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“An insightful manual written by an authority in this field.”

—Author’s ex
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“I really wish I wasn’t dating her. I’m probably going to marry her just because I’m afraid of what might happen if I call it off.”

—Author’s boyfriend
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“She learned from the best. This book really pulls together generations of knowledge from the biggest lady-squawkers I’ve ever known.”

—Author’s grandfather
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“I couldn’t put it down. I’m thrilled to know there are other women out there just like me.”

—L. Bobbit
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To women everywhere: 
May your exes cause you only a fraction of the pain that you cause them.
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Heaven has no rage like love to hatred turned, 
Nor hell a fury like a woman scorned.

—William Congreve, The Mourning Bride, 
1697, act III, scene 8


Introduction

Nothing about breaking up with someone is easy, especially when you feel like you’re getting the crappy end of the deal. In fact, going through a breakup is arguably one of the most miserable experiences in life, akin to having an arm gnawed off by a large, rabid dog or getting your pant leg stuck in a moving truck when you’re biking. It’s painful, it comes out of nowhere, and it just plain sucks.

But before you let any guy twist your heart into a knot and pull it out through your nose, remember that every horrible breakup has a bright side. Things really could be worse. At least you didn’t stay with him, only to find out years later that he has a lengthy criminal record or the need to experiment with his sexuality. It could happen. It’s happened to the best of us. But it is admittedly hard to have such intelligent perspective at the time of a breakup. It is much easier to focus on the fact that the guy is gone (not to be mistaken for “goner”—that comes later).

So you wonder what you did wrong, analyze his words and actions, critique your own hair and clothes, and measure yourself against other girls. Or maybe you try to find the one thing you did that drove him away. All the while, a lump in your stomach grows and you contemplate trying to suffocate it with chocolate fudge sundaes. The pain is a constant distraction. You find yourself taking your pajama bottoms to the dry cleaner or letting the iron burn a hole through the board. Your mind is always somewhere else, dealing with the shock of losing him. You finally decide that if you can just find a large quilt and cut a space in it where someone can shove food in with a spoon, you can feasibly hide in bed for the rest of your life.

Then someone calls, your sister or a friend, and says, “Come on now. You’ll get over him. He wasn’t right for you anyway.” Then another chipper person follows up with, “You are so pretty and smart. Clearly, there’s something wrong with him.” You feel better temporarily and think, “They’re right. I am far too good for the major-loser scumbag.” Then, alone at night in your room, your emotions swing the other way and your tears return for an encore. Day after day, week after week, you love him, then hate him. You want him back, then want to kill him. Your emotions take you on an up-and-down roller coaster ride—off the track, onto the fairgrounds, and right over the wires holding up his Ferris wheel car. Woops. Rides are so dangerous.

The Greek goddess Hormonia now rules your days. You start to feel like an emotional nut job, even though in reality you’re just going through the standard breakup fare—shock, tears, rage, and the urge to pull a few saucy maneuvers. Maybe you want to call your ex at 3 A.M. and then hang up on him, have friends from out of town prank him so he can’t trace the call back to you, or wait outside his apartment in an obscure location to see if he is going on dates with other girls. Maybe you feel a little more creative, so you think about writing him venomous notes or e-mails spilling out your feelings. Or perhaps you simply want to dump the poor guy’s brand-new container of orange juice down the sink the next time he’s sick. As mild as these gestures are, you still can’t help but think, “Maybe I do go a little bit overboard at times. Maybe I’m psycho after all.”

Interestingly, you aren’t. You have no plans to hurt him when he’s in the shower. That definitely means something. Clearly, he’s the maniac wearing the hockey mask and carrying the ax. And it looks like he twirled that sucker around a bit, lost control, and took off the top part of his hair. Hence, the big bald spot.

