The train ride was really amazing.  It was appropriately rickety and the lighting in the tunnel kept changing from green, to red, and blue. It was a long tunnel, yet one felt extremely fresh air around one, there was nothing ‘musty’ here. I could see ‘hospitals’ which were a few rooms which are kept here for actual patients of asthma and other illnesses who are given space here to stay several hours to heal themselves. The mosque was really cute and small with the glowing bricks made of salt. Then there was the ‘minar’ and the ‘pull sarat’ or a bridge over water which is over sixty feet deep. 
The dripping water from the ceiling evaporates to make little hills of salt, as it drips it keeps coagulating into salt looking like icicles. 
I was glad to notice that the management and our guide were very proud of the place. They made sure no one brought in any eatables, or threw litter. Yet, there were signs of it. 
The little ponds made from the water dripping in, is deep but the guide assured us ‘no one can drown here, as the water is so saltish- just like sea water.’
[bookmark: _GoBack]When we came out of it, thrilled to see that none of us had felt at all claustrophobic inside, and really enjoyed seeing the place together. On arrival at the bus, we saw the driver, and his two assistants being angry with the teenager ‘chotay’ for having lost the bus key. 
 
