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      IMPORTANT NOTE

      
      Many of the activities described in this book are, by their very nature, extremely dangerous. Anyone attempting them could
         risk serious harm to themselves and others. Under no circumstances should anyone perform such acts without expert advice and
         supervision. The content of this book is for entertainment only and is not intended to provide complete or accurate information
         regarding the subject matter. Accordingly, no one should rely upon the content of this book and the author and publishers
         accept no responsibility for any such reliance. The author and publishers also encourage compliance with the criminal and
         civil law. Nothing in this book should be taken as encouragement to conduct any form of unlawful activity. This book is not
         suitable for children.
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	Luis Bunuel’s method for making a Dry Martini





The Dry Martini is a dying art form. Once the rocket fuel of 1940s and ’50s New York, indeed half the civilised world, it is now relegated to cocktail bars where the waiters have to look up the instructions online while you wait drumming your fingers         on the bar. The Dry Martini of Bond, by the way, is an abomination – vodka is inert in the presence of vermouth – you simply         get a high-alcohol, spicy, sweetened wine, ideal for an alcoholic such as Ian Fleming whose liver needed clean vodka rather         than devilish gin.      

Bunuel, the surrealist film director who went on to make some of the most memorable films of the sixties, wrote in his memoir,         My Last Breath, ‘Considering the importance the Dry Martini has played in my life I shall devote at least four pages to it.’      

[image: image]

What Bunuel recognised was that booze has its own alchemy. Getting toasted on San Miguel is different to hitting a single         malt. Whereas rum may leave you feeling tight but alright, the same quantity of alcohol in a Brazilian Caipirinha may reduce         you to a slobbering wreck. Champagne is, despite its detractors, capable of producing a rush to the brain, completely different         to other wines. The particular carrier of the alcohol is all important. Vermouth, when mixed in almost homeopathic quantities with gin, in the presence of deep cold is transformed into something         quite different from any of its constituents. It is a qualitative change: a new drink is made, rather as, when uranium is         bombarded by atomic particles, a new element is formed. When you taste a true Dry Martini you understand at last its magical hold on generations of drinkers. How it lost that hold is also a mystery, maybe to be laid
         at the feet of Martini adverts that encouraged the drinking of vermouth without gin.      

Bunuel recommends, first, that, like a good pastry chef, every item of Martini-making be cold, if not pre-frozen. Into a cold         cocktail shaker filled with ice one pours a tiny quantity of Vermouth, no more than one-seventh of the quantity of gin one         finally intends to use. He even suggests one-fifteenth the quantity – with Martinis, less is definitely more. Now stir – again         Bond’s gaucheness is revealed in his desire to have it shaken not stirred; shaking puts too much water into the drink. Then         pour out the Martini quickly (any vermouth will do, Martini simply being the most well-known brand) and discard. Yep. Enough         of what you need adheres to the ice cubes. Now pour in the gin together with four to seven drops of angostura bitters. These         are not essential but they help bring out the flavour. Stir again, pour into an iced jug and serve.      

Rocket fuel.

The effect of a correctly mixed Dry Martini is to launch one into a smooth reverie of all things that are fine and beautiful.         In company, the conversation becomes expansive and yet precise – the very opposite of beer-fuelled babbling or the irritable         loquaciousness of habitual red wine drinkers. Try it.      
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	Build your own coracle





I was determined one recent summer to build a coracle, both to amuse my kids and to amuse myself. I had built one years before         when I was fourteen. It was not entirely successful, but it did float. The secret I learnt was all in the bulge of the thing. If, sideways on, a coracle has the aspect of a saucer         rather than one of those dumpy bottomed mugs, then you’re in for a capsize. The coracle must bulge out at the waterline, or         at least drop straight down before turning through a right angle to give a flat bottom to the boat.      
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      Thin strips of baton wood interwoven bent up at the sides and covered in cloth and coated in bitumen

      
      The coracle is the traditional Celtic craft. They still ply in reduced numbers some of our western salmon rivers in Wales and         Scotland. A few makers continue – usually making their craft from calico and tar, though the originals were made of cow, deer         or horsehide – and the diminutive size of the boat is determined by the size of skin available.      

