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Text:  “A Man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.” Isaiah 53, part  
of verse 3.

Of whom is God’s servant, the prophet, Isaiah, speaking? This was 
a question asked of Philip, by the Ethiopian, in the midst of a desert. He 
had been reading this remarkable chapter. His heart had been strangely 
moved. And yet there remained a deep, deep question – of whom was 
the prophet speaking? Was it of himself? Was it his own path? Was it 
something he was passing through himself,  which he put down, as it 
were, to relieve the anxiety and pressure of the depths he was in? Or 
was he speaking with the voice of  prophecy concerning some other 
Man? Well, we know the answer – at least, the Word of God tells us. 
And some of us here know the answer,  we hope,  a little,  by divine 
revelation, that the Man in our text is none other than our Lord and 
Saviour, Jesus Christ. He bears many names. Even in this chapter, you 
will notice some of the names He bears. He is spoken of as the “Arm of 
the LORD,” “a tender Plant,” “a Root out of a dry ground,” “a Lamb” 
and “a Servant.” These are some of the names He bears. And every 
name He bears has a respect to the blessed office He sustains on behalf 
of His dear people, as their Saviour. But, what a wonderful name we 
have here before us, this morning! A name just suited to the Church of 
God on earth. You say: ‘Is there another Church of God?’ No, not in 
one sense. There is only one Church. But there are two parts of that 
Church,  divided  by  the  river  of  death.  There  is,  what  we  call,  the 
‘Church militant’ – that is the Church on the battleground, the Church 
still wrestling, as good Rutherford said:

“I’ve wrestled on towards heaven,
  ’Gainst storm and wind and tide.”

S. Rutherford
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 –  I judge it  is to those that this word is especially applicable,  this 
morning. And there is the Church triumphant, of whom you have been 
singing, [477]. They are beyond sorrows, and they are beyond grief. 
They behold face to face, this One of Whom it was said while here 
below: “a Man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.” They can still 
see in the body of that  dear One on whom they gaze with ineffable 
delight, marks of those sorrows. We read that when John saw Him by 
revelation in the Isle of Patmos, it was “a Lamb as it had been slain.” In 
other words, there were the marks of suffering. One of the delights of 
heaven is for the redeemed to gaze on the actual hands of the Saviour; 
to see the wounds; to see those once pierced holy hands and feet; to see 
the  riven  mark  in  His  side;  to  see  that  dear  head  which  once  was 
crowned with thorns, now crowned with glory.  That is their delight; 
that is their joy, this morning. This very hour, as we seek in our poor, 
limited  way  to  remember  Him who  was  the  “Man  of  sorrows  and 
acquainted with grief,” they,  in the fulness of joy; the fulness of the 
blessing of the gospel of Christ, behold Him face to face. But, as the 
good hymnwriter put it:

“[They’ve] gone in endless bliss to dwell,
And I am left below,

  To struggle with the powers of hell,
Till Jesus bids me go.”

W. Gadsby

Of course, he is speaking about the dear people of God. They are the 
ones who value this title; this name.

“How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer’s ear!

  It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

J. Newton

Here is a name especially suited to sorrowing people; grief-stricken 
people. And friends, the Man who while here below knew the sorrows 
and knew the grief, has not forgotten His sorrows nor forgotten His 
grief –  He is not so taken up now with His glory and joy and rightful 
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place at the right hand of His Father as to forget His sorrowing people 
here below. We read in the book of Exodus concerning God’s ancient 
people:  “I  know  their  sorrows.”  This  blessed  One  still  knows  the 
sorrows of His Church here below; He still understands them. When 
Saul of Tarsus was persecuting the Church of Christ – slaying some, 
haling others to prison, exiling others – the Lord Jesus spoke to that 
erring man, and said: “Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou Me?” I pause 
here, for a moment; just think for a minute – when you speak and deal 
with  a  child  of  God,  remember,  there  is  One  who  feels  for  them. 
“Touch  not  Mine  anointed,”  the  Word  of  God  says,  “and  do  My 
prophets no harm.” “He that toucheth you toucheth the apple of His 
eye.”  The  Saviour  feels  for  the  oppressions  of  His  people;  for  the 
burdens of His people. He feels for the weights they bear; the sorrows 
they endure. “A Man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.”

