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1: My Right Word: Sometimes, It's the Other Way Around
2 â€” used to say that the opposite situation is true Sometimes I cook and she does the dishes and sometimes it is the
other way around.

Issue Children locked in dog kennels, crying by the sides of roads at night, wrapped in glittering Mylar
blankets on the floors of Border Patrol processing centers, stowed away in an abandoned Walmart, flown
thousands of miles from their parents. He sits in a leather chair in the Oval Office, his arms crossed in a
gesture not unlike that of a petulant toddler on time-out. It turns out people care a lot. Yet despite the
heightened scrutiny the detention of migrant children has received in recent weeks, little effort has been made
to explain the origins of the crisis. When the media stops to explain why Central American refugees are
pouring over the border, it notes that Honduras, El Salvador and Guatemala â€” where most of the refugees
hail from â€” are poor, politically unstable and plagued by some of the highest murder rates in the world. This
begs the question, why are things so bad there? What chain of events has caused parents to flee at great risk to
themselves, only to see their children ripped from them and tossed into cages? Not that the right wing wants to
hear it. This is a smear against immigrants as an entire group, who studies repeatedly show are less likely to
commit crimes, and who contribute far more in taxes than they receive back in public services. And what if it
has come not from the South to the North but the other way around â€” an invasion by a powerful northern
neighbor intent on extracting as much wealth and resources as it can from smaller, weaker nations and ready to
bend their governments to its will? The phrase conjures up images of a languid tropical locale where the
government is corrupt and unstable and the economy functions at the whim of a few powerful interests. Henry
first used it in a novel based on the time he spent on the Atlantic coast of Honduras, where the United Fruit
Company was muscling its way into the country. El Salvador also became a full-fledged banana republic in
the late 19th century, though its rugged terrain made coffee, not bananas, the main export crop for
international markets. Coffee exports increased by more than 1, percent between and The large profits fueled
the rapid concentration of land ownership and the rise of an oligarchy known as the Fourteen Families. This
process was aided by pro-free market governments that abolished communal landholdings and passed
anti-vagrancy laws that ensured peasants and other rural people would work on coffee plantations. In , the
hated National Guard was established as a rural police force that suppressed any sign of dissent. A peasant
revolt in El Salvador was crushed, and 30, people were butchered over 10 days, in what became known as La
Matanza, The Massacre. In nearby Nicaragua, rebel leader Augusto Sandino was captured and executed in
after attending peace talks with the government. His movement was subsequently wiped out, as U. In ,
progressive army officers in Guatemala helped topple a brutal dictator and usher in a decade of health,
education and labor reforms. The usual reign of terror followed for decades. In the late s, pent-up demands for
change in Central America erupted. In Nicaragua, the Somoza family dictatorship was toppled by the
Sandinistas, a leftist rebel group that took its name and inspiration from the original Sandino. Revolutionary
movements surged in El Salvador and Guatemala as well. For the United States, it was a moment of
reckoning. Instead, the United States doubled down in support of its regional anti-communist allies and their
butchery when President Ronald Reagan came into office in He had promised, in as many words, to make
America great again after the U. Reagan staffed his administration with right-wing ideologues such as U.
Ambassador Jeane Kirkpatrick, Lt. The price for their holy war would be paid with the blood of others.
Vultures of course suggest the presence of a body. A knot of children on the streets suggests the presence of a
body. Bodies turn up in the brush of vacant lots, in garbage thrown down ravines in he richest districts, in
public rest rooms, in bus stations. Some are dropped in Lake Ilopango, a few miles to the east of the city, and
wash up near the lakeside cottages and clubs frequented by what remains in San Salvador of the sporting
bourgeoisie. When word got out, the Reagan administration treated the massacre as so much fake news. When
investigators were finally able to enter El Mozote more than a decade later, they found the remains of children
aged 12 or younger. A similar dynamic unfolded in Guatemala, where urban protests were suppressed
mercilessly and the Army unleashed a scorched-earth campaign in the highlands, massacring whole villages of
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Mayan Indians thought to be in cahoots with leftist rebels. The Central American wars of the s left an
estimated , people dead, the great majority of whom died at the hands of right-wing forces. Hundreds of
thousands fled to the United States. As the Cold War wrapped up, peace treaties were signed and the wars
wound down, leaving destabilized societies in their wake. The region, no longer a geopolitical flashpoint, was
largely forgotten by Washington policymakers, whose attentions were increasingly drawn to fighting bloody
new crusades in the Middle East. Not that the U. Sure enough, over the next several years, U. Under the deal,
the FMLN laid down its arms and became a legal political party. The Salvadoran Army was cut in half, and
known human-rights abusers were purged. The National Guard was disbanded and replaced with a civilian
police force that incorporated some former FMLN combatants. The FMLN competed for the first time in
