
A Start at Millenium Park Welcome Center 
Telemachus Martello Tower

Early morning on top of a Martello tower overlooking 
Dublin Bay. Godless Stephen Dedalus refused to 
pray for his mother on her deathbed and now he is 
tormented – and mocked – by his friend Buck Mulligan. 
With an English guest, they discuss how, like the many 
shards of a broken mirror, their colonized nation does 
not have one clear image or identity. The English guest 
politely takes Dedalus’s bed for the night. Usurped, the 
wanderings of Dedalus begin.

I will not sleep here tonight… home also I cannot go*

i m a g i n e  the tower overlooking Dublin Bay. It’s early 
morning and you can feel the crisp morning sunshine 
and the blustery wind. Imagine the view over the 
strand. Imagine the sea, the snotgreen sea.*

B Wrigley Square Monument 
Nestor Mr Deasy’s School, Dalkey

Dedalus teaches a class at a school in Dalkey. 
Motherless, he considers a pupil that only a mother 
could love. Later he discusses the weight of history 
with Mr. Deasy, the principal. To Dedalus, history is 
a nightmare from which he’s trying to awake, while 
Deasy asserts that all history moves towards one great 
goal, the manifestation of God. Dedalus has a very 
different concept of God.

God… is a shout in the street*

i m a g i n e  the sounds of the street and how they 
might have sounded in Dublin, June 16th, 1904. Traffic, 
children playing, shouting. Hear a distant siren. Feel the 
dust in the air. Imagine the location of God.

C Cloud Gate Bean
The Sirens Ormonde Quay

Leopold Bloom, a wandering ad man, wanders into a 
hotel bar. One of the drinkers, Blazes Boylan, is having 
an affair with Bloom’s wife. Bloom watches him but 
says nothing. Meanwhile, Boylan flirts with bar maids, 
songs draw men to sentimentality like sailors to rocks, 
and a blind man tunes a piano.

Miss Kennedy sauntered sadly from bright light, 
twining a loose hair behind an ear. Sauntering sadly, 
gold no more, she twisted twined a hair. Sadly she 
twined in sauntering gold hair behind a curving ear*

i m a g i n e  looking through a haze of cigarette smoke. 
Hear the clinking of glasses and the giggling of women. 
Listen to the scratch in the voice of the pub singer and 
the tinkling of the piano. Listen for the off-key notes 
among the pitchperfect ones. Hear the tap, tap, tap of a 
blind man’s cane.

D Crown Fountain 
Cyclops O’Donohue’s

Bloom enters a pub. A group of men talk about him, 
calling him a dark horse, a cuckold and an androgynous 
man. A one-eyed man, known only as the Citizen, 
delivers a speech on national purity. Bloom challenges 
him on notions of nationhood and the Citizen throws a 
biscuit tin at his head. Bloom absconds and ascends like 
a biblical character.

And they beheld Him even Him, ben Bloom Elijah, amid 
clouds of angels ascend to the glory of the brightness at 
an angle of forty five degrees over Donohue’s in Little 
Green Street like a shot off a shovel*

i m a g i n e  a Dublin pub in the afternoon. Hear the 
chatter of drinkers. Smell the stale stout and cigar 
smoke. Feel the old leather of the seats and the 
smoothness of well-worn wood. Feel the burn of 
humiliation. A cuckoo clock strikes cuck-old, cuck-old, 
cuck-old.*

Your journey continues overleaf…

Starting at the Millennium 
Park Welcome Center, 
follow an odyssey through 
the park and into your 
imagination. Let it take 
you through the streets 
and pubs and bedrooms 
of Dublin. Conjure up the 
sights and sounds and 
smells. Feel the sun on 
your face and the sand in 
the wind. Feel the lust at 
the beach and the guilt 
at the brothel. Explore 
your consciousness and 
map your own experience 
against the universal.
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A journey of the imagination 
Fig. 3: Millennium Park 
Dublin / Chicago

*Ulysses paraphrased via Project Gutenberg: http://bit.ly/132dEd

**For distribution in the United States only



E Lurie Garden 
Nausicca Sandymount Strand

It is evening at the beach. A young girl sits on a strand. 
A dark stranger watches. We follow his thoughts on 
beauty and hers on romance. She lifts her skirt revealing 
a flash of leg and garter. A Roman Candle shoots up and 
explodes. The dark stranger, Leopold Bloom, is satisfied.