The reality is that there are astounding similarities in the post-breakup behavior of all sassy divas, and therefore your reactions are perfectly normal. Any girl in her right mind would chuck a beer in a guy’s face if he deserved it, or read his e-mail if he had a history of lying. Who wouldn’t put a guy’s shorts through the paper shredder, or hitch a train to his summerhouse at 2 A.M. to tell him off? We’re not crazy. We are simply . . . hmm . . . well . . . spirited and energetic. It makes perfect sense. After all, we’re a generation of smart, sassy, confident women and we do things our way. When we feel emotional, vulnerable, or insecure, we might crawl into bed and eat Ben & Jerry’s for a few minutes, but then we jump right back out and say, “Watch out jackass. You’ve been a jerk and I’m not going to let you get away without a little bit of suffering.” Then, if there’s any B&J’s left, we put it back in the fridge for later (behind the ice cube trays so no one else eats it) and get to work.

The feeling of personal power that comes from dreaming and scheming is liberating, and it helps us get back on our feet again. It is not something we should be ashamed of, but instead is a comical sign of how resilient and spunky we truly are. We no longer play by the rules; we make our own. Of course, we still feel hurt by a breakup, but we aren’t pathetic or broken. Our spirit becomes even stronger and more defiant when challenged by a difficult man.

I Used to Miss Him . . . is a breakup survival guide that recognizes and celebrates this resilient spirit in us all. Combining practical advice with a “Rip the bastard’s head off ” twist, these tips and suggestions will help you forget about him and take back your life. Unlike traditional breakup advice that teaches you ways you can fix yourself, this handy manual provides a comprehensive plan that will help you fix his ass, too.

So gear up, read on, and get ready to dazzle the world with newfound dash. The era of the sassy chick has come and it’s here to stay. She’s confident. She’s daring and she’s spunkier than ever. And you will be, too.


Chapter One
Face the End with Courage

[image: 9781593370114_0016_001]

Like a hike through a rain forest full of creepy exotic bugs, the end of any relationship is full of surprises sure to make you jump a mile and scream “eeeww.” The things he says and the thoughts that pop into your head can leave you confused and certain the earth is crumbling beneath you. During these final moments you might feel an overwhelming urge to cry and let it all hang out.

But as a sassy diva, your new mission is to let nothing hang out—except your arrows if they don’t fit into your cute handbag just so. Get through the finale with class and poise and save your most emotional side to show your avid supporters later in the privacy of your own pad. Face the end with courage and attitude and arise from this finale a triumphant diva with a martini (and maybe his credit card) in hand.

Signs Along the Finish Line

How could this be happening? What changed? These are the first questions that come to mind when he brings up the end, and they get the emotional waves rolling. One minute he’s planning a trip for two to the Caribbean, and then suddenly he needs time to himself. He’s busy at work. He’s going out of town. You can’t believe your ears. He’s either had a brain transplant or he’s lost his mind.

Guys have a special gift for ambiguity. Maybe it’s because they grow up using sign language on the baseball field and basketball court. They never seem to learn that taking a girl out to dinner, buying her a rose, and then not calling for four days is not a clear way to communicate one’s level of interest. So don’t beat yourself up if you didn’t see the breakup coming. It’s definitely not your fault, and you have every right to be upset and annoyed.

Identifying the signs of an impending breakup is not easy. And while you may have missed some major clues this time around, there’s no reason that it should ever happen again. So take some time now to identify the end-of-the line signs that rolled off your ex’s body like nasty post-workout sweat. Following is a list of common clues that the end is near. Read it over and see if any of these things resonate with you. Copy it and hang it on your refrigerator. Commit it to memory. Pass it out to all of your girlfriends. It will help ease some of the shock right now— and armed with your new ability to read caveman code, you’ll be able to make the pre-emptive strike next time.


Give your ex the benefit of the doubt. He might think he dropped a hint when he stopped signing his e-mails “love.” It’s very possible his self-awareness does not expand beyond his e-mail signature.
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End-of-the-Line Signs

If several of these statements ring true, the guy could be getting ready to initiate a breakup. Actually, the word “initiate” makes him sound proactive—in reality, he will probably grunt the news after he leaves you crying on a street corner.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_001] He drinks beer all day and watches sports events with his feet propped up. (Okay, just kidding about that one!)