elections in the spring of At that time, I was staying in a dusty market town as the guest of a local family, and
hitchhiked around the country without incident. Above all, people conveyed to me a feeling of relief tinged
with optimism that a conflict that claimed 75, lives over a dozen years was finally over. It all went down
peacefully. When I returned to visit a year later, the country was seized by fear of a growing crime wave. A
sense of menace lurked in the air. The new president vowed on national television to go after the criminals
with a mano duro, or heavy hand. The deportees, in many cases, had come with their refugee parents to Los
Angeles in the early s as small children and later had joined Salvadoran street gangs. With a weak state, little
in the way of jobs or opportunities for the deportees the U. MS and 18th Street would soon expand their reach
into Guatemala and Honduras, with similarly harrowing results. The three nations in the northern half of
Central America became the homicide capital of the world. The country had been spared the worst of the s-era
conflicts. Still, it was one of the poorest countries in the Western Hemisphere. During his three and a half
years in office, free education for all children was introduced along with free school meals for poor children;
the minimum wage was boosted by 80 percent; and domestic employees became covered by the social security
system for the first time. For once in its long, oligarchical history, Honduras had a president that was doing
something for the people. Honduran elites and U. In June , he was overthrown in a coup with the tacit support
of the Obama administration, and was spirited into exile in the middle of the night. Massive protests followed,
but the new regime clung to power. Both common crime and politically motivated assassinations soared. The
presidential elections in and were marred by claims of fraud and saw anti-government protesters killed by
police. Amid the chaos, refugees began streaming north to the U. After a lull, the number of asylum-seeking
refugees from Central America is growing again. Barack Obama, the cool and detached deporter-in-chief,
oversaw the removal of three million immigrants during his eight years in office, only to be replaced by
Donald Trump with his naked, unabashed racism. While the courts will have their say on questions of law,
people around the country are leading the way with acts of solidarity. Here are a few examples. Rio Grande
Valley â€” In this normally sleep corner of Texas, waves of protesters from around the country have
descended on the detention sites where child refugees have been warehoused. New York City â€” On the night
of June 20, hundreds of New Yorkers turned out at LaGuardia Airport to greet children separated from their
parents being flown into the New York area on commercial airlines. When the detainees heard them, they
cheered loudly. Similar occupations have since popped up outside ICE headquarters in other cities. The drama
playing out right now is not just about detained families and their fate. Amid wars, so-called failed states and
above all climate change, the 21st century will be a century of unprecedented human migration. How will we
respond? From the time he rode down the escalator at Trump Tower to announce his presidential candidacy,
Donald Trump has appealed to the racist paranoia of his Make America White Again followers. Now that the
cruelty of his policies has ignited widespread revulsion, another more inclusive vision of who we can be is
being advanced. Welcoming the Central American refugees is the smart thing to do. In time they will
contribute much to our society. It also gives us a chance to reckon with the history that brought them here and
begin to take responsibility for it. When we embrace the refugee, we embrace the best in ourselves. Love
trumps hate, as the saying goes. But only if we make it happen. Get weekly digest delivered to your inbox.
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2: 60 Quotes that Will Change the Way You Think
Define the other way around. the other way around synonyms, the other way around pronunciation, the other way
around translation, English dictionary definition of the.

A baby boy was born. They decided to call him Zeke. At last someone to carry on the family business. On the
other side of town of Surendernagar, the oil merchant was celebrating as well. They decided to call him Purab.
Purab was ready for a life of luxury. Zeke was a happy boy and had no complains. The cobbler let Zeke lead
his childhood, as any child would want. He did not push him to learn the trade. Zeke sometimes did watch his
father tending to the footwear but would soon be back to his favourite activity involving climbing trees in the
forest or playing hide and seek with his street dog lovingly called Patch. When Zeke felt hungry he would
return home to have food and back again to play. Schooling was a distant thought. Purab also had an enviable
childhood. Purab always had more than enough of everything he wanted. All his needs were addressed with a
train of servants, footmen, caretakers. He too could climb trees in his spacious garden, played hide, and seek
with his retinue of servants and his friends, specially invited so that Purab never had to leave his home. He
never knew what a school looked like. Zeke was now 18 years old. His father told him that he now had to take
the family business forward. Zeke had learnt from his father all that had to be learnt about the mysteries of
hide, leather, shoe making etc. Quite many years later the father was now a wizened old man. He saw Zeke
now a young man with a child of his own. Zeke was always in his shop. He had managed to grow his business
and it was now a hundred fold than what it was when he had taken it over. Days on end, he would spend in the
shop trying to enhance his business. He could barely manage to spend three days in a month at home if at all.