… in the tense hush, they were all breathless with 
excitement as it went higher and higher and she had 
to lean more and more to look up after it, high, high, 
almost out of sight, and her face was suffused with a 
divine, an entrenching blush from leaning back and he 
could see her other things too…*

i m a g i n e  dusk. The day turning cool. Feel the damp in 
the air, the coolness of sand. Sense that you are watched. 
Look to see the eyes of a stranger. Feel the distance and 
the closeness. 

F BP Bridge 
Circe Nighttown

Bloom follows drunken Stephan Dedalus, the son of an 
acquaintance, through the redlight district to a brothel. 
Bloom fantasizes about being tried for perversion. In an 
absinthe fever, Stephen Dedalus sees his dead mother 
rise from the grave. Bloom comes to his rescue. 

Man and woman, love, what is it? A cork and bottle*

i m a g i n e  midnight. Hear footsteps on a dark street. 
Catch the scent of cheap perfume. Touch worn velvet 
and dirty silk. See the goosepimples rise on a fleshy 
white thigh as a soothing voice whispers obscenities. 
Hear and touch and feel your desires.

G Jay Pritzker Pavilion 
Penelope No. 7 Eccles Street

The bedroom of Bloom’s wife Molly. She considers her 
fading looks and thinks of lovers past and present. She 
remembers her afternoon of pleasure with Boylan. She 
thinks fondly of Bloom but also imagines what her life 
could have been... She thinks back over his proposal, 
years before.

… he asked me would I yes to say yes my mountain 
flower and first I put my arms around him yes and 
drew him down to me so he could feel my breasts all 
perfume yes and his heart was going like mad and yes I 
said yes I will Yes*

i m a g i n e  a lady’s bedroom. Sense the heavy curtains. 
Lingerie strewn across a chair… a dim reflection of 
lamplight on dull old silver. Cold cream and cotton 
wool. Smell lavender and powder from a puff. Imagine 
intimate things. Imagine falling asleep in Dublin. 
Imagine.

Ireland’s culture has been consistently evolving: only a culture which changes 
remains alive; its breadth and influence is universal. Consider the stark beauty of 
early monastic poetry, the subversive ballads and love songs of a repressed Gaelic 
culture, or the monumental re-imagining of an enforced language. Irish artists such 
as Joyce, Beckett and Yeats spoke from a native imagination to a universal audience. 
Subversion in art and thus reality was their ambition. In their work they held a 
mirror up to nature.

Today’s artists draw upon that massive inheritance, yet speak with a new voice that 
is of today, yesterday and tomorrow. Theirs is an inevitable, ever-changing voice that 
recognizes kinship of reality and imagination.

A year of Irish Arts 
in America

*Ulysses paraphrased via Project Gutenberg: http://bit.ly/132dEd
**For distribution in the United States only

Bloomsday, James Joyce & ULYSSES
Ulysses is a novel by Irish author, James Joyce. Regarded as one of 
the most important works of Modernist literature, it chronicles the 
passage of the central character Leopold Bloom through Dublin, 
Ireland on 16th June, 1904 (which is alleged to have been the day 
of Joyce’s first date with his future wife, Nora Barnacle).

The title Ulysses claims its roots from the classic character of 
Odysseus, the hero of Homer’s Odyssey. Through this great piece of 
literature, Joyce weaves a web of parallels between the events and 
characters of the Odyssey and Ulysses through chronicling the life 
and thoughts of Leopold Bloom (and other characters) from 8am on 
16th June through to the early hours of the following morning.

June 1929 was the earliest recorded Bloomsday celebration, 
organized by the then publisher of Ulysses, Sylvia Beach, in France. 
Since then, Joyce fans the world over have celebrated Bloomsday 
with readings, performances, re-enactments and a variety of events. 
We invite you to our celebration of the journey of Bloom.

Share your journey on facebook.com/cultureireland 
or tweet with the hastag #bloomsjourney 

www.imagineireland.ie
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