Joe Adreon Keller has worked in still and notion filmnedia for nore than
30 years. His varied professional career in photography spans product
advertising to journalistic work for publications such as Rolling Stone
and Interview, and the book, "Aninal Factories.”" H's work is in private &
public collections, including the Wallach Coll ection of the New York
Public Library. H's abiding personal interest has been the human-altered
| andscape and all the species and flora that exist there.

Born in NY, he studied at Georgetown, NYU, and Col unbia University, from

whi ch he received an MFA. He has taught at City University of New York
anmong other institutions. He currently lives out West, in Portland,
Oregon, and is involved with the creation of linmted edition books.
On_Phot ographi ng Qut West:

"As the trees are so large, so out of scale, a mld derangenent has
overtaken nme out here. | walk around a ot and amattentive to the noist
air, the sounds of birds and of traffic, the undul ati ons of the path under
ny feet, the commtion in the alley, the baroque shadowed rhythm of a
bough.

| try not to stare - even at trees. But nevertheless, at sone "then and
there," a line of sight is strung and | stop to make a still (and thereby
still the endless flow of information that conprises the world). Was it
the accel erating speed of 19th century life that nmade this canera
necessary?

Today everyone carries an inmage recording device to nmenorialize the
passing glories: “Me in Paris, Me in Rone” or Paris, Texas, or Disneyland;
and then there is you and the costunes, roses, sunsets, the animals with
super powers, the clowning friends, Spain, and all the rest. See the
flam ng weck, and hey, it’s not the usual state of affairs!

In choosing the one angle, one fram ng anong the infinity of fram ngs, one
[ight anong infinity of Iights, we engage in myth-making and poetry in
representation. Each of us nmakes a gallery of wonders. The nost
interesting are hung with i mages that set off dense webs of association in
whi ch the faraway conmes up close, and the cl ose up becones so faraway."