Purab now 18 was called by his father and was handed over the rich leather chair to symbolize his being the
new person at the helm of the oil business. Decision-making was not his forte. He had no skill in
decision-making. He saw Purab now a young man with a child of his own. Purab was always at home. Days
on end he would spend at home playing with his child and managed to spend three days in a month at office if
at all. One fine morning when the sun was about to rise, Zeke was travelling in his car when it stopped near
the forest. While the driver was busy looking the car, Zeke got down and wandered into the forest. He was
quiet and lost in thought. He recollected his childhood days and then realized that he had not met his wife and
child for over a month now. The sun had risen now, he looked a large banyan tree and he remembered
climbing it when he was a child. He managed to climb it now. Not as sprightly, as before and yet he could. He
saw the squirrels and he located the nice pebble he had hidden in the secret cavity. He saw the birds beginning
to emerge from their sleep. He got down the tree, walked, and did not bother to wear his shoes. He told his
driver to take the car back to the office and walked home to see his child and wife and be with his father. One
fine morning when the sun was about to rise, Purab was awake. He looked around and saw his father. He was
up and about tending the garden. Hardly any servants now at his beck and call. Sacks of groundnuts, sesame
lined in order and lying uncared for. Signs of dereliction were showing. Something stirred in his heart and
Purab walk erect and went to his father. He bowed to him, without a word went inside bid his wife and child
goodbye promising them to see them later that year, and went straight to the factory.
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3: Sometimes, It's the Other Way Around, a kuroko no basuke/é»’å•ã•®ãƒ•ã‚¹ã‚± fanfic | FanFiction
The way he and Kagami flirt was the most amusing thing after all. He couldn't help himself as he rose slightly to surge
forward and give Kagami a light kiss on the lips, much to Kagami's utter horror.

Kuroko no Basuke Genre: Fujimaki Tadatoshi owns Kuroko no Basuke. Specially made for ichigohaatsu for
bribing me with another translation of Kurobasu character song. Will you please go out with me? Furihata had
accumulated his courage to face that special person directly and confess, completely knowing that it was a
very long shot. He knew he was probably would get rejected instantly, or worse. That person was his â€”dare
to sayâ€” first love. Those eyes were absolutely gorgeous. That person smiled disturbingly before speaking
again. When you succeed on keeping the end of your bargain, come to me once again. He took a deep breath
before letting it out slowly, pacing his respiration process so as to not excess the limit of the normal rate. He
was this close to keep his promise to that person, just one step further, and this time that person would have to
notice his being, maybe better, to acknowledge him. Do I look different from usual? Will do," Furihata said,
still smiling even though he was close to grimacing at the sting on his back. Is it a girl? Furi did say that he
wanted to impress his crush, right, by becoming number one in Japan? Furihata blushed slightly as he
remembered his own words at the rooftop last spring. Furihata, are you blushing? Jeez, youâ€¦ you surprised
meâ€¦! Anyway, it is a big step to participate in final match at Winter Cup tomorrow, right? I bet she will be
awed," Kuroko continued, looking supportive. Leave it alone already! He glanced warily at Kuroko who in
turn was staring at Furihata with unreadable expression. Kuroko, you promised to go shopping for first aid kit
supply with me today, right? Obviously, because Furihata had no confidence to talk to Kuroko about such
sensitive matter at school, since the walls had ears both in and outside the buildings. God, he was so
embarrassed. All those fights they had for almost everything were actually the way they are flirting? Kuroko
raised his eyebrows slightly, though, seeming to have caught immediately. I will make him notice me
tomorrow. Now you will see me. Furihata glanced at the score board. Seirin was in pursuit. Furihata took a
deep breath and exhaled harshly; convincing himself that he would change that. Furihata could do this. What
do you have in mind? Furihata was insane and suicidal, undeniably. Akashi was still quiet for awhile before a
haughty smile slowly bloomed on his face. Akashi actually looked stunned and his teammates visibly gaped.