      
      My coracle design is dominated by ease of manufacture and speed of getting it onto the water. You want to get out there and         hanging around knacker’s yards waiting for old skins just takes too much time. The water calls. Also, there is considerable
         pleasure in making anything out of everyday objects. For your coracle nip down to the local DIY store and buy a pack of plastic cable ties (the sturdy kind), some garden twine, a cheap eyelet-making kit and, if they stock them,         a heavyweight tarpaulin about three metres square. If you can’t find such a strong tarpaulin there are several suppliers on         the Net. You should be able to get one for under £15. You can use any kind of tarpaulin – a three quid one will work – but the         stronger it is the less careful you have to be on root-infested riverbanks.      

      
      Next, head out to the river, motorway, bypass or nearest woods to get your sticks. Motorways with wooded sides are good places         to cut sticks as no one ever stops and asks you what the hell you are doing. As long as you are a little bit hidden from the         traffic, you can coppice the hazels and ash trees to your heart’s content. You’ll need about twenty whippy sticks two metres         long, greenwood and bendy – preferably willow, but hazel or any wood that doesn’t snap when you bend it will do. The diameter         of the stick should be about two centimetres. Thick sticks can be split.      

      
      Stick the sticks upright in the ground in a pleasing oval shape about 1.75m by 1.5m. Weave more sticks in and out of the uprights         to a depth of about 30cm. Then bend the sticks over, having softened them up in the steam of an electric kettle (on an extension         lead from indoors). Use cable ties (three per stick) to join the bent-over sticks across the bottom of the boat. The bits that         stick out around the side again soften in steam or hot water and poke down the basketweave around the sides.      

      
      Now secure the entire lower rim of the coracle with an inner and outer gunwale; that is, a continuous strip that runs inside         and outside the lip of the boat to stop it collapsing. This is made with a longer stick, steamed if necessary and held to each         upright with a cable tie. Trim all sticks and ties once that is done.      

      
      
      Use a knife to carve away any sticking-out sharp bits that might puncture the skin. Use duct tape to further soften sharp         edges. Cover the coracle frame with the tarpaulin and mark roughly with a marker pen a line about 15cm down inside the coracle         when the tarpaulin is folded over. Use the eyelet kit to make secure holes every 10cm around this line. Leave a further 10cm         free and cut away the rest. Use the garden twine to lace the tarpaulin over the frame, tying it down from the eyelets to the         frame.      

      
      Get a plank of wood with holes drilled either side and cable tie or U-bolt it across the gunwales (the edge of the top of         the boat). This becomes the cross seat. Be careful about making holes in the tarp cover and secure any made using waterproof         duct tape ironed on to make it stick better.      

      
      Buy an ‘el cheapo’ paddle or make one from a piece of plywood nailed to a thick, smooth stick (as smooth as possible otherwise         blisters will appear).      

      
      Make a carrying strap of rope to hang the coracle over your shoulder. Head for the nearest water and make like an ancient         Briton.      
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	KGB technique for building up powers of intimidation





      
      Are you ignored by waiters and singularly fail to catch the eye of taxicabs zooming by? Does a stern look at kids dropping
         litter merely elicit a few titters and even a rude remark or two? Do you find when telling someone off at work one’s eyes
         are happiest elsewhere – looking away?
      

      
      A powerful stare is an asset the KGB realised all agents should possess long ago.

      
[image: image]
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      At work in the seamy world of intelligence one needs powers of intimidation for use against intransigent couriers, undercover
         hotel staff, ‘clean-up’ men and other agents. At one’s top-secret HQ one might need a little extra clout with colleagues,
         who may be about to cut into your budget for surveillance and dead-letter drops.
      

      
      What better way than to utilise the KGB technique for building a truly intimidating stare. Readers of John le Carré will know
         that the KGB were never knowingly outstared. Look an agent in the eye and by golly you’ll be the first to look away. Putin,
         we suspect, has outstared all his European counterparts despite his shifty looking exterior. Just what is their secret?
      

      
      The Zoo.