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_002] Normally he would e-mail you ten times in a twenty-four-hour period. Lately he only writes once or twice a day, and each message is shorter than usual. Spam is pouring in, so you know your account is working just fine.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_003] When you talk to him on the phone, he is always distracted. You hear video games, a radio, or a nose-hair trimmer in the background.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_004] He picks fights over how you squeeze your toothpaste, accuses you of stealing the remote, and turns up the volume on his television when you’re trying to tell him a story.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] You find yourself wishing you were back with the guy you dated before him, the one who has since realized he’s gay and loves fake fur.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] When you ask him if there’s any milk left he yells, “Stop pressuring me.”

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He says things like, “Why do girls care about weddings? Do they just want some stupid piece of crap on their finger?”

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He has no interest in participating in activities with your friends or family. He can’t remember your best friend’s name, and she’s his sister.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He is suddenly obsessed with work. You haven’t seen him in weeks except for the day you met him in the office cafeteria for a nutrition bar.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He doesn’t help you when you need it. You call to tell him your refrigerator stopped working and he suggests you hang your food outside the window in a laundry bag.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He criticizes your clothes, your hair, and how you talk. He asks you why you can’t be sexy like ________ (insert Hollywood’s flavor of the week). He talks excessively about another girl—someone he works with, someone he knows from college, or a friend of a friend.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He simply stops paying attention to you, even when you are together. You pull up in front of his house on a Harley sporting a blue mohawk and wearing a saran-wrap dress and he doesn’t even flinch.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He stops planning dates, trips, holidays, anniversaries, and weekends. If he has time to plan for the Super Bowl and not for your Saturday night date, you have a problem on your hands.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] You call him and he says, “Oh. Hi, Jen.” Your name is not Jen.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He remembers and repeats lines from every movie he ever saw, including the scintillating dialogue from his midget porn tape, but he forgets your birthday.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] Stories of men leaving their wives remind you of him and make you wonder what he’ll be like when he’s older.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0018_005] He’s disrespectful. He shows up late. He forgets to call. He always puts his friends first. He doesn’t listen to you when you talk. He doesn’t take you seriously. He belittles your dreams or goals.


If you do break up with him and he truly loves you, he will shape up quickly and try to win you back. In this case, the power is yours and you can demand a massage every night for the rest of your life.

[image: 9781593370114_0019_009]



Whether or not a breakup is pending, a man is not properly worshiping you if he’s doing several of the things on this list. It is up to you to decide if you can live with his behavior. Maybe he is normally Prince Charming and his flagrant actions are an anomaly. If you think he might change, hang in there and wait it out for a bit, but be prepared because he might not change at all. He might break up with you or, worse yet, he might keep you in his life at arm’s length so you never feel loved and appreciated. In this case, chopping off his arm is an option, but you might want to go with something that’s less likely to result in large legal fees that you could otherwise spend on a new wardrobe.


If you think no end-of-the-line signs existed in your most recent relationship, look harder. Inevitably, they were there, buried underneath your ex’s smelly socks.
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If you’re not happy, the gutsiest option is to get out of this relationship and start over. It may be a hassle, but it is more of a hassle to deal with a flawed jerk for the rest of your life. End-ofthe-line signs are glaring messages from the Goddess of Divadom. She wants you to do the right thing no matter how hard it is to do, and the right thing is to call it quits when the guy you’re dating is not giving you the love and respect you deserve. So when you get the feeling in your gut that something’s not right, listen to it. Your intuition won’t help you win the lottery, but it will tune you into his intentions and prevent you from experiencing a lot of unnecessary heartache.


[image: 1]

I think; therefore I ’m single.

—Lizz Winstead



Quiz
Are You the Queen of Rationalization?

Do you ignore end-of-the-line signs at all costs and come up with reasons why they aren’t that big of a deal? If so, you might be the Queen of Rationalization. It is important to recognize your tendency to rationalize things and stop doing it so you don’t end up with a guy who treats you poorly. Take this quiz to help you determine how close you are to being crowned Queen. 