Seirin cheered like crazed monkeys because the one who could conquer the Emperor Eyes were their very
ordinary player, Furihata Kouki. Kagami passed back, Kiyoshi caught and jumped to shoot. Avoiding defense
blocking, he changed the shoot into a last second pass to Hyuuga and of course, captain shot a three pointer
just before the final blow of the whistle. Everyone held their breath until the ball hit the rim of the ring,
spinning over it and finallyâ€¦ went in. Despite panting and wheezing harshly, the Seirin team instantaneously
whooped in joy, jumping, screaming and hugging each other almost violently while crying and laughing
absolutely looking like a bunch of lunatics. Becauseâ€¦ because finallyâ€¦ finally! They had reached it. They
stood at the top now. A number one in Japan! Akashi looked strangely blank as he looked upward at the high
ceiling while the other players cried out and shed tears in frustration, because their titled as an Emperor had
been stripped off, their school name scarred by their loss against a baby team that had only been existing for
two years. Though, unlike what other people thought, Akashi seemed oddly composed with all of this. Akashi
reacted at the call though, and he took a deep sigh before exhaling slowly. Instead, he walked approaching the
Seirin team bench where they were preparing to go as well. Akashi stopped right in front of Furihata who was
still on his seat, slipping his arm in his jacket. He was surprised when he noticed the red haired teen in front of
him. He noted that his friends were looking at them funnily, some with wary expressions. Oh, and my name is
Furihata Kouki, by the way. I hope you remember it this time. Alsoâ€¦ Akashi Seijuurou, please go out with
me," Furihata said with a positive nice grin now, his face warming considerably as he confessed his love once
again to this person. The others were speechless, still in total disbelief and incredulity, or they had just lost
consciousness. Kuroko looked rather amused, though, and Furihata was still smiling bashfully at Akashi who
stilled in astounded look. It was very adorable. Will you keep your promise that time, Akashi-kun? These eyes
belong to you now, so I shall only see you and only you, Kouki. Get a room you two! And Seirin team minus
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Kuroko still carried on with their speechlessness. A Couple Born from Basketball! Akashi paused and averted
his gaze slightly. This time, Kagami looked up, looking unsure. It was such a shock when Furihata suddenly
confessed his love to Akashi-kun just after the match ended, thoughâ€¦" Kuroko chuckled. Dating Akashi
Seijuurouâ€¦ seriously, he must have been out of his mind to pull out such stunt," Kagami shook his head, a
bead of sweat trickling down his cheek. After all, they make such strange and yet cute couple," Kuroko
replied. Kuroko just loved seeing him squirm like that every time he caught the Tiger off guard. Kuroko
revised his earlier statement. The way he and Kagami flirt was the most amusing thing after all. What are you
doing in such place!? Akashi-kun, can I ki-nnh-kiss you? Seriouslyâ€¦ those eyes are driving me crazy! Akashi
grunted and groaned lightly as increased his pace. My mother is nagging at me that she wants to see you,"
Akashi offered and Furihata gasped. Uhâ€¦ for some reason, this feels more like a compilation of drables
accumulated into a chapter with such unrelated sequence, rather than a one-shot. I hope you still love this
AkaFuri despite the messy plot. XPP The author would like to thank you for your continued support. Your
review has been posted.
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4: It's The Other Way Around | www.enganchecubano.com
Home; Forum; Premiere League; Arsenal; If this is your first visit, be sure to check out the FAQ by clicking the link
above. You may have to register before you can post: click the register link above to proceed.

Specially made for ichigohaatsu for bribing me with another translation of Kurobasu character song. Fujimaki
Tadatoshi owns Kuroko no Basuke. Will you please go out with me? Furihata had accumulated his courage to
face that special person directly and confess, completely knowing that it was a very long shot. He knew he was
probably would get rejected instantly, or worse. That person was his â€”dare to sayâ€” first love. Those eyes
were absolutely gorgeous. That person smiled disturbingly before speaking again. When you succeed on
keeping the end of your bargain, come to me once again. He took a deep breath before letting it out slowly,
pacing his respiration process so as to not excess the limit of the normal rate. He was this close to keep his
promise to that person, just one step further, and this time that person would have to notice his being, maybe
better, to acknowledge him. Do I look different from usual? Will do," Furihata said, still smiling even though
he was close to grimacing at the sting on his back. Is it a girl? Furi did say that he wanted to impress his crush,
right, by becoming number one in Japan? Furihata blushed slightly as he remembered his own words at the
rooftop last spring. Furihata, are you blushing? Jeez, youâ€¦ you surprised meâ€¦! Anyway, it is a big step to
participate in final match at Winter Cup tomorrow, right? I bet she will be awed," Kuroko continued, looking
supportive. Leave it alone already! He glanced warily at Kuroko who in turn was staring at Furihata with
unreadable expression. Kuroko, you promised to go shopping for first aid kit supply with me today, right?
Obviously, because Furihata had no confidence to talk to Kuroko about such sensitive matter at school, since
the walls had ears both in and outside the buildings. God, he was so embarrassed. All those fights they had for
almost everything were actually the way they are flirting? Kuroko raised his eyebrows slightly, though,
seeming to have caught immediately. I will make him notice me tomorrow. Now you will see me. Furihata
glanced at the score board. Seirin was in pursuit. Furihata took a deep breath and exhaled harshly; convincing
himself that he would change that. Furihata could do this. What do you have in mind? Furihata was insane and
suicidal, undeniably. Akashi was still quiet for awhile before a haughty smile slowly bloomed on his face.