Now, my thoughts this morning will be very simple, but I hope it 
will be a “word in season” to more than one here this morning, who, in 
more  than  one  way  have  a  sorrow,  a  disappointment,  a  loss,  a 
discouragement, a perplexity, a hardness in the way, a crooked thing or 
a thing they find they cannot understand, and need grace to live with 
and to walk it out. Here is One who understands. You remember those 
two on the road to Emmaus. They were speaking, talking and reasoning 
one with each other, when the Lord Jesus Christ drew near. He said: 
“What  manner  of  communications  are  these  that  ye  have  one  to 
another, as ye walk, and are sad?” They were communing with each 
other.  But  friends,  when  He began to  commune  with  them,  what  a 
difference! Then their sorrows were met; their needs were dealt with; 
their sore was bound up. And that’s what I hope, this morning, that it 
may be God’s will so to do; that He who alone can communicate out of 
His loving heart to sorrowing hearts the Balm of Gilead –  the sweet 
balsam of the gospel –  may do so to sorrowing, grief stricken hearts, 
here, this morning. “A Man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.”

First of all: “a Man.” In saying that, neither the prophet, nor I the 
poor  preacher  here  this  morning,  deny  His  Godhead.  He  was  God 
before He was Man. He is the eternal Son of the eternal Father, not by 
office, for that is His blessed nature. He is, by nature, the Son of the 
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eternal God. And, as I have reminded you more than once, as one good 
man put it so plainly: ‘He is what He has been and ever will be; but He 
became what He was not for sinners like me.’ He became “a Man of 
sorrows” for the sake of sinners. 

What is it that lies at the root of every sorrow this world has ever 
known, and every sorrow that is in this congregation this morning, from 
whatever quarter it has come? Right at the root of that sorrow lies that 
word ‘sin.’ There would have been no sorrow had there been no sin. Do 
remember that.  It is a wonderful thing,  when you can see by God’s 
grace,  that  the connection  is  a  sanctified  one.  It  is  not  sanctified  to 
everybody. You go to the hospital wards, and into the streets of this 
land in which we live, and see the sorrow and degradation wrought by 
sin. We haven’t a stone, or even a pebble, or even a speck of dust to 
throw at those who are God-less and Christ-less. It is very evident that 
much,  perhaps  most,  of  the  sorrow on the  face  of  this  earth  is  not 
sanctified.  But, one of the clearest  marks of being a child of God is 
sanctified sorrow. That is when sorrow does us good; teaches what we 
would not have seen otherwise; gives a spirit to us that we would not 
have otherwise have possessed; a sorrow that does not leave us as it 
found us; a sorrow, on which we may look back, like the bitter waters 
of Marah, and say: ”the waters were made sweet.”

But this dear Man in our text is the God-man. He became a Man. 
That is, He took into union with His divine Person a complete human 
nature, body and soul. Why did He do it? That He might experience, in 
His own Person, the sorrows of His Church. Oh, what love! As good 
William Gadsby puts it in hymn 514:

“O what matchless condescension.”
W. Gadsby

Think of  it:  that  He who lay  in  the  bosom of  His  Father,  from all 
eternity, should stoop and unite to Himself a body, finite like our own; 
and that He should unite in such a way, that within that body He would 
dwell  in  a  holy  tabernacle,  a  temple  here  below;  and  for  this  very 
reason: to enter into the sorrows of His people. 
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“A Man of sorrows” – One who willingly, lovingly took a cup of 
sorrow into His hand to drink. Here is One who Himself, in His holy 
humanity, needed strengthening in Gethsemane. And do you think He 
will  rebuke  you,  and  cast  a  stone  at  you,  who  feel  to  need 
strengthening, this morning? We sung in that beautiful hymn that we 
opened the service with this morning:

“A fulness resides in Jesus our Head,
  And ever abides to answer our need;”

J. Fawcett

“Ever” – this morning – April 13th 2008 – it abides to answer the need 
of  His  sorrowing,  grieving,  burdened,  oppressed,  disappointed, 
discouraged, perplexed people who are on the battleground. “A Man of 
sorrows.”

