
Ganz Notes – TFS 6, II – Bob Dylan, Part II, 
and Joni Mitchell

Prayer of St. Francis of Assisi

Lord, make me an instrument of your peace:
where there is hatred, let me sow love;
where there is injury, pardon;
where there is doubt, faith;
where there is despair, hope;
where there is darkness, light;
where there is sadness, joy.
O divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek
to be consoled as to console,
to be understood as to understand,
to be loved as to love.
For it is in giving that we receive, 
it is in pardoning that we are pardoned, 
and it is in dying that we are born to eternal life.
Amen.

Feasts

Today is the feast day of St. Francis of Assisi (d. 3 October 
1226), who with St. Clare of Assisi, founded the Franciscan spiritual 
tradition. St. Francis said, “If God can work through me, then He 
can work through anyone.” And “We have been called to heal 
wounds, to unite what has fallen apart, and to bring home those 



who have lost their way.”

It also the day that St. Teresa of Avila, OCD (1515-1582 – age 
67), Carmelite Saint and Doctor of the Church (by Paul VI in 1970, 
the first woman to be so honored, who was also the first Pope to 
visit the United States, who addressed the United Nations on 4 
October 1965)). St. Teresa said, “I do not fear Satan half so much 
as I fear those who fear him” and “Our body has this defect: the 
more it is provided care and comforts, the more needs and desires 
it finds.”

It is also the day that Rembrandt (1606-1669), “painter of the 
soul”, died in Amsterdam – “one of the greatest storytellers in the 
history of Art, possessing an exceptional ability to render people in 
their various moods and dramatic guises … who favored 
uncompromising realism that would lead some critics to claim 
that he preferred ugliness to beauty.” (By Ernst van de Wetering 
in Britannica).

Psalmists

Gary Uhlenkott, SJ, when commenting on the phone to me about 
The Faber Sessions, Series 6, framed what I was trying to get at 
with the Songwriters. He said that people like Woody Guthrie, Bob 
Dylan, Joni Mitchell are like Psalmists. By their exceptionally close 
attention to what is actually going on, what is actually present in 
experience, they are able to find words for that and to find the 
music that says those words best.

To Discover Why I am Here

From the concluding lines of the “Principle and Foundation”, 
Spiritual Exercises [23] –
The Oxford English Dictionary at the adjective “indifferent” [not 
the same as apathetic!]– “I. Of a person or thing, in relation to two 
or more objects, courses, etc. 1. Without difference of inclination; 



not inclined to prefer one person or thing to another; unbiased, 
impartial, disinterested, neutral; fair, just, even, even-handed. 
Const. to, unto (†for). archaic.”

Therefore, we must make ourselves indifferent to all created 
things, as far as we are allowed free choice and are not under 
any prohibition. Consequently, as far as we are concerned, we 
should not prefer health to sickness, riches to poverty, honor to 
dishonor, a long life to a short life. The same holds for all other 
things.

Our one desire and choice should be what is more 
conducive to the end for which we are created.

There is a bad idea that has gone around Church circles for 
centuries, perhaps even back to the time of Jesus of Nazareth, that 
holiness, or being like God, should always look the same in any 
person who is holy. And so well-wishing Christians may spend their 
lives trying to “look like” what holiness is supposed to look like … 
and never learn how to read their own, particular Gift, and to learn 
to conform themselves to its promptings/demands/exigencies.

Recall St. Teresa of Avila who wrote, “We can only learn to 
know ourselves, and do what we can; namely, surrender our will 
and fulfill God’s will in us.”

Something striking about both Bob Dylan (b. 1941) and Joni 
Mitchell (b. 1943) is how they knew that they had a special gift, and 
that they needed to offer their life completely to its realization 
within them. This was their task, their path to God’s will for each 
of them. They also, each of them, was highly resistant to 
conformity, to the conventional – the danger of the conventional 
mind that never thinks for itself.

The Oxford English Dictionary at the noun “convention” – 
9. a. General agreement or consent, deliberate or implicit, as 



constituting the origin and foundation of any custom, institution, 
opinion, etc., or as embodied in any accepted usage, standard 
of behaviour, method of artistic treatment, or the like.” And 
further, “b. In a bad sense: Accepted usage become artificial 
and formal, and felt to be repressive of the natural in conduct or 
art; conventionalism.”

MY POINT: We live in a time when the institutional “solutions” to 
growingly intractable human messes have shown themselves 
uninspired, uninspiring, and often profoundly disappointing. 
Strangely, even in light of this, we imagine (and how institutional 
people would love us to imagine) that we need more than ever to be 
dependent on institutions to “fix” things.

But I argue that what most we need is for people to break this kind 
of idolatry, and to stifle the bad habit of complaining about how 
corrupt our institutions are, and to get to work finding the particular 
Gift that God has placed inside of them, and for which to be 
responsible, and all so that it might be given to the world. God is 
only able to conduct a Symphony worth listening to if we each have 
become good instruments!

St. Francis of Assisi wrote: “Those who work with their hands 
are laborers. Those who work with their hands and their head 
are craftsmen. Those who work their hands and their head and 
their heart are artists.”

The character Antonio Salieri (F. Murray Abraham) in the movie 
Amadeus (released 1984) commenting about the first time that he 
picked up and looked at the music of Mozart’s Serenade, No. 10, its 
Third Movement: “Extraordinary! On the page it looked nothing! The 
beginning simple, almost comic. Just a pulse. Bassoons, basset 
horns - like a rusty squeezebox. And then, suddenly, high above it, 
an oboe. A single note, hanging there, unwavering. Until a clarinet 
took it over, sweetened it into a phrase of such delight! This was no 
composition by a performing monkey! This was a music that I had 



never heard. Filled with such longing, such unfulfillable longing. 
It seemed to me that I was hearing the voice of God.”

And later in the film, Antonio Salieri, reflecting on a Mozart score 
that he has picked up and read: “Astounding! It was actually …  it 
was beyond belief. These were first and only drafts of music. But 
they showed no corrections of any kind. Not one. He had simply 
written down music already finished in his head! Page after page of 
it, as if he were just taking dictation! And music, finished as no 
music is ever finished. Displace one note, and there would be 
diminishment. Displace one phrase, and the structure would fall. It 
was clear to me that sound that I had heard in the Archbishop’s 
palace had been no accident. Here again was the very voice of 
God! I was staring through the cage of those meticulous ink-strokes 
at an absolute beauty.”