Akashi actually looked stunned and his teammates visibly gaped. Seirin cheered like crazed monkeys because
the one who could conquer the Emperor Eyes were their very ordinary player, Furihata Kouki. Kagami passed
back, Kiyoshi caught and jumped to shoot. Avoiding defense blocking, he changed the shoot into a last second
pass to Hyuuga and of course, captain shot a three pointer just before the final blow of the whistle. Everyone
held their breath until the ball hit the rim of the ring, spinning over it and finallyâ€¦ went in. Despite panting
and wheezing harshly, the Seirin team instantaneously whooped in joy, jumping, screaming and hugging each
other almost violently while crying and laughing absolutely looking like a bunch of lunatics. Becauseâ€¦
because finallyâ€¦ finally! They had reached it. They stood at the top now. A number one in Japan! Akashi
looked strangely blank as he looked upward at the high ceiling while the other players cried out and shed tears
in frustration, because their titled as an Emperor had been stripped off, their school name scarred by their loss
against a baby team that had only been existing for two years. Though, unlike what other people thought,
Akashi seemed oddly composed with all of this. Akashi reacted at the call though, and he took a deep sigh
before exhaling slowly. Instead, he walked approaching the Seirin team bench where they were preparing to
go as well. Akashi stopped right in front of Furihata who was still on his seat, slipping his arm in his jacket.
He was surprised when he noticed the red haired teen in front of him. He noted that his friends were looking at
them funnily, some with wary expressions. Oh, and my name is Furihata Kouki, by the way. I hope you
remember it this time. Alsoâ€¦ Akashi Seijuurou, please go out with me," Furihata said with a positive nice
grin now, his face warming considerably as he confessed his love once again to this person. The others were
speechless, still in total disbelief and incredulity, or they had just lost consciousness. Kuroko looked rather
amused, though, and Furihata was still smiling bashfully at Akashi who stilled in astounded look. It was very
adorable. Will you keep your promise that time, Akashi-kun? These eyes belong to you now, so I shall only
see you and only you, Kouki. Get a room you two! And Seirin team minus Kuroko still carried on with their
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speechlessness. A Couple Born from Basketball! Akashi paused and averted his gaze slightly. This time,
Kagami looked up, looking unsure. It was such a shock when Furihata suddenly confessed his love to
Akashi-kun just after the match ended, thoughâ€¦" Kuroko chuckled. Dating Akashi Seijuurouâ€¦ seriously, he
must have been out of his mind to pull out such stunt," Kagami shook his head, a bead of sweat trickling down
his cheek. After all, they make such strange and yet cute couple," Kuroko replied. Kuroko just loved seeing
him squirm like that every time he caught the Tiger off guard. Kuroko revised his earlier statement. The way
he and Kagami flirt was the most amusing thing after all. What are you doing in such place!? Akashi-kun, can
I ki-nnh-kiss you? Seriouslyâ€¦ those eyes are driving me crazy! Akashi grunted and groaned lightly as
increased his pace. My mother is nagging at me that she wants to see you," Akashi offered and Furihata
gasped. Uhâ€¦ for some reason, this feels more like a compilation of drables accumulated into a chapter with
such unrelated sequence, rather than a one-shot. I hope you still love this AkaFuri despite the messy plot.
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5: Itâ€™s The Other Way Around | The Indypendent
sometimes its the other way around, you see someone log on, and your like log off NOW!!!!

A white person is set down in our midst, but the contrast is just as sharp for me. For instance, when I sit in the
drafty basement that is The New World Cabaret with a white person, my color comes. We enter chatting about
any little nothing that we have in common and are seated by the jazz waiters. In the abrupt way that jazz
orchestras have, this one plunges into a number. It loses no time in circumlocutions, but gets right down to
business. It constricts the thorax and splits the heart with its tempo and narcotic harmonies. This orchestra
grows rambunctious, rears on its hind legs and attacks the tonal veil with primitive fury, rending it, clawing it
until it breaks through to the jungle beyond. I follow those heathen--follow them exultingly. I dance wildly
inside myself; I yell within, I whoop; I shake my assegai above my head, I hurl it true to the mark yeeeeooww!
I am in the jungle and living in the jungle way. My face is painted red and yellow and my body is painted
blue. My pulse is throbbing like a war drum. I want to slaughter something--give pain, give death to what, I do
not know. But the piece ends. The men of the orchestra wipe their lips and rest their fingers. I creep back
slowly to the veneer we call civilization with the last tone and find the white friend sitting motionless in his
seat, smoking calmly. The great blobs of purple and red emotion have not touched him. He has only heard
what I felt. He is far away and I see him but dimly across the ocean and the continent that have fallen between
us. He is so pale with his whiteness then and I am so colored.
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6: Its usually the other way around.ðŸ˜‚ : BleachBraveSouls
Sometimes written as "other way round," though this is more common in British English than American English. That
clamp is supposed to go the other way around. That's why the whole thing kept falling apart.

