
Spiritual Anopsia 
              
 

And when she had thus said, she turned herself back, and saw Jesus standing, and knew not that it was Jesus. 
– John 20:14 – 

              

 
For Mary Magdalene, the theological implications of Christ’s apparent defeat at Calvary were 
overshadowed by the most immense grief.  Early the first day of the week, even the fear of her 
past demonic agitators and the potential of their return could not overpower the sense of 
mournful duty that drove her to the tomb.  She had to pay homage to the One who had not 
only liberated her from Hell’s power but had also proven to be her chief joy over the last 
several years.  Hasting to the grave at sabbath’s end to simply weep over her dead Savior was 
the most appropriate thing to do for a heart so overwhelmed. 
 
Her initial visit that morning found the stone rolled away and the tomb empty.  She ran back to 
tell the others. Peter and John ran to the tomb and returned home in wonder and amazement.  
When Mary returned again, the grief that had been interrupted by confusion returned in force.  
Grappling with the myriad of plausible explanations as to the whereabouts of the body, it 
would appear that she gave no serious consideration to the Lord’s oft-repeated promise of 
resurrection.  By yielding to the natural, she missed the supernatural.  It would be somewhat 
comical if it were not so sad.  When questioned, “Woman, why weepest thou?”,  Mary could 
only matter-of-factly answer her heavenly visitants, “Because they have taken away my Lord.”  
And then, when the risen Lord Himself inquired the reason for her sorrow, she pathetically 
supposes Him to be the gardener.  Alas, she could not see Jesus through her tears.   
 
Anopsia is the medical term for a defect in the physiological field of vision.  Mary’s surrender to 
her sorrow on Resurrection morning reminds us that a similar malady can exist in our spiritual 
perspective as well.  When we inordinately yield to our emotions, as powerful or as justified as 
they may be, faith is subjugated to a secondary position and we miss our resurrected Christ’s 
ever-near proximity to His beloved. 
 
Thankfully, He knows our frame and remembers that we are dust.  For the faithful heart, as 
overcharged as it may be by the sadness of a moment, Jesus needs merely to whisper our 
name.  “Mary.”  Like the devils, sorrow must flee away.   With faith revived, we find ourselves 
happily again at His feet.  And here in His presence is fullness of joy and pleasures forevermore.   
 
Burdened reader, Jesus is nearby.  He defeated the grave, so neither your sorrow nor its cause 
is any match for Him.  Listen.  He calls your name. 
 
 

    -- D. Murcek 
 
 