1. He never calls you back. You say:

a. Damn bastard. To hell with him. I hope he gets the phone cord caught around his neck.

b. He hasn’t been calling? Oh, I didn’t even realize it. I’ve been on a trip with ________ (insert name of hot guy).

c. I forget to call him sometimes, too. Maybe he thinks I don’t like him. Maybe I need to try harder to show him how much I care.




If you picked “c,” slap yourself on the wrist and call a diva who picked “b” to find out if her traveling partner has a cute friend.



2. He didn’t invite you to his friend’s wedding. You think:

a. I have to act fast if I’m going to sneak in and put a bug in his salad.

b. He hates to dance and I love to. He probably thought I wouldn’t have a good time with him.

c. I hope he enjoyed the day because he’ll never have his own wedding if I have anything to do with it.


If you chose “b,” scold yourself for a few minutes. Then, put on a great dress, turn up the music, and dance your way down to the local bar to meet a new guy.



3. He never offers to pay for anything. You think:

a. How cute. The poor guy must be saving cash to take me on a trip to Paris.

b. He’s a selfish ass who buys nasty no-name-brand toothpaste at the dollar store.

c. Either he makes up for being a penny-pinching pr*ck with one piece of jewelry equivalent in price to all the crap I’ve bought for him or he is history.




If you picked “a,” give yourself a kick and then get rid of the pr*ck. Buy yourself a plane ticket, fly to Paris on your own, and dine with a suave Euro-stud.



4. He has been acting strange. You think:

a. I’d better run before I find out he’s being featured on America’s Most Wanted.

b. I’ve been insanely bitchy due to PMS, so it’s probably my fault.

c. Unless he’s had a death in the family, he has twenty-four hours to clean up his act or he’s out of here.




If you picked “b,” take a Midol, grab a scepter, and crown yourself Queen. Then refer to “c” for the real answer.



5. He told you to lose weight and made fun of your new haircut. You say:

a. You look like you’re wearing an inner tube under your T-shirt. At least my padding is in the right places.

b. Excuse me? Did you just dare to insult me? You’d better sleep with your eyes open, buddy, because I will cement your mouth shut if you make one more comment like that.

c. He’s right. I’ve been letting myself fall apart lately and he always looks so good. I’d better work harder on my body.


If you selected “c,” you need a serious infusion of diva sass. Thank Mr. Loser for imparting his useful observations, and then leave him behind to find his perfect plastic princess.



If he does one thing wrong now and then, it’s okay to let it slide. However, if you find that you are constantly making up excuses to justify his behavior, it is time to put your foot down and insist that he treat you the way you deserve to be treated. If he decides to leave instead of change, so be it. How much rationalization are you willing to do before you tell him you’re tired of his poor behavior? Ask yourself that question when you find you’re spending too much time making excuses for his lame-ass ways.

Off-Again, On-Again?

If you are certain it is over with your ex (so certain that you’ve ironed your black veil and buried his pictures), you can skip this section, but if there is even a slight chance that this breakup is just one of the small tremors preceding the big quake, read on. Like a stubborn stray eyebrow hair, every time you tweeze him away, the bastard’s back, and it’s crucial that you know how to handle him.


[image: 2]

Kill Him with Kindness
A guy of the jellyfish variety will try to get you to break up with him by being a jackass. Subvert his plan by performing your “sweet as pie” act. When he’s annoying, be as kind as possible and tell him you love him—with honey dripping from every word. Eventually he’ll give up on his spineless plan and talk.



Apart-together-apart-together, your relationship is starting to remind you of gym-class calisthenics. When you are apart, you both field 4 A.M. phone calls from each other and make drunken promises to be “different.” When you are together, you spend your time in Discuss the Relationship (DTR) mode, trying to live up to those promises. You keep your end of the deal, becoming June Cleaver for a stint. In turn, he no longer drinks directly out of your milk carton and he calls if he’s going to be two hours late. You’re excited. You’re making progress. “It’s only a phone call,” your friends say, “he should be doing that anyway.” But you know he’s really trying this time. These calls are a big deal for him, and you try to convince your friends that he has a new attitude, with new and improved excuses. He’s had a horrible case of phone-phobia since he was two because his mother—the cruel wench—used to leave the ringer on next to his crib. Explanations roll off your tongue until one day they turn to curse words and you’re back at square one. Then the whole process begins again.