      
      Documented by defector Victor Suvorov in his book The Aquarium, Moscow Zoo was used as a handy place to nurture and perfect a seriously nasty stare. Normally one is a little nervous of
         turning the full beam onto a stray dog or even a cat with attitude, but zoos have bars. Lions usually engage for a while and then look away supremely bored. But for a moment there
         is a frisson of contact; the killer has looked into thy soul, so to speak. Really it’s a whole new way of enjoying zoos, and
         as a bonus you can take the kiddies along, too. Wolves are quite good for a staring match, as are rhinos and crocs, though
         rhinos can go a bit crazy butting against the fence if they really don’t like you. Horses and giraffes are good for practising
         what the Soviets termed ‘the innate dominance of man over beast’. Well, you can try.
      

      
      Small creatures like mongooses and meerkats can be surprisingly tenacious and refuse to be put off being eyeballed directly.
         Polar bears can hold a stare for ages, too; this is excellent training as a bear stare is particularly unnerving, especially
         if they charge at you, even if there are bars.
      

      
      Monkeys, chimps, and the real score, giant gorillas, which, sharing so much of our genetic history, are naturally best suited
         to a staring competition. Gorillas can start to shout and beat their chests. Do not be put off. Keep staring until they blink
         and slope off to get more bananas. Baboons work too, but, failing to get into the spirit of things, can simply turn and show
         their red arses.
      

      
      All in all, a few visits to the zoo will build a look guaranteed to burn holes in ice and send mere mortals running with its
         animal power and intensity.
      

      
      Who stares, wins. Now, waiter, where’s my bill?
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	A clever trick with a can of beans





      
      It is late at night in your kitchen and friends are around. Maybe it’s the end of a party, perhaps the whiskey is circulating.
         It is time for some kind of entertainment. Nothing is better suited than trials of idiotic strength and bravery. The can trick
         I picked up years ago from Anthony Greenbank, noted author of the unique and dazzling (and authentic) Mr Tough and the Survival Handbook, from whence it came. Cans of beans look hard and strong. Indeed being whacked in the face with one could cause serious injury. The
         very idea of slamming a full can, unopened, onto one’s unprotected digit is enough to put anyone off, however tough they fancy
         themselves to be. Of course there’s a trick to it. Examine the said can of beans and make sure the soldered seam is not facing
         downwards. Make sure your finger lies extended onto the tabletop alone with the other fingers curled back. When you bring the
         can down do it as fast as you can and accurately. You want an explosive smash, not something long and drawn out. A slow delivery
         actually hurts more. Not that it will hurt if you do it right. Slam the can down sideways (if end on you’ll cut the finger
         off) and the thin flesh of the finger will be unharmed as the boniness of the digit dents the can. Don’t do it with coke cans.
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	How to cook and eat the deadly puffer fish




      
      The puffer fish, or fugu as it is known in Japan, is a tropical fish that can inflate itself with water (or air if landed) to increase its size to
         scare off predators. It also has spines that contain poison and is itself highly toxic. Strangely, one of its main predators,
         the tiger shark, is immune to its poison, which in humans attacks the sodium content of nerve endings leaving one very quickly
         paralysed.
      

      
      Even buying puffer fish is illegal in most European countries so you will have to go further afield. In Japan, whole puffers
         are not sold to the general public and the ones on display in Tokyo’s Tsukiji fish market have already had their livers, the
         most poisonous part, removed. In Thailand, even though puffers have been illegal as a food product since 2002, it is quite
         easy to get one from local fishermen – if you dare. The closely related porcupine fish is also poisonous and is prepared in
         the same way.
      

