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French photograoher Richard Pak produced this series
oy going ‘o tne United States cvery year from 2003
10 2009, taxing the Declaration of Independence that
mertions each person’s fight to Ffe, liberty and the

pLrsait of happiress” as his common thread

AlteLgh sensitve to a purely Gocumentary American
onotograpay herizage, Richard Pak's work s cioser 1o
nis ‘magination, influenced by New Hollywood mov-
es and Americar. literature

#aks series, Pursuit, is a chronicle of daily life experi-
erced from the inside and was produced with the
kelp and trust of those who welcomed the photogra-
et into the boundary of their private lves

Pursuit shows a disenchanted Amenca, but one
imbued with tenderness and empathy for its prozago-

niszs

Alongside the photographic work, Richard Pak wrote
about some of his encounters, gathered under the title
Please, come again Following are extracts from this

Please, come again (extracts)

{ ) I'm meeting Krystal to photograph her. She's
bekind her bar, cnain smoking between the drinks
she serves 10 the few clients that ace already here in
the early afternoon They are all groued togelher
with the boss round the shuffleboard table playing
one-vs-ones for 35 & game The eyeliner round her
big eyes a bit darker, and her ‘ipstick 3 bit brighter,
earrings and other small details make me guess
straightaway that Krystal hasn't changed her mind
She tells me, :n a confidentia: tone, that she called
her motner Lo find out the name of the guy who had
photographed her ft was some Richard Avedon and
the book was called The American West, or some-

thing like that Rings a bell?

7o make the most of the daylight | decide 1o photo-
grapn her by the doar ihat leads o a back alley |
bock it open with a stone, give Krystal a few instruc-
tons and then photograph her After only a few min-
ues the bass, who seems really apset, comes over
ana star's shouting at us, blaming us for making the
bar cold He has a point It puts a premature end 10
our session but I'm confident that I've got what I was
looking fo~ Talking to Krystal, he spits out a: “If you
waa do him, take hir home,” and leaves Her
cold, austere mask c-umples and gives way to a deep
sadness, ard sre swnts crying, apolagising over and
over for her boss’s

ude | try to reassure her and
say I'm used to this kind of reaction, she confides in
e that she has had erough of working for a dick-
head anyway ana tnat it is high time she resigned

At eround 6pm we head off to photograpn & coun'e

Girni is friends with i~ a suburb ichmond Or tre

way, when we have neary got there, her friend calls
0 lears 10 say ~0t to come after all She has had an
argument with her husband about the shoot 1 drive

while Ginni tries to untangle the whys and where-

fores of the story | drive round the subdivided lots,
stopping here and there to photograph the roves of
identical ouses under a rainy sky A vigilant counle
watch me from their doorstep, obviously wondering
whether <o let the police know about this stranger
rigni in the middle of their strect  But we leave to go
and get Christne before | get an answer She ended
up nacking her suitcase and taking refuge in &
depressing restaurant in the neighbouring shopping
mal When we meet up with her, s1¢’s an her second
glass of Chardonnay and doesr't seem too shaken
Her control freak of a husband, who had initially
agrecd that | could photagraph both of them, had
sudaerly changed his mina, and had forbidden her
from getting nvolved in this little game 1t was the
final straw and she left, slamming *he door behind
her We eat and drink and have a laugh despite every-
thing Before we go our separate ways, and while
Ginni has gone out, Chnstine starts crying and curs-
ing her ‘diot of a husband, who she siopped studying
for and gave up on her childhood drearns 1 listen,
silent, attentive and powerless, a reluctant hero of a
Carver short story that, whether rightiy or wrongly, |
don't photograph

That evening Pesry and | are both lounging or: the old
sofa in the half-lign: of the Iving room I've iost count
of the number of shoots he’s injected into himself; |
stick to my strict diet of beer and joirts My mind is
vaguely foggy but | try and make conversation any-
way He seems to be making a superhuman effort
with every word he says in a distant and monotonous
voice, and | orly understand half of it | stil manage
o piece tagether the broad lines of his life from these
sniopets It gat ugly pretty early or when he was
about five One afternoon he was playing by a pool
with his parents He olayfully pushed his father, who
fell in the water and died instantly, of a heart atzack
or something Several years after having literally killed
his father, his mother remarried But his step-“ather
was the archetypal bastad, alcoholic and vioent And
he gets beater, more than ke should with large whips
of a belt As o teenager, unsurprisingly, he started
1aking drugs He dreamt of becoming a professionat
fisherman, ever won some local competitions, but
the spiral of drugs ouickly put an ena to that | listen
to him and wart for the rest but Perry has ‘alien
asleep, as if reminiscing hes finally knocked him aut |
take his beer away before it spills and | clumsily climb
up into the hammock

| go back to Clyde’s who isn't there, no more than s
Brian, the reighbour it is very hot and | wait :n the
shage of the trailer, sipping one o the cold beers I've
bought A kid comes and telis me that Clyde won't
be long now | make the most of him being there and
ask him to introduce me 10 some of the other inhab-
itants from this dead end lost in the middle of the
Appalachians He agrees and we go along the dry dirt
path together that leads us away from the road We
g0 past a ‘ow of pens where scrawny dogs bark
relentiessly Flanked by my young guice, | go up 10 a
mobile home where a woman and her daughter are
wartirg ir silence in the shace of an awring I intro-
duce myself and explain what brings me here I'm not

really sure they fit ‘n my project, but | protograph
them nevertheless, 50 as not 0 upset tnem Del.a
liest, then her daughter Vicki The s.ant of her blue
rrongoloid eves betrays a superfluous chromosome
She coyly preterds not to want <o, but lets ber moth-
er convince ner and behing her shyness | can see her
pride at being phazographed For the wnole time, the
kiG that brought me along watches us, squatting,
slightly in the background with Fis eyes wide open,
determined nol 1o miss anything of this scene that's
so different ‘rom his everyday liic Sudderly a man,
who | guess is his father, tusns up on a quad bke and
with an unequivocal look, teils him o get into e
seat They leave instantly and without a word in 3
cloud of dust Della and | chat Her husband, who
didr't wart 1o be photographed, has joined us They
hardly own anything, not even a car, and survive by
farming the landlord's field Vicki is, 'n effect, too
“slow” 10 go to school, and as they can't afford 1o
put her in a special school she spends her days at
home They offer me coffee and | ofter them ciga-
rettes Della smokes her cigarette, as you would
savour a cigar She confides in me her dream of leav-
ing this place in the back of beyond to start over, any-
where Or, even better, get in her car and drive with-
out ever stopping Sne is touching, and even more so
as we botk know that she wiil rever do it She offers.
me more coffee but it's time for me to go | give them
wnats left of my pack of smokes and we say good-
bye While hugging Della swhispers inic my ear,
“Please come again,” ke a cry for help that stil
brings a lump to rry throat
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