But then we must say this: a sinless Man. Oh, never, never,  never 
lose  sight  of  that!  In  your  sorrows,  and  in  my  sorrows,  there  is 
rebellion, unbelief, impatience, ungracious questionings, covetousness 
– oh, the things that rise up in sorrow! ‘Other people’s paths,’ you say, 
‘are easier than mine; no one is as tried as I am.’ So says our poor, 
wretched, fickle nature, doesn’t it? Our Saviour had no such sin in His 
holy Person. He was always submissive to His Father’s will; always 
ready and willing to obey. No sinful  petulance or impatience; no rash 
thoughts,  words  or  actions;  no  shirking  the  cross;  no  shunning  the 
reproach;  no  reproachful  thoughts  of  His  heavenly  Father.  No;  and 
blessed be God,  that is the spirit that He imparts to His dear people 
from time to time in their sorrows, enabling them to be patient, humble, 
submissive, quiet and graciously confident; believing:

“That what He does is ever best.”

B. Beddome

“He never takes away our all –
Himself He gives us still.”

J. Swain
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Oh, poor sorrowing ones! I know there are a good many sorrows 
here,  this  morning.  Some  are  known,  but  there  are  a  great  number 
hidden. You would be surprised at the sorrows in this House of Prayer, 
if  you  really  knew;  if  each  living  soul  were  to  unbosom  all  their 
sorrows  you  would  be  amazed.  But  there  is  One who knows.  “The 
foundation of God standeth sure, having this seal, The Lord knoweth 
them that are His.” He knows their frame; He knows their sorrows; He 
knows  the  cup  He  has  put  in  their  hand  to  drink;  He  knows  what 
strength they need; He knows what conflict they feel. He knows that 
their old nature would get out of the way and run away from it, but He 
knows, also, that they will persevere. Why? “Thy shoes shall be iron 
and brass; and as thy days, so shall thy strength be.” “He will keep the 
feet of His saints.” This “Man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief,” 
He says:  “Holy Father…those that  Thou gavest  Me I have kept.”  ‘I 
have kept them.’ And He still keeps them. Do you feel you are going to 
be lost in your sorrow? 

Do you feel you are going to make shipwreck of faith, in your 
sorrow? Do you  feel,  somehow,  that  your  faith  is  dried  up in  your 
sorrow? I was speaking to a dear man of God, one of our ministers, 
only a few days ago. He said: ‘My faith has gone.’ He is an eminent, 
godly man; a real,  able minister of the New Testament. But he said: 
‘My faith has gone.’ Well,  dear friends, it hadn’t gone, and it hasn’t 
gone. But, there are times when God’s people feel it has gone. Indeed, 
the Lord Jesus Christ said to His disciples on one occasion, “How is it 
that ye have no faith?” And, “Where is your faith?” But what did He 
say about  Peter?  Poor,  sorrowing one –  here  is  the  answer  to  your 
trouble this morning. “I have prayed for thee, that thy faith fail not.” “A 
Man of sorrows” who yet prays for His people, with blessed authority; 
who pleads for that burdened, bruised reed; that smoking flax; that one 
who has, perhaps, come to chapel this morning, feelingly for the last 
time: ‘Lord, this is my last venture. If I don’t get a crumb this morning, 
I  feel  I  can  never  come  again.’  He  feels  for  that  very  one;  He 
understands the path they are in, because He is “A Man of sorrows and 
acquainted with grief.”
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Now, what were His sorrows? What was the chief sorrow of the 
Saviour? I’m going to surprise you when I begin with the chief sorrow 
of the Saviour;  you might  be surprised when I say what it  was, but 
some will  not  be.  The chief  sorrow of  the dear  Son of  God in  our 
nature, was sin. You say: ‘Sin? You have told us He had no sin. You 
have told us He is a sinless One.’ Dear friends, it was His people’s sins 
that were His sorrow. When the full weight of that sinful burden was 
laid on His holy shoulders; when that word we read of in Corinthians 
was fulfilled: “He hath made Him to be sin for us, who knew no sin;” 
who  can  tell  what  sorrows  filled  His  holy  heart!  To  think  that  the 
people He had loved with an everlasting love should have been such 
rebels;  such despisers;  such rejecters;  so full  of  the world;  so easily 
tempted; so depraved; so lost in Adam. Oh, to think what His holy heart 
endured as He felt and knew and realised the full weight that the law 
justly had against them! This was His sorrow. 

