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4.8. Resource Type

Examples:
Type="image"
Type="sound"
Type="text"

Electronic art exhibition catalog:
Type="image"
Type="text"

Multimedia educational program with interactive assignments:
Type="text"

Type="image"

Type="software"

Type="interactive"

4.9. Format
Examples:
Format="image/gif"

Title="Dublin Core icon™

Identifier="http:/fourl. orafmetodota/dublin_corefimages/dc2 gif"
Type="image"

Format="image/gif 4kB"

http://www.dublincore.org/documents/2001/04/12/usageguide/generic/#type
http://zinelibraries.info/wordpress/wp-content/uploads/2013/04/Zinecore-Zine-Flats1.pdf




Language, any language including verbal
and visual ones, supposes a community.

Kathy Acker. “Realism for the Cause of Future Revolution.” (1984)
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lodey 28,6,95 my trip fo paris begins. we thecked info the hotel rivoll, located right in the middle of the world. funny yesterdey whon we fried
o cheek in this area did'nt seem thal special but today afler wakking & minades fo the loawe and the jardin toalleries i sez boys boys everywhere.
| left the hotel fo get some poudre fo prevent chaffing and i see cafe one full of queers and cafe two full of fags. funny. i think from fhis peint on
| was feeled with fike extasy; | mean i waited iwelve years to have this irip and aiready i'm in the thick of everything. i'm beyond content becsuse
see ol and every dngle wich | had in fife came irue. i'm finished, i'm happy.

after one sofid year of misery, poverty, isolation, loneliness, near death, governmeat bulishit, pills, pein, frastration, fuilure nothing is going wrong.
rm%hnum-&e&lﬁuﬁhﬁthﬂlﬁmhhﬂ! bqﬂi&elilllbisiﬁ mmnm

or oae solid vear of misery, ;ow‘v ':alz 'i:ﬂ Ioge! n"e"-f. near death, :ﬂh.rnmn% '*s.a'hh:i ,mf: pain, -'u*'ninn failure nothi *m is going wrong.
>0d dama |'m wiling on the Hoor of sully in the louwre lisiening fo the smifhs’ “boy with fhe fhora in his side” sloring mesmorized by fhe

2 foek by uuwf'-" "nr.rﬁ

e g —— ey mw v g e e w— e T——— ——— ww—— .
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seeret love fo last forever.

and this for me is everything. beyond now, foday nothing has sny meaning. i am o beyond waiting fo die. | want my heaven, fike this, fistening fo
this mortal coil walking among the greatest art in the world; gods, marlyrs, angels, ssints, beauties, heroes being quided hopelessly lost but guided
fo my love, the bay on 2 rock. |
now if's been one hour and just a fow perssas have reafiyiooked af the boy. the sublty of his nipple, the myslerioasness of his profile. how is if
thas. the quard now is amazed i've st glued o his appeal. two queers look ot me and look af him, they smile because i'm hopelesly lost. bal hey,
some girls sit of morrisson’s grave, o why not me this. | admit | could worship this.

fwo hoars later i stand up, they're closing. i switch fo fechno i realize if's nol going fo heppen. | move closer nd | swear in my gkt headed siete i}
see him raise his head, 2 second/very quickly. he looks me in the eyes. thea it's over, bul his image is berned in my head. the next fime i'm
suffocating from pep it will be this i see whea i go anconseience. :




lodey 28,6,95 my trip fo paris begins. we thecked info the hotel rivoll, loeated right in the middle of the world. funny yesterdey whon we fried
o cheek in this area did'nt seem thal special but today afler wakking & minades fo the loawe and the jardin toalleries i sez boys boys everywhere.
| left the hotel fo get some poudre fo prevent chaffing and i see cafe one full of queers and cafe two full of fags. funny. i think from fhis peint on
| was feeled with fike extasy; | mean i waited iwelve years to have this irip and aiready i'm in the thick of everything. i'm beyond content becsuse
see ol and every dngle wich | had in fife came irue. i'm finished, i'm happy.
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om whea fiss fel :5:&.4 '.: ge _.'-ra herz, a¢ it's open #il 10 and I'm ."r!.gt find my way back and i'm F-,su*rnu to
first with “2 day”) and st beaath him. i wait for him fo 'str ap his head from his knees and lock fo me, extending his hand asking

oin him om his rock zbove the franquility of the bav below us.

Xymox (1heﬁrsludﬂ| idq}nddihnﬂhilill lwﬂﬁuhnhﬂ&npbhhﬂhhhhmﬂlﬂhn emlﬁghhhl‘l*bg

me silently fo join him on his rock above the franquility of the bay below ws. i wil join him frozen in fime in bliss behind him hidden of his side, o
seeret love fo lasd forever.

and this for me is everything. beyond now, foday nothing has sny meaning. i am o beyond waiting fo die. | want my heaven, fike this, fistening fo
this mortal coil walking among the aresest art in the world; gods, martyrs, angels, ssinfs, beaaties, heroes being guided hopelessly lost bet quided
fo my love, the boy on a rock. |
now if's been one hour and just a fow perssas have reafiyiooked af the boy. the sublty of his nipple, the myslerioasness of his profile. how is if
thas. the quard now is amazed i've st glued o his appeal. two queers look ot me and look af him, they smile because i'm hopelesly lost. bal hey,
some girls sit of morrisson’s grave, o why not me this. | admit | could worship this.

fwo hoars later i stand up, they're closing. i switch fo fechno i realize if's nol going fo heppen. | move closer nd | swear in my gkt headed siete i}
see him raise his head, 2 second/very quickly. he looks me in the eyes. thea it's over, bul his image is berned in my head. the next fime i'm
suffocating from pep it will be this i see whea i go anconseience. :
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i move closer and i
swear in my light
headed state i see him
raise his head, a
second/very quickly. he
looks me in the eyes.
then it’s over, but his
image is burned in my
head. the next time i'm
suffocating from pcp it
will be thisisee wheni
g0 unconscience.







who haye died pf
AlDS, my. Presidens?
You're Soaking jp it!




Oneis peguiled into
jnvestigating these
shapes. If viewed
through the celebrated
lens of skepticism,
logical and dignified
patterns may emerge.
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Language, any language including verbal
and visual ones, supposes a community.

Kathy Acker. “Realism for the Cause of Future Revolution.” (1984)

Thank you.
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