      
      Puffers are quite simply the most poisonous beasts on the planet. Tetrodotoxin, puffer fish poison, is 1,200 times more poisonous
         than cyanide and a typical fish contains enough of it to kill thirty people. In Japan there were 2,500 puffer fish deaths
         between 1945 and 1975. A crackdown on the sale of the fish to the public, plus stringent testing of would-be fugu chefs, reduced the death toll to a manageable five to ten a year in Japan with about a hundred cases of those poisoned actually
         recovering. Since 1958 the testing of puffer fish chefs has been compulsory. It’s a tough test which involves cooking and
         eating a fugu, and only 30 per cent pass. Cooked and eaten fugu remains have been found in garbage pits over 2,300 years old. Though it’s an ancient dish its dangers have caused it to be banned for centuries at a time. In the Tokugawa period (1600–1867), fugu consumption was illegal in the Tokyo area. There was also a partial ban in force during the Meiji period (1868–1912) and
         it is the only delicacy that is forbidden to the Emperor of Japan – even today.
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      The worldwide death toll is unknown – but do you want to be one of them? No, of course not, you just want to get a little
         high. This is the dirty secret of fugu – it’s actually a rather bland fish unless you have traces of poison on your sushi or in your soup. Then your lips become comfortably
         numb and a strange euphoria takes hold. But steady on: if your tongue stops working and you start dribbling on your fellow
         eaters you may be in the first stages of tetrodotoxin poisoning for which there is NO KNOWN ANTIDOTE. You may then find your
         heart-rate going through the roof, feel dizzy, vomit, sense your blood pressure plummeting … without delay head for the nearest hospital and ask to be put on a ventilator as your lung muscles will soon be paralysed. Ingest charcoal to
         try and neutralise the poison – if you last twenty-four hours you should survive. Interestingly, puffer fish poison is used
         in Haiti to zombify people – it works to make you appear dead (paralysed with vital signs undetectable except by sophisticated
         equipment), but you can still see and hear everything.
      

      
      You’re still interested? Then first obtain a puffer fish – preferably a tiger puffer as they are the most toxic. The toxin
         is produced by bacteria living in the gut of the fish. If puffers are kept in freshwater aquaria for long enough and fed a
         non-seafood diet they begin to lose their toxicity. Having obtained your fish put on a pair of surgical gloves! Then using
         a razor-sharp fugu haki, or puffer fish knife (or a scalpel), open the fish carefully by slicing along its backbone and pulling back the spines
         and the skin to reveal the bone. Take care not to get spiked yourself. Pare the skin back to reveal the flesh on the flanks
         of the fish. Only remove these in wafer-thin slivers. Eat raw.
      

      
      According to the Fugu Institute of Japan, 50 per cent of known cases of poisoning come from eating the liver, 43 per cent
         from ingesting the ovaries and 7 per cent from consuming the skin.
      

      
      Eating only the flesh is the safest method. Avoid soups known as chiri, made from the entire fish, at all cost, even if the liver has been removed. Most poisoning comes not from raw fugu but from chiri. If you wish to eat more of the fish, fry up the fins in batter – very tasty.
      

      
      If you choose to prepare the fish traditionally, open its guts very carefully and remove the liver, ovaries and heart with
         cautious knifework. Also remove the skin, the gills and the intestines. Again either fry up slivers of flesh or eat raw as
         sashimi or on rice as sushi.
      

      
      
      Lastly, recall the words of the Japanese haiku poet Yosa Buson (1716–1783)
      

      
      I cannot see her tonight

      
      I have to give her up

      
      So I will eat fugu.
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	How to head-butt a block of ice in two





      The head-butt is a bar-room manoeuvre par excellence – when space is cramped you can’t swing a punch but you can nut someone.

      
      By extension it seems a favoured tool of aggression by people who lived in cramped urban conditions, hence its euphemisms
         – the ‘Glasgow Hello’ and the ‘Liverpool Salute’. The head-butt can be a shifty form of attack: you need to be up close to
         do it and sometimes artifice is used to get in range. Football players have a technical advantage because the line of bone
         where the forehead flattens out to become the crown is the edge used for heading and for the correct butt. It’s actually the
         bony corner of the head that is used.
      

      
      The Japanese have thinner bones, in general; you can see it in their narrower necks and wrists you can easily encircle in
         one hand. The great martial artist and founder of Aikido, Ueshiba Sensei, practised for hours as a young man head-butting trees
         wrapped once with a tight cord, known as a makiwara, and more usually used for toughening the knuckles of karate fighters. He knew there were situations where the head-butt
         is the unparalleled tool of aggression. If you are lucky enough to be inside someone’s defensive range then a head-butt to
         the bridge of the nose, or lower, can end a fight before it has begun. The pain, the tears and the blood inflicted are often gratifying, or shocking enough (depending on your
         perspective), to make one a confirmed head-butter for life.
      