Trust your inner guidance system. When that little voice in the back of your head tells you to kick his ass, go for it.

[image: 9781593370114_0024_001]



To survive a breakup successfully, you have to be committed to the idea that the relationship is definitely over for good, that all the signs and symptoms of disaster are there for you to heed. Recovering requires a great deal of energy and enthusiasm. If some part of your mind is still thinking, “Things aren’t so bad. We might get back together,” you will not have the enthusiasm it takes to put your spunky foot forward and move on.

If you are having trouble steering clear of the “I know we’re going to get back together” trap—or if you broke up, but now he’s sidestepping toward your door again and you don’t know whether to leave it open or slam it when he’s halfway through— commit to memory “The Sassy Rules for Getting Back Together with an Ex,” and follow them with conviction.

The Sassy Rules

[image: Il_9781593370114_0025_001] If he initiated the breakup, or acted like a monster for a long time so you would, then he must say explicitly that he would like to give the relationship another try. He must do so in a responsible, respectful way, asking forgiveness of the goddess he almost lost.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0025_002] If he has been calling you, or you are mutually sobbing to each other, then let him into your life, slowly, armed with a sharp utensil in case something goes wrong. Remain cautious.

[image: Il_9781593370114_0025_003] If you haven’t heard from him in weeks and suddenly he’s knocking on your door at 2 A.M., yelling your name like Rocky in round ten, fasten the deadbolt, go back to bed, and wait to see if he comes back when he sobers up. A blubbering, inaudible yell does not qualify as responsible or respectful.

A Sassy Battle Plan

If he’s crying and begging but you feel like he’s still too much of a bastard to deserve a second chance, take him back for just a day or two and implement one of these tactics to fix him good:

• Secure embarrassing photos of him to use in the future.

• Tape soaps over his favorite movies.

• Refill his bottle of regular ibuprofen with nighttime pain relief tablets.

• Buy him a few ugly shirts to wear out and tell him they are totally sexy.

The bottom line—make sure you only take him back for the right reasons, and that you think about it first. If he initiated the breakup, he is uncertain about the relationship in some way, however small, and you cannot do anything to change that. Being nicer won’t change it. Being more available won’t change it. Doing little things for him, calling him, begging him, pleading with him, and so on— none of these actions will make his confusion go away. It’s possible that someday he will become certain you are “the one,” but he has to decide that on his own. The sassy diva that you are doesn’t have time to wait around for his revelation. If you are available when it happens, that’s great. Until then, live your life without him in it and have a fabulous time. You will never be happy if you commit 100 percent of your energy to a guy who only gives you 50 percent in return.


If your dog gnawed your finger off, you’d be careful around him for a while before you nuzzled into his fur again. Just like your barking buddy, your ex needs to be approached with caution. Unfortunately you can’t restrain him with an electric fence, so you will have to use your own devices, notably prudence, common sense, and an automatic weapon strapped firmly to your waist.

[image: 9781593370114_0026_001]



The Big Finale

You’ve broken up and gotten back together a dozen times and you’ve rationalized his every move to death, but in the end you decide you just can’t make excuses for this dead-end relationship any longer. It’s just plain over. You know in your heart that you will never be with this person again. These final moments are difficult, but you are a diva. You will survive the finale and arise strong, confident, and ready to move on.

The relationship finale can take many forms, all equally difficult to handle. The end might be a huge screaming match or a simple acknowledgment of the problems at hand. It could be laden with phrases like “this isn’t working for me anymore,” or “guess what? I’m moving to a new city” or nothing more than the garbled words “I want to date other people.”


