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Garden of Heaven
While Dublin is the focal point of this unique day every year, an international moment in honour of one writer, those who love James Joyce's Ulysses can--if they are lucky--attend readings and dramatizations at many bookstores and libraries from the book the Modern Library considers the most important work of literature in the 20th century.

To love the words and to love the story is to celebrate life. That is to say, Ulysses reminds us to step outside the daily grind and choose something better, luminous and wondrous.

As Joseph Campbell wrote when Joyce died in 1941, the author "went heroically forth from his native Dublin to forge in the smithy of his soul the uncreated conscience of his race and toiled thirty seven years to effect a divinely comical transmutation of the entire spectacle of human life."

Ulysses urges us to wake up. Whether we can't get enough of Molly Bloom's famous soliloquy, the bawdy humor, the singing words, the connexions to Homer's Odyssey, or the story in its proud place between Portrait of an Artist as a Young Man and Finnegans Wake, this is a day to celebrate ourselves as James Joyce saw us.

We say "Yes!" just as Molly said it: "And then I asked him with my eyes to ask again yes and then 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."