Children locked in dog kennels, crying by the sides of roads at night, wrapped in glittering Mylar blankets on
the floors of Border Patrol processing centers, stowed away in an abandoned Walmart, flown thousands of
miles from their parents. He sits in a leather chair in the Oval Office, his arms crossed in a gesture not unlike
that of a petulant toddler on time-out. It turns out people care a lot. Yet despite the heightened scrutiny the
detention of migrant children has received in recent weeks, little effort has been made to explain the origins of
the crisis. When the media stops to explain why Central American refugees are pouring over the border, it
notes that Honduras, El Salvador and Guatemala â€” where most of the refugees hail from â€” are poor,
politically unstable and plagued by some of the highest murder rates in the world. This begs the question, why
are things so bad there? What chain of events has caused parents to flee at great risk to themselves, only to see
their children ripped from them and tossed into cages? Not that the right wing wants to hear it. This is a smear
against immigrants as an entire group, who studies repeatedly show are less likely to commit crimes, and who
contribute far more in taxes than they receive back in public services. And what if it has come not from the
South to the North but the other way around â€” an invasion by a powerful northern neighbor intent on
extracting as much wealth and resources as it can from smaller, weaker nations and ready to bend their
governments to its will? The phrase conjures up images of a languid tropical locale where the government is
corrupt and unstable and the economy functions at the whim of a few powerful interests. Henry first used it in
a novel based on the time he spent on the Atlantic coast of Honduras, where the United Fruit Company was
muscling its way into the country. El Salvador also became a full-fledged banana republic in the late 19th
century, though its rugged terrain made coffee, not bananas, the main export crop for international markets.
Coffee exports increased by more than 1, percent between and The large profits fueled the rapid concentration
of land ownership and the rise of an oligarchy known as the Fourteen Families. This process was aided by
pro-free market governments that abolished communal landholdings and passed anti-vagrancy laws that
ensured peasants and other rural people would work on coffee plantations. In , the hated National Guard was
established as a rural police force that suppressed any sign of dissent. In nearby Nicaragua, rebel leader
Augusto Sandino was captured and executed in after attending peace talks with the government. His
movement was subsequently wiped out, as U. In , progressive army officers in Guatemala helped topple a
brutal dictator and usher in a decade of health, education and labor reforms. The usual reign of terror followed
for decades. In the late s, pent-up demands for change in Central America erupted. In Nicaragua, the Somoza
family dictatorship was toppled by the Sandinistas, a leftist rebel group that took its name and inspiration from
the original Sandino. Revolutionary movements surged in El Salvador and Guatemala as well. For the United
States, it was a moment of reckoning. Instead, the United States doubled down in support of its regional
anti-communist allies and their butchery when President Ronald Reagan came into office in He had promised,
in as many words, to make America great again after the U. Reagan staffed his administration with right-wing
ideologues such as U. Ambassador Jeane Kirkpatrick, Lt. The price for their holy war would be paid with the
blood of others. Vultures of course suggest the presence of a body. A knot of children on the streets suggests
the presence of a body. Bodies turn up in the brush of vacant lots, in garbage thrown down ravines in he
richest districts, in public rest rooms, in bus stations. Some are dropped in Lake Ilopango, a few miles to the
east of the city, and wash up near the lakeside cottages and clubs frequented by what remains in San Salvador
of the sporting bourgeoisie. When word got out, the Reagan administration treated the massacre as so much
fake news. When investigators were finally able to enter El Mozote more than a decade later, they found the
remains of children aged 12 or younger. A similar dynamic unfolded in Guatemala, where urban protests were
suppressed mercilessly and the Army unleashed a scorched-earth campaign in the highlands, massacring
whole villages of Mayan Indians thought to be in cahoots with leftist rebels. The Central American wars of the
s left an estimated , people dead, the great majority of whom died at the hands of right-wing forces. Hundreds
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of thousands fled to the United States. As the Cold War wrapped up, peace treaties were signed and the wars
wound down, leaving destabilized societies in their wake. The region, no longer a geopolitical flashpoint, was
largely forgotten by Washington policymakers, whose attentions were increasingly drawn to fighting bloody
new crusades in the Middle East. Not that the U. Sure enough, over the next several years, U. Under the deal,
the FMLN laid down its arms and became a legal political party. The Salvadoran Army was cut in half, and
known human-rights abusers were purged. The National Guard was disbanded and replaced with a civilian
police force that incorporated some former FMLN combatants. The FMLN competed for the first time in
elections in the spring of At that time, I was staying in a dusty market town as the guest of a local family, and
hitchhiked around the country without incident. Above all, people conveyed to me a feeling of relief tinged
with optimism that a conflict that claimed 75, lives over a dozen years was finally over. It all went down
peacefully. When I returned to visit a year later, the country was seized by fear of a growing crime wave. A
sense of menace lurked in the air. The deportees, in many cases, had come with their refugee parents to Los
