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Delicate shadowing elements,
Fly to your artist
So that she, kind and gentle,
Can make a world of shadows
For herself as she sees fit;
For the earthly figment 
Often shadows as it sees fit.

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
Ideas not yet born but already floating in the air radiate a subtle, delicate grace. Like all unborn life, they need to be nurtured. As keen as we are to hide fledgling ideas from the eyes of curious onlookers, we cannot pretend they do not exist. Everything new curiously appears delicate; everything delicate appears unique, sensitive and so contextual that the world suddenly appears in a new light. There’s no need to keep quiet about something that can be told here – especially if the shadowy nuances, internally coloured elements and makeshift aspects that stories always contain are mentioned here in the phenomenon of the delicate.
Whenever we manage to create something out of nothing, we achieve more than we initially ever believed we could. “There is a magic in every beginning” (Hermann Hesse) and every form of ‘poesis’ is a delicate, makeshift attempt – no more but also no less....
Delicateness cannot be owned; it needs to be perceived delicately – without the ambivalences concealed in the subtle intimations of this word failing to be expressed. Those who formulate their own ideas (and only their own!) in this manner think not of timeless distance but a sort of excessive proximity, a self-movement, which may additionally trigger unfamiliar ideas. Dealing with one’s own thoughtful perception that is in the stage of becoming and is intent on also moving its counterpart is and will remain delicate. If we were to seek a concise turn of phrase for this, such as the brilliant “coming to the world” coined by Peter Sloterdijk, we could say that here the luck of being able to come up with expressions is closely related to the delicate. All delicateness recalls an original sense of being moved. “Thinking means ... showing calm during an attack.”
 And at the same time: “We can only begin with being moved on ourselves.”
 “Receive the movement accompanying my gaze,” the delicate appears to be reminding us. Those who can feel this demand to open themselves up may have understood something of the nature and coming into being of aesthetic experience. New items can be comprehended but not formatted. 

“The warmth is fading from things. ... [Mankind] must compensate for their coldness with his own warmth.”
 Delicateness is the closeness that tries to wander off into the far-off distance while still able to tell of the splendour of another, also aesthetic world. Those coming from the other side of the world and arriving back on this side are literally reborn. A metaphor helping my language, a movement sustaining my thought, a flow of my perceiving attentiveness, a wealth and yet an eerie emptiness of my contemplation give me a form of delicateness needed to get through the present-day confusion safe and sound. “Never stop writing because you can’t think what to write. ... Bridge the pause in inspiration by making a clean copy of what you’ve already written. This will arouse intuition.”

By each operating in our own textual world with words and other forms of convergence and differentiation, outside it we realise a form of inner calm that keeps becoming aware of itself anew. Delicateness grows by perception of it constantly needing to be nurtured. Like everything which is threatened, delicateness needs its own time in which and for which it can develop. As the delicate coalesces on the one hand with the early, the unthought, on the other hand it is also related to the late, but not too late. Only in retrospect can we adequately appreciate the earliness of our own ideas. In the “comfort greenhouse”
 of the modern age, about which Peter Sloterdijk explicitly developed a “theory of spoiling”, the metaphor of the delicate also doubtless plays a role which should not be underestimated. And when Peter Sloterdijk advises “treating new things as if one had never seen them before”,
 we almost feel the delicate closeness with which space is given to an experience. The delicate is a word that loves closeness to words – or as Roland Barthes put it in his inaugural lecture at the College de France in 1977: “The flavour of words makes knowledge deep and fertile.”

Time nowadays seems to be heralding a network of a collective delicateness as yet unknown to us: a metaphor for a reiteration which is as open as it is moving that enables us to look our own presence in the eye without being startled. The delicate is a memento of a time in which we were still receptive to the uniqueness of impressions that would accompany us our whole life long as “delicate shadowing figments” (Johann Wolfgang von Goethe). 

Those who nowadays are still at all receptive to the newly emerged will not take the time to also reflect on this. We live in contexts – and the tentative delicateness with which we sustainably experienced them, as it were, will only become apparent in retrospect.
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