
I wanted to feel the matter of the town better. To obtain the 
information about it anew.



The place I chose to start with was Goetheplatz. There I sat down 
on a bench and was observing what happens around me. 
The Labyrinth Hostel, which is situated across the street, was 
the first place I stayed in in Weimar, and I tried to remember 
the feeling I had in the first day I came here: not knowing where 
everything is: grocery stores, Bauhaus, main squares, bus stops, 
pharmacy stores (still don't know). I tried to deconcentrate and 
pause all thoughts going through my mind and focus only on 
two bus stops on Goetheplatz, the main road, and the post office.



After half an hour I wanted to come closer to the bus stop and 
so that's what I did. What striked me was the number of people 
passing me by. All people standing at the stop were waiting for 
something, I also decided that I need to await with them. I didn’t 
want to break the feeling of being in the town for the first time 
and knowing nothing about it, so I turned on my imagination. 
I started to wait for the bus number 28. I was waiting for 10 
minutes already, and the bus didn’t even appear on the table with 
coming buses. I was becoming angry. 



I left the stop and went in the direction I was imagining this bus 
to go. I’ve heard the bells ringing and thought that there could 
be a church nearby on my way so I hurried up this way. It was 
indeed a neat church with a high bell tower. I passed it by and 
continued my journey. 



It was sunny and I imagined I am in a small Italian town during 
one of its coldest days. The sea was not so far away so I could feel 
the cold breeze coming from my right side. 



 I suddenly found myself in front of a wide road and a forest 
behind it. There also was a huge shopping center to the left of 
me with a bus stop in front of it. I imagined that it should be one 
of the central squares in warmer days when people spend more 
time outside. I would think I am leaving the town now if I did’t 
see the houses on the other side. The narrow road across the 
street attracted me the most.



I crossed the road and went up the hill. Behind one of the houses 
I’ve found a stair and a narrow path it was following to. 



I climbed it up, made some steps to the left and saw a treehouse 
and some children playing on a playground. I continued my way, 
soon the houses were left behind and I entered a forest. 



It was an unusual forest for Italy so I thought that I’ve moved to 
the north further than I thought. The road became dirty and it 
looked like nobody visited this place at all, I hadn’t seen a human 
being for a while now. 



As I was thought that I heard some sounds from the right and 
when I turned I saw some workers who were operating two 
excavators. I came closed and saw that there was a creek down 
the hill and they seemed to want to change its stream path. I 
observed them from behind the tree for some minutes but then 
it came to my mind that they can notice me and start to ask what 
I am doing here, and I even didn’t know the language they were 
speaking. So I quickly turned around and went back.



I took the same way, so the breeze from the Italian sea was blow-
ing from my left side now. I went down the hill and passed the 
same church. I went closer to the bus stop just to check if the bus 
number 28 will appear soon but it was still not on the table.




