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Caroline Clay Brooks is a visual artist and performing artist from Greenbo Lake, Kentucky.
She holds a BA in Theatre and Multimedia Production from Morehead State University.
Caroline specializes in immersive and storytelling pieces, and her work has previously
been seen on display at the Miami Dade College Hialeah Gallery, Grayson Gallery and the
Highlands Museum of Art in eastern KY. Currently, Caroline lives in Orlando with her
beloved husband Jordan, and she works full time as Scenic Artist for Universal Orlando
Resort.

Instagram: @CCBrooks.art
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EXPERIENCE

AUGUST 2022 - PRESENT

NOV 2019 - JULY 2022

JUNE 2015 - PRESENT

EDUCATION

Sept 2011 - May 2015

Graduated Magna cum laude

SKILLS

Public Speaking
Drawing
Sketching

Painting

PROJECTS

The Wild Plum Trees
Illustrator
Author: Steve Holt. 2015

Missoula Children’s Theatre
Teaching Artist
USA Tour. 2017

Stage Right Theatre Co.
Children’s Program Director
Williamstown, KY. 2017-2018
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	The Confession  
	2023 
	24” x 36” 
	Acrylic on Canvas 

	 
	 
	 
	 
	Eyes on the Skies:  
	The Flatwoods Monster  
	2024 
	30” x 40” 
	  Acrylic and Latex on Canvas 
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	2024 
	16” x 20” 
	Mixed Media 

	Ghosts of Appalachia 
	2024 
	30” x 40” 
	Acrylic on Canvas 

	 
	 
	Sanctuary 
	2023 
	16” x 20” 
	Acrylic on Canvas 