Angeles in the early s as small children and later had joined Salvadoran street gangs. With a weak state, little
in the way of jobs or opportunities for the deportees the U. MS and 18th Street would soon expand their reach
into Guatemala and Honduras, with similarly harrowing results. The three nations in the northern half of
Central America became the homicide capital of the world. The country had been spared the worst of the s-era
conflicts. Still, it was one of the poorest countries in the Western Hemisphere. During his three and a half
years in office, free education for all children was introduced along with free school meals for poor children;
the minimum wage was boosted by 80 percent; and domestic employees became covered by the social security
system for the first time. For once in its long, oligarchical history, Honduras had a president that was doing
something for the people. Honduran elites and U. In June , he was overthrown in a coup with the tacit support
of the Obama administration, and was spirited into exile in the middle of the night. Massive protests followed,
but the new regime clung to power. Both common crime and politically motivated assassinations soared. The
presidential elections in and were marred by claims of fraud and saw anti-government protesters killed by
police. Amid the chaos, refugees began streaming north to the U. After a lull, the number of asylum-seeking
refugees from Central America is growing again. Barack Obama, the cool and detached deporter-in-chief,
oversaw the removal of three million immigrants during his eight years in office, only to be replaced by
Donald Trump with his naked, unabashed racism. While the courts will have their say on questions of law,
people around the country are leading the way with acts of solidarity. Here are a few examples. When the
detainees heard them, they cheered loudly. Similar occupations have since popped up outside ICE
headquarters in other cities. The drama playing out right now is not just about detained families and their fate.
Amid wars, so-called failed states and above all climate change, the 21st century will be a century of
unprecedented human migration. How will we respond? From the time he rode down the escalator at Trump
Tower to announce his presidential candidacy, Donald Trump has appealed to the racist paranoia of his Make
America White Again followers. Now that the cruelty of his policies has ignited widespread revulsion, another
more inclusive vision of who we can be is being advanced. Welcoming the Central American refugees is the
smart thing to do. In time they will contribute much to our society. It also gives us a chance to reckon with the
history that brought them here and begin to take responsibility for it. When we embrace the refugee, we
embrace the best in ourselves. Love trumps hate, as the saying goes. But only if we make it happen. Daily
movement news and resources. Popular Resistance provides a daily stream of resistance news from across the
United States and around the world. We also organize campaigns and participate in coalitions on a broad range
of issues. We do not use advertising or underwriting to support our work. Instead, we rely on you. Please
consider making a tax deductible donation if you find our website of value.
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To say "the other way around" was to my knowledge grammatically incorrect. But after living in America for so many
years, I have gotten used to hearing the usage of "around" in this expression. However, my mind still interprets the two
expressions slightly differently.

Your strengths, or your weaknesses? The best that might happen, or the worst that might come to be? In your
quiet moments, pay attention to your thoughts. Because maybe, just maybe, the only thing that needs to shift
in order for you to experience more happiness, more love, and more vitality, is your way of thinking. Here are
60 thought-provoking quotes and life lessons gathered from our book and our blog archive that will help you
adjust your way of thinking. You cannot change what you refuse to confront. Sometimes good things fall apart
so better things can fall together. Sometimes you need to distance yourself to see things clearly. Read Rich
Dad, Poor Dad. If a person wants to be a part of your life, they will make an obvious effort to do so. Think
twice before reserving a space in your heart for people who do not make an effort to stay. Making one person
smile can change the world â€” maybe not the whole world, but their world. The most painful thing is losing
yourself in the process of loving someone too much, and forgetting that you are special too. As we grow up,
we realize it becomes less important to have more friends and more important to have real ones. Making a
hundred friends is not a miracle. The miracle is to make a single friend who will stand by your side even when
hundreds are against you. Falling in love is not a choice. To stay in love is. Never do something permanently
foolish just because you are temporarily upset. When you stop chasing the wrong things you give the right
things a chance to catch you. Every single thing that has ever happened in your life is preparing you for a
moment that is yet to come. True nobility is in being superior to the person you once were. Trying to be
someone else is a waste of the person you are. You will never become who you want to be if you keep
blaming everyone else for who you are now. People are more what they hide than what they show. Being
alone does not mean you are lonely, and being lonely does not mean you are alone. Love is not about sex,
going on fancy dates, or showing off. Anyone can come into your life and say how much they love you. It
takes someone really special to stay in your life and show how much they love you. Burn the candles, use the
nice sheets, wear the fancy lingerie. Love and appreciate your parents. We are often so busy growing up, we
forget they are also growing old. Learn to love yourself first, instead of loving the idea of other people loving
you. Happiness is a choice. No matter how good or bad you have it, wake up each day thankful for your life.
