What happens before anything happens.

nineteeneightyseven turns toward that suspended, pre-human interval where

matter hasn’t yet committed, where form is still negotiating its own arrival,

where time has not yet stepped forward. The year preceding the artist’s birth
becomes a lens, a way of examining the world as pure potential.

Pacelli engages this territory with precision rather than mysticism. The
exhibition gathers five wall pieces and three sculptures, each one emerging
from a different technical universe. Colored-pencil drawing, mark-making,
wood engraving, metal casting, Raku ceramics, and hybrid material processes
sit together without resolving into a single style. Their dissonance is
intentional: each technique behaves like a separate hypothesis about what
matter might do before it becomes matter-as-we-know-it.

The wall works read like fragments from parallel systems, small portals with
their own internal laws. Some suggest surfaces stabilising for the first time;
others feel like artefacts from an early stage of consciousness, before
representation attaches itself to memory or narrative.

The three sculptures on the floor complicate the field further. They are not
monumental, yet they exert a dense gravitational presence - objects that seem
caught mid-transition, as if arrested between one state of being and another.
Metal, clay, composite structures: all of them feel slightly unanchored, as
though still testing the rules of their own formation.

There is no pursuit of formal unity here. Pacelli intentionally fractures his
vocabulary, allowing each work to articulate its own logic. Yet the exhibition
never drifts into chaos. Subtle framing, recurring spatial gestures, and a
shared atmosphere of suspension bind the pieces into a loose constellation.
It’s coherence without closure, structure without simplification.

What emerges is a lucid ambiguity, a space where origins do not function as
singular events but as a series of thresholds. The works sit on these
thresholds, alert to the strange intelligence of materials before they choose
their final shape. They examine the world not as it is, but as it might be in the
quiet instant before becoming.

nineteeneightyseven is not a reconstruction of the year before the artist’s
birth. It is a proposition: that the “before” is never past, never closed. It
continues to hum beneath everything - a field of beginnings that remain

unfinished, and perhaps must remain so.
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