Michael Brolly

Artist Statement
Art has always offered me a very comforting and grounding place to dwell.   When I was young I would spend hours in the basement making things.  I went through several phases; the Tiki God phase, the lead Fifty Cent Piece phase, Religious Icons and Objects and I even went through a phase of making wooden shoes.  I should probably say here that the Southwest Philadelphia of my youth was in no way an Art Mecca or even Art Haven, it was a decidedly blue collar type of place, complete with all that goes with that.  I didn’t know then what I know now; that I can wrap my mind around some elemental concept and make it go from mind to paper, to reality.  The Art world that I would later discover could have been on another planet and it would have been no more remote than it was to me then.
Of course I will never know what could have been if I were born somewhere else.  But my parents left the farming life, and all they loved in Ireland, to come to this strange land called America, during the Great Depression, to make money to send home and in doing so, found each other and an entirely new way of being.  Part of that new way of being involved starting a family later in life and having four children of which I was the youngest and the only one to go to Kindergarten, from which I came home the very first day and announced that I was going to be an Artist when I grew up.  To my parents it probably seemed like a transmission from another galaxy.
So it is very good that making art has that comforting, grounding quality for me.  For in trying to not only learn a new language but to grasp an entirely foreign way of being there were many times when I needed solace.  I guess I could say that many would be shocked to find that I, myownself, was surprised when it finally dawned on me just how autobiographical my work can be.  It has helped me express, and hopefully share exhilarating joy and to cope with heart rending sorrow.  It has enabled me to help my mother fulfill a life long dream of visiting her missionary sister in Africa and, in a very real but round about way, to fulfill my own dream of having children.  But probably the most important thing that art has done for me is to help keep my feet planted firmly in a world of incredible and ever expanding wonder.