Someone somewhere else is desperately fighting for theirs. The smallest act of kindness is worth more than
the grandest intention. Many people are so poor because the only thing they have is money. Learn to
appreciate the things you have before time forces you appreciate the things you once had. When you choose to
see the good in others, you end up finding the good in yourself. You drown by staying there. Most people
depend on others to gain happiness, but the truth is, it always comes from within. If you tell the truth, it
becomes a part of your past. If you lie, it becomes a part of your future. What you do every day matters more
than what you do every once in a while. Read The Power of Habit. Things turn out best for people who make
the best out of the way things turn out.
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8: Up and down and sometimes other way aroundâ€¦ | A Ra News
Antidepressants makes you happy, but sometimes its the other way around. The "Big five" of the three ring circus
Antidepressants makes you happy, but sometimes its.

Evil is insolent and strong; beauty enchanting, but rare; goodness very apt to be weak; folly very apt to be
defiant; wickedness to carry the day; imbeciles to be in great places, people of sense in small, and mankind
generally unhappy. But the world as it stands is no narrow illusion, no phantasm, no evil dream of the night;
we wake up to it, forever and ever; and we can neither forget it nor deny it nor dispense with it. Sometimes it
seems the harder you try to hold on to something or someone the more it wants to get away. You feel like
some kind of criminal for having felt, for having wanted. For having wanted to be wanted. It cannot be helped.
Youth, like pristine glass, absorbs the prints of its handlers. Some parents smudge, others crack, a few shatter
childhoods completely into jagged little pieces, beyond repair. When we are afraid, we pull back from life.
When we are in love, we open to all that life has to offer with passion, excitement, and acceptance. We need to
learn to love ourselves first, in all our glory and our imperfections. If we cannot love ourselves, we cannot
fully open to our ability to love others or our potential to create. Evolution and all hopes for a better world rest
in the fearlessness and open-hearted vision of people who embrace life. The best thing to do in these
circumstances is to wake somebody else up, so that they can feel this way, too. On it everyone you love,
everyone you know, everyone you ever heard of, every human being who ever was, lived out their lives. The
Earth is a very small stage in a vast cosmic arena. Think of the endless cruelties visited by the inhabitants of
one corner of this pixel on the scarcely distinguishable inhabitants of some other corner, how frequent their
misunderstandings, how eager they are to kill one another, how fervent their hatreds. Think of the rivers of
blood spilled by all those generals and emperors so that, in glory and triumph, they could become the
momentary masters of a fraction of a dot. Our posturings, our imagined self-importance, the delusion that we
have some privileged position in the Universe, are challenged by this point of pale light. Our planet is a lonely
speck in the great enveloping cosmic dark. In our obscurity, in all this vastness, there is no hint that help will
come from elsewhere to save us from ourselves. The Earth is the only world known so far to harbor life. There
is nowhere else, at least in the near future, to which our species could migrate. Like it or not, for the moment
the Earth is where we make our stand. It has been said that astronomy is a humbling and character-building
experience. There is perhaps no better demonstration of the folly of human conceits than this distant image of
our tiny world. When we learn what it is our soul needs to learn, the path presents itself. Sometimes we see the
way out but wander further and deeper despite ourselves; the fear, the anger or the sadness preventing us
returning. Sometimes we find our own way out. But regardless, always, we are found. Some truths are so
painful that only shame can help you live with them. Some things are so sad that only your soul can do the
crying for them. To avoid suffering one must not love. But then one suffers from not loving. Therefore, to love
is to suffer; not to love is to suffer; to suffer is to suffer. To be happy is to love. To be happy, then, is to suffer,
but suffering makes one unhappy. Therefore, to be happy one must love or love to suffer or suffer from too
much happiness. Rather, follow your most intense obsessions mercilessly. First, it is ridiculed; Second, it is
violently opposed; Third, it is accepted as self-evident. That is why we get a heartache when we read those
lines written by the hand of a master and recognize them as our own, as the tender shoots which we stifled
because we lacked the faith to believe in our own powers, our own criterion of truth and beauty. Every man,
when he gets quiet, when he becomes desperately honest with himself, is capable of uttering profound truths.
We all derive from the same source. We are all part of creation, all kings, all poets, all musicians; we have
only to open up, only to discover what is already there. Yes, I created a lie. But because you believed it, you
found something true about yourself. Hold it close to you to help you through those cold winter days. These
pressures of achieving. So people earn a college degree so they can get a good job. They work at a job they
hate just to earn a living. I had been dead for billions and billions of years before I was born, and had not
suffered the slightest inconvenience from it. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and
intuition. They somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary.
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the other way around (US), the other way round (UK) expr expression: Prepositional phrase, adverbial phrase, or other
phrase or expression--for example.
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