Never sleep with an ex thinking it will bring you closer together. If he gives you a diamond necklace, you can consider it—but make it only a fleeting thought, and only after you’ve had the necklace appraised.
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Regardless of what the ending is like for you, you are not alone. Emotional, dramatic, and even wacky responses to a breakup are universally par for the course. Most likely, your experience was a variation on one (maybe more) of the following categories.

“But you said you would love me forever?”

The soft, loving, and trusting approach. You really believed in him and he broke your heart. You’re not mad (yet)—you just want to know why he’s breaking up with you. You still love him as much as you did yesterday, so you can’t snap your fingers and turn it off just like that. How did he?

You remember all the sweet times you had together and review again and again his kind words. He said “I love you” and he even talked about the two of you moving to a tropical island together. So how come now he never wants to see you again? Was it all an act? It doesn’t make sense.

Disbelief quickly turns into a feeling of sudden loss, which in turn leads to a crying binge. Once you move into this mode, there is no turning back. The tears come forth like a monsoon and your sense of shame vanishes. You find yourself lying on the floor grabbing onto his leg when he tries to leave. Men should be happy about this, because a “female leg attachment” actually makes them much more interesting than they could ever hope to be on their own.

“You’re a jerk. How can you do this to me?”

The dissed diva approach. You’re the spirited type, which means that his speech will provoke rage instead of tears. You spew forth the “F” word in a silvery symphony. You pick up his CDs and crack them in two, catalog his every flaw and blame him for world hunger. In the heat of the moment, you rip up his photo and throw it to the ground. You jump up and down on the pieces and shout, “Die, scumbag, die,” as he backs toward the door. To you, this opportunity to see him cower is just one of many perks of breaking up. An hour later, the whole thing really hits you. You think about it and become enraged again. Then your mind shifts to something more important—have your theatrics given you the most dreaded female label of them all—psycho? When you walk into an interview in five years, will your new employer pull out a file that says “nut job”? Don’t worry at all. “Psycho” is just a guy’s way of labeling you so he doesn’t have to feel guilty about how badly he treated you. Know this: You are not psycho. Besides, even if you were, you could still have an amazing political career.

“Okay. That’s cool. See ya around. What the hell just happened?”

The totally indifferent approach. Before he begins to speak, you know something’s wrong, but you remain calm and act natural. When he finally lays it on, you feel your face turn red and your heartbeat accelerate, but you blame your watery eyes on allergies and cheerfully grab a tissue. Once he’s finished talking, your response is limited to something as simple as “Oh, okay. It’s not exactly what I want, but I understand where you’re coming from. It’s probably for the best.” You maintain a calm, cool tone of voice and apathetic facial expression with every word you speak. Then, even though your heart is twisting into a knot, you hold it together until he gets out the door. As soon as he’s a block away, you call your best friend and cry your eyes out.

“Excuse me . . . uh . . . are we breaking up?”

The “it would be nice if you told me what the f#@!ck is going on” approach. You get back from a week-long vacation and there are no messages from him. You call him and get his voice mail. He doesn’t call you back. Finally, concerned that he’s been abducted or is trapped under the free weights at the gym, you contact his friend to find out what is going on. His roommate tells you, “Um, look, I think he just wants to take a break, ya know.” “What?” you ask. “And that’s how he plans to tell me?” You decide to go wait outside his door, but instead you find a way in. You make yourself at home in his kitchen, baseball bat in hand, and wait for the thug to return.

“No way. I was the one who was supposed to break up with you.”

The slighted approach. You didn’t even like him at first. He seemed awkward and a little bit nerdy. Now he’s breaking up with you? You look at him in utter disbelief and you want to scream, “You are the lesser social being, the one I never even wanted to go out with in the first place.” But you can’t say it because he’s been accusing you of acting disinterested for months and you aren’t going to give him the satisfaction of knowing he was right. You feel annoyed and even upset. You start to cry and suddenly you look at him and think . . . maybe he is “the one” after all. He seems cuter in a way and more appealing now that he’s being an ass. It’s as if his words alone have transformed him into the superstud of the century. You’re aware that it is a bit twisted, but you don’t care. You’re hurt and you want him back.
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