And now, sinner – listen. Were your sins there? Did He weep, did 
He groan, did He grieve under your  sins? The prophet said He did, 
speaking of himself. “Surely He hath borne our griefs, and carried our 
sorrows.” There is no greater joy than for a poor sinner to be led to 
realise the relationship between the Saviour’s sorrows and his sins. And 
though He did sorrow over the sins of the world, in one sense, (it was a 
grief to see the fallen world around Him) it was the sins of those in the 
election of grace that grieved Him the most. Oh, to know that our sins 
were in that  vast,  intolerable  load! If not;  if  He has not borne them 
away, sinner; if He has not put them away, they are sorrows you must 
bear to all eternity. Oh! Friend, do – oh! I beseech you, by the mercies 
of God, this morning hour – look well to your soul. Are you seeking a 
place in the heart of this “Man of sorrows”? Is it your exercise and your 
desire that you could hear Him say: 

“All this was done for you”?
D. Herbert

Would your heart leap with joy today, or are you unconcerned about it? 
Are your sins so much of your nature (and they are, and mine too) that 
you don’t want to part with them? In essence you are really saying: ‘I 
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want nothing to do with this sorrowing Saviour.’ “Is it nothing to you, 
all ye that pass by? behold and see if there be any sorrow like unto My 
sorrow, which is done unto Me, wherewith the LORD hath afflicted Me 
in the day of His fierce anger.” Remember that word: “fierce anger,” 
sinner. Remember it. “Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the Lord.” 
With vengeance against  the sins of His dear people,  He paid in the 
person of His dear Son. But oh! Those who live and die without faith in 
a precious Christ, without repentance over their sin – that vengeance 
they will endure to all eternity. 

We  have  recently  lost  two  dear  friends  very  suddenly,  both  of 
whom we have good confidence to believe they are on the right side of 
our text, this morning. Had the Lord taken you or I at the early morning 
hour in our sleep, how would it have been? Where would your soul be 
had  the  Lord  taken  your  soul  yesterday  morning  as  he  took  dear 
friend’s soul? Would it have been a blood-washed soul? Would it have 
been a ransomed soul? Would it  have been one who had a place in 
these  sorrows?  Or  would  it  have  been  a  careless,  indifferent  one, 
suddenly plunged into that darkness which has no relief; that pit out of 
which  there  is  no  deliverance;  those  sorrows  of  which  there  is  no 
assuaging.  Be  sure  of  this  –  our  Saviour  has  not  come  down  for 
nothing. If God did not hate sin as He does, our Saviour would never 
have suffered as He did. And:

“Ye who think of sin but lightly,
Nor suppose the evil great,

  Here may view its nature rightly,
Here its guilt may estimate.”

T. Kelly

I tell you, the law of Mount Sinai will make a sinner tremble, – and it 
should do; would to God we trembled more under God’s holy law – but 
it is the gospel, it is Calvary, it is a crucified Saviour that gets to the 
root of the matter. That is where sin is seen so exceedingly sinful, and 
that is where the true cost and weight of it is understood. “A Man of 
sorrows.”
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The  second  deep,  deep  sorrow  I  will  mention  is  the  terrible 
opposition the dear Saviour endured from this dying world. Just think, 
for a moment, of some of the things He had to endure. He, who only 
ever  did  good;  He,  who  harmed  no  one,  was  spat  upon.  He  was 
scourged until the blood ran down His holy back. Thorns – not just tiny 
thorns (godly scholars tell us that the thorns that made up the crown of 
the Saviour were probably six inches long), wreathed in cruelty in the 
heart of the Roman soldiers, were pressed on His holy head till streams 
of blood ran down His holy face, that  visage marred more than any 
man’s. He was smitten upon the face. He was led out, carrying His own 
cross,  amidst  a  railing,  jeering  mob.  He was crucified  between two 
thieves, and even there not spared the spite of this world. They jeered: 
“He saved others; Himself He cannot save.” Oh, dear friends, what the 
world did to the Saviour! And if you are the Saviour’s, remember, the 
world will do, in its measure, the same to you as well. “Marvel not, my 
brethren, if the world hate you.” “If the world hate you, ye know that it 
hated Me before it hated you.” If that is your sorrow, this morning, here 
is One who understands your sorrow. Here is One who can assuage it 
and pour His balm into it. He knows; He has been there before.

