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Changing color can be done by inserting ‘raw’ PDF code, like this.
A simple picture:
...and now look at the lower-left corner of the page.

Doyoulikethat?
default color, some new default red, green,
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still green, red again, default again, back to black.

We have an access to PDF object numbers, even before defining those objects.
This is a box saved as a XObject form
XObject above has been written as object 13.
Its resource name tag is 1 (/Fm1 13 0 R entry in page resources dictionary).

It took 0.12779 seconds to typeset the whole stuff above. To typeset the last two sentences it took 0 ‘scaled
seconds’ (1s/65536).

Random seed initialized to 382715649. We may change it, lets say to 8375.
10 uniformly distributed random numbers [0..100]: 4, 80, 23, 54, 87, 23, 50, 96, 26, 73.
10 normally distributed random numbers:
−0.3973, −0.15367, 0.86794, −0.11275, 0.28667, −0.77115, −0.00499, −0.11049, 2.44452, −2.01015.

If there is a text ‘Some text/(1)’,
in PDF string one should use (Some\040text/\(1\),
and in PDF name it would be /Some#20text#2F#281#29.
In hex form it looks like <536F6D6520746578742F283129>,
but you can always reverse it to get Some text/(1).

The source of this document is 53135 bytes long. Last modification date is D:20160504155738-07’00’. The
md5 sum is 32E238AEC231B7F7B742322DB7E42749. Bytes 7 to 13 of the source are hex 73616D706C6570

(string ‘samplep’).
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The previous page has been written as object 3.

The last image has 1 page(s).

640 pixels in 1200dpi makes 38.53516pt.
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The image had originally 16 bits-per-channel.
Embedded one has 16 bits-per-channel;
the image has been read in 16-bit color resolution.
Try out different gamma parameters.

The image is calibrated with ICC profile.

Hacked image color space.
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Shell escape (via ifeof) seems to be enabled.
Shell escape (via \pdfshellescape) seems to be enabled (restricted).
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Ah! perhaps a burning match
might be some good, if she could
draw it from the bundle and
strike it against the wall, just to
warm her fingers. She drew one
out---”scratch!” how it sputtered
as it burnt! It gave a warm,
bright light, like a little can-
dle, as she held her hand over
it. It was really a wonderful
light. It seemed to the little girl
that she was sitting by a large
iron stove, with polished brass
feet and a brass ornament. How
the fire burned! and seemed so
beautifully warm that the child
stretched out her feet as if to
warm them, when, lo! the flame
of the match went out, the stove
vanished, and she had only the
remains of the half-burnt match
in her hand.

She rubbed another match on
the wall. It burst into a flame,
and where its light fell upon the
wall it became as transparent as
a veil, and she could see into
the room. The table was cov-
ered with a snowy white table-
cloth, on which stood a splendid
dinner service, and a steaming
roast goose, stuffed with apples
and dried plums. And what was
still more wonderful, the goose
jumped down from the dish and
waddled across the floor, with a
knife and fork in its breast, to the
little girl. Then the match went
out, and there remained nothing
but the thick, damp, cold wall
before her.

She lighted another match, and
then she found herself sitting un-
der a beautiful Christmas-tree.
It was larger and more beau-
tifully decorated than the one
which she had seen through the
glass door at the rich merchant’s.
Thousands of tapers were burn-
ing upon the green branches, and
colored pictures, like those she
had seen in the show-windows,
looked down upon it all. The
little one stretched out her hand
towards them, and the match
went out.

The Christmas lights rose higher
and higher, till they looked to her
like the stars in the sky. Then
she saw a star fall, leaving behind
it a bright streak of fire. ”Some
one is dying,” thought the little
girl, for her old grandmother, the
only one who had ever loved her,
and who was now dead, had told
her that when a star falls, a soul
was going up to God.

She again rubbed a match on the
wall, and the light shone round
her; in the brightness stood her
old grandmother, clear and shin-
ing, yet mild and loving in her ap-
pearance. ”Grandmother,” cried
the little one, ”O take me with
you; I know you will go away
when the match burns out; you
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will vanish like the warm stove,
the roast goose, and the large,
glorious Christmas-tree.” And
she made haste to light the whole
bundle of matches, for she wished
to keep her grandmother there.
And the matches glowed with a
light that was brighter than the
noon-day, and her grandmother
had never appeared so large or so
beautiful. She took the little girl
in her arms, and they both flew
upwards in brightness and joy far
above the earth, where there was
neither cold nor hunger nor pain,
for they were with God.

This text is from THE LITTLE MATCH-SELLER by Hans Christian Andersen



Ah! perhaps a burning match
might be some good, if she could
draw it from the bundle and
strike it against the wall, just to
warm her fingers. She drew one
out---”scratch!” how it sputtered
as it burnt! It gave a warm,
bright light, like a little can-
dle, as she held her hand over
it. It was really a wonderful
light. It seemed to the little girl
that she was sitting by a large
iron stove, with polished brass
feet and a brass ornament. How
the fire burned! and seemed so
beautifully warm that the child
stretched out her feet as if to
warm them, when, lo! the flame
of the match went out, the stove
vanished, and she had only the
remains of the half-burnt match
in her hand.
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the wall. It burst into a flame,
and where its light fell upon the
wall it became as transparent as
a veil, and she could see into
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ered with a snowy white table-
cloth, on which stood a splendid
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and dried plums. And what was
still more wonderful, the goose
jumped down from the dish and
waddled across the floor, with a
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It was larger and more beau-
tifully decorated than the one
which she had seen through the
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Thousands of tapers were burn-
ing upon the green branches, and
colored pictures, like those she
had seen in the show-windows,
looked down upon it all. The
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towards them, and the match
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The Christmas lights rose higher
and higher, till they looked to her
like the stars in the sky. Then
she saw a star fall, leaving behind
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girl, for her old grandmother, the
only one who had ever loved her,
and who was now dead, had told
her that when a star falls, a soul
was going up to God.
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wall, and the light shone round
her; in the brightness stood her
old grandmother, clear and shin-
ing, yet mild and loving in her ap-
pearance. ”Grandmother,” cried
the little one, ”O take me with
you; I know you will go away
when the match burns out; you
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will vanish like the warm stove,
the roast goose, and the large,
glorious Christmas-tree.” And
she made haste to light the whole
bundle of matches, for she wished
to keep her grandmother there.
And the matches glowed with a
light that was brighter than the
noon-day, and her grandmother
had never appeared so large or so
beautiful. She took the little girl
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upwards in brightness and joy far
above the earth, where there was
neither cold nor hunger nor pain,
for they were with God.



This is a page containing destination ‘num 1’
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This is a link to destination ‘num 1’
The link is object 79.
This is a link to the first page
This is a link to the thread ‘num 1’
This is a link to the previous view
This is a link to our faculty
This is an example of multiple
line link. Make sure that the
link and its end must be in hor-
izontal mode and the parent
boxes must have the same box
nesting level.A common mistake
here is using \pdfstartlink

at the beginning of the text
without \indent, \noindent or
\leavevmode, so \pdfstartlink

will end up in vertical mode and
cause an error.
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