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Of course she can’t be seen on the beach wearing
a flimsy H&M outfit. No, for her cerulean strapless
bikini with golden stripes she went to Versace

or Gucci. Her lips are painted red, her nails are
polished a fierce blue, her hair is hidden under an
clever little glitter cap. Gold is shining around her
neck, gold glitters between her breasts, above her
navel, at her wrist and in her hand. Beside her,on a
golden leash, she parades a pet Iguana.

She would be hard to miss, this aging
lady. With her hands on her hips, the milky white
body yielding to the years and covered with
many-coloured veins, she is gauging the other
seaside visitors, gauging me. The sight, | believe,
fails to please her. The eyes have a dissatisfied
look, the mouth is contorted in a disapproving
grimace. She turns to decoration for support.
Without it she would never expose herself to the
outside world.

The nearly nude woman evokes a host of
emotions: disgust, curiosity, admiration, as well
as pity. | can almost smell the fear and loneliness
hidden underneath her painstakingly applied
cosmetics. The woman is a makamba, as the
Curacaoans say: a rich, often elderly and Dutch
intruder leading a life of leisure on the Island.
With her ostentatious taste the makamba
appears to integrate well with the indigenous
population.

Dutch visual artist Maartje Folkeringa
(1978) built Lady | with iguana dog in 2010. The
woman and her fancy pet spontaneously grew
under her hands. The lady evolved into an emblem
of the prosperous and yet dissatisfied Dutch the
artists sees on the boulevards and beaches. This
is how Folkeringa works. Just start somewhere
without a prearranged plan and see where it
ends. '

Lady | with igunana dog is one such
end. The work is done, the sculpture is ready.
Folkeringa worked at it in 2010, while she was an
artistin residence at the Instituto Buena Bista on
Curacao. But Lady | with iguana dog also signifies
an ending: it became the last human figure
Folkeringa would make.
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more special than your fellow man, lift you up in
the sky just a little bit higher.

Where ordinary bling-bling thrives on
exuberance, Folkeringa transforms her bling bling
into sober abstraction. None of the sculptures she
made since 2010 refers directly to items displayed
in department stores. They sooner resemble
geometric wall pieces made from crystal, shiny
foil, velvet, PUR foam, aluminium and glitter. Giant
brackets are standing on pedestals or hanging
from the walls while they form a line of hearts
together with their shadows. A series of absolutely
normal carton cylinders has been adorned with
gold and black velvet, and attached to the wall
in various sizes. This way they form a sparkling,
rhythmical pattern of shape, light and colour.
These precious objects, made from scratch, beg
for introspection. They couldn’t be further re-
moved from extrovert ostentation.

During a work period in 2014, at the
foundry and artist workplace Beeldenstormin
Eindhoven, she experiments with aluminium.

Just around the corner is exhibition space
Onomatopee, where she is showing primarily
pieces. At the foundry, awards are created that no
gymnastics club would want to present. Sculp-
tural wall decorations appear with silver-coloured
stars, flashes and arrows in blue and baby pink.
The sculptures appear to be hard and week at the
same time: the points of the stars are broken much
like the paper darts from my youth that | tried to
glue together using too much spit.

Since 2010, Folkeringa treads a gaudy
path. On that path anything related to conceit,
pomp and narcissist display of status eases
away from the individual story. The sculptures of
decoration and adornment are stardust. Without
regard for persons they stand on a pedestal, are
pedestals. In this way they not only uncover the
emptiness concealed beneath the dust, they also
expose themselves ever so subtly.
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