But then, what about His saints? What did they do to Him? ‘Loving 
Peter – what did you do to Him?’ He denied Him with oaths and curses, 
three times over, with lies and anger. Is this one for whom the Saviour 
was to bleed and die? Yes. What did loving John do? He fled at the first 
sign of battle.  They all  did. Dear friends, His saints have nothing to 
boast of, have they? Those of us who have made a profession of His 
dear name – oh,  what sorrows has the Saviour had, as it were, as He 
has seen the profession; the poor profession; the weak profession; the 
fickle  profession;  the  erratic  profession  of  His  dear  name  by  His 
followers! We have spoken when we should not have spoken – we have 
not spoken when we ought to have spoken. “A Man of sorrows.” We 
read: “The Lord turned, and looked upon Peter.” What did He do when 
He looked upon Peter? Peter knew the Lord knew all about what he had 
said, and what he was thinking, and what he was doing. But what did 
Peter see in the face of his Saviour? “Reproach hath broken My heart” 
– that’s what he saw. Sinner; saint: oh, how culpable we are, every one 

9



of us here this morning, in one way or another! We have added to His 
sorrows. “A Man of sorrows and acquainted with grief.” Have you met 
a  blow from a  sinner  or  a  saint  this  week?  Well,  here  is  One who 
understands: “A Man of sorrows and acquainted with grief.”

But that  wasn’t the end of it,  was it? Not only were there those 
intolerable physical sufferings – nails through His holy feet and hands, 
and a spear in His side, and the thorns on His holy head – but there was 
the deepest of all His sorrows. What was that? His heavenly Father hid 
His  face.  In  those  dark,  dark  hours,  when  that  unnatural  eclipse 
surrounded the whole earth,  there  was a  most  solemn eclipse  in the 
heart and soul and mind of the Saviour, when His own dear Father hid 
His face. There was no feeling smile; no loving communications felt. It 
was utter, utter, utter desolation. The deepest loneliness one has ever 
felt on the face of this earth, or ever will know. It was a place so lonely; 
so desolate,  that only He, who is incarnate God, could have been in 
such a place and come out of it. “My God, My God, why hast Thou 
forsaken Me?” Is this your sorrow, this morning? In your little measure 
you are in the same place. The reason God’s face was hidden from His 
Son was because of our sin – that’s why. And why has He hidden His 
face  from  you?  Is  it  your  sin?  Is  it  your  backsliding?  Is  it  your 
wandering?  Or is  it  something  else?  Is  it  the  fellowship  of  Christ’s 
sufferings, that you too might know just a little – just a drop compared 
with the ocean of wrath He drank – of what sin cost the Saviour in 
whom your hope is?

  “Sinner, thou hast done the deed;
    Thou hast made the Saviour bleed!
    Justice drew its sword on Me!
    Pierced My heart to pass by thee!”

J. Berridge

This is the gospel; this is the very essence of it. “He hath made Him to 
be sin for us,” says the apostle, “who knew no sin; that we might be 
made the righteousness of God in Him.”
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And  then,  dear  friends:  “A  Man  of  sorrows.”  He  knew  what 
loneliness  was.  He  knew  what  real  tears  were.  He  knew  what 
bereavement  was.  And  though,  in  one  sense,  He  never  experienced 
infectious afflictions that you and I know (His body was incorruptible, 
in that  sense – no seeds of affliction within it) yet,  friends, how He 
entered into