      
      Women, in general, avoid the head-butt. It is a masculine manoeuvre. In the case of skinheads, the simple removal of their
         hair is a tacit preparation of the head prior to the butt. Perhaps the tattooing of ‘SKINS’ or ‘Made in Britain’ on the forehead
         is an attempt to turn the head into not just a weapon but also a stamp, a unifying stamp that leaves its mark on others.
      

[image: image]

      
      To someone who wishes to build head-butt power, a certain amount of training is required. Primarily one is building strength
         and coordination in the neck muscles and using not just the weight of the head – which is considerably more than a hammer,
         more like a mini-sledgehammer – but following through, adding to the natural momentum of the head-butt rather in the way you
         accelerate a swing by timing your push exactly as the swing passes. The strongest head-butt, and you can see this in any football game where a long header is made, utilises the strength of the entire body. It is not merely
         a wobbling of the heavy head, but a slight flexibility of neck allied to the upper body moving forward from the waist. The
         head’s movement merely initiates the move; the real force travels up in a straight line through the back from the backside. That
         is why head-butting trees should be done lightly – only people and things that will shatter should meet with the full weight
         of the body transmitted through the ridgeline of the skull.
      

      
      Done right, you should not even feel jarred; done wrong and you’ll get brain damage. You can get a feeling for the right and
         perfect striking area by hitting yourself like Basil Fawlty repeatedly with the hard heel of your hand. Do that enough and
         you will habituate the part of your head that is ripe for butting; you will find by default the sweet spot so to speak. Then
         practise initiating the move in a continuous line from the tailbone to the forehead, with the whole line of your self moving
         forward in attack. That should do it.
      

      
      Now to the business of breaking the ice with one’s nut. The first and biggest part of this trick is to know that there is a
         trick to it. We’ll get to that in a minute. The second is practising the head-butt without braining yourself. Start easy, by
         holding a cushion over a book and bringing one’s head down hard. Bringing the book up a fraction helps too, as this leads
         to the main part of it, which is the trick. Breaking a plank of wood either by a punch or a kick is easy enough with practice. To
         break a brick or a block of ice is not – they are simply too massive. But like tearing the phonebook in two, the trick is
         everything. The block of ice is not suspended, as the plank is, across a gap for ease of breaking. The weakness of a plank lies
         in the leverage one can exert on its central point. For the ice block, being thick, this is not the case (thin ice, true, can be treated like glass, but that is hardly impressive). The ice block and the brick are broken best through sudden shattering. One corner of the block is raised up by the fingers.
         This does not need to be surreptitious. In fact one can even hold the entire block an inch but no more above the breaking
         surface – a marble kitchen top or a solid oak table would be best. You then bring the head down to hit the ice and as you hit
         you drop the ice, or let it slide, from your grip; the fall, added by the power of the head’s swing, causes the ice block
         to shatter, hopefully to great applause.
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	How to land a 747 jumbo jet





      
      The jumbo jet has been in service for nearly forty years and in its latest form, the 747–8, is still being made. There are
         hundreds in service and if an accident befalls you in the air it is quite likely that you will be aboard a 747. Suspend judgement
         for a moment and imagine the following scenario: terrorists have wangled their way through lax customs in Punto Arenas in
         Chile and have, over the Amazon, wrested control of the 747 flight you are on to Mexico City – why isn’t important. Then the
         terrorists fall out and after a mighty bloodletting with plastic airline cutlery no one is left alive on the flight deck except
         a screaming stewardess. Though there are several qualified heart surgeons on board there isn’t a single pilot, amateur or otherwise. Things
         get worse – though the plane is still on autopilot the terrorists have smashed the radio, so there is no chance of being ‘talked
         down’.
      

      
      So it’s all down to you.

      
      First – regret all the time you could have learnt exactly what to do by flying the many easily available flight simulators that run on ordinary PCs, some available as free downloads from
         the Net. Too bad. The next regret is that you’re going to crash. Yes, accept that you will crash and what follows will be much
         easier to handle. But it will not be a fatal catastrophic crash; it will merely be a crash-landing, which we hope all passengers
         will walk away from just a little bit shaken.
      

      
      Flying planes is easy, flying them well is hard. The good news is that, unlike a helicopter, an aeroplane as good-natured as
         a jumbo jet is inherently stable. You have to screw up very badly to make it do something dangerous and unexpected. Jumbos,
         especially when nearly empty of fuel and cargo, have very low stall speeds – just above 100mph when flaps are up and wheels
         are down. That should be a comforting thought; why, it’s even on the scale of driving a car.
      

      
      OK – you are going to have to fly this plane to somewhere you can land. You have two choices: the sea or a motorway. The sea
         is usually fatal so let’s pick a big road. With a top pilot and a lightly loaded plane a jumbo can land in under a mile of
         road. You should allow for two or three – and the straighter the better. What about telegraph poles and other obstructions?
         Well, the fewer of these the better. Hitting one as you land will result in a bad crash, but not necessarily a fatal crash. You
         might even get lucky and find an airfield or even an airport. So, engaged in the gruelling task of looking out of the window,
         first identify your landing strip. Next, switch off the switches labelled autopilot A and autopilot B.
      

      
      A jumbo will glide for twenty minutes even with its engines off. That’s a long time when everyone in economy is screaming.
         But you have engines – all four. You should set the speed to around 150 nautical miles per hour and set the rate of descent
         to no more than five times this amount in feet – so around 600 feet per minute should be fine. Move the thrust levers until
         you get the speed you want – check the airspeed dial right in front of you for that. Then move the joystick (‘spectacles’ they call them in the trade) forward gently until
         the rate of descent registers. The great thing about flying even a big plane is that you feel resistance through the controls.
         This tells you if you are doing something too harshly. Level off at around 2,000ft and start looking for somewhere to land.
      

[image: image]

      
      To turn right move the rudder bar at your feet to the right – do this gently. Also you can bank the plane while turning to
         make it easier: do this by leaning the joystick also to the right. Now you can move you can inspect where you will land.
      

      
      Quickly check the fuel levels on the flight engineer’s side (look for the labels). A 747 drinks about a gallon a second, so
         allow 3,600 gallons per hour of flying.
      

      
      
      Once you have identified a long strip of clear land – wide, open road or airport – line yourself up, preferably heading into
         the wind – check the air direction indicator for this. If you can’t land into the wind, don’t worry.
      

      
      Make several passes sighting up the beginning of the landing strip from as far away as you can. Line everything up so that
         you only have to manage descent speed and airspeed. On the final line up lower the undercarriage and set the flaps to full.
      

      
      Keep the start of the landing strip lined up with your direction from the compass and alter your descent speed and airspeed
         to keep it level. Set the thrust on the engines to idle and see what the speed levels out at. If it is around 120–130 nautical
         miles per hour that should be fine; now move the stick forward to set a rate of descent to no more than 500–600 feet per minute
         – which will take four minutes from 2,000ft to landing. Four minutes is about ten miles away from the strip, so this should
         be your rough starting point.
      

      
      Set the auto-brakes.

      
      Keeping it all lined up, do not attempt to ‘land’. You are going to try and get as low as possible and simply fly along the
         ground and by touching the ground you will have landed. Then, by applying brakes and reverse thrust (which is just directing
         the jets’ force against forward movement) you will slow to a stop.
      

      
      As you approach, level off the descent speed so that you are flying over the ground – hopefully it will seem very close. When
         the altimeter registers 50ft pull back on the stick to ‘flare’ the plane a little and not dig the nose in, but not so hard
         that you start to rise again.
      

      
      When you hit the ground, keep it straight using the rudder bar and press the toe brakes on the bar. Get your flight assistant
         to push the thrust into reverse thrust position.
      

      
      
      Wait for the plane to coast to a halt and listen for the cheers of all the people you have saved. Descend using the inflatable
         mattresses, sliding on your backside, briefcase on your lap and a big smile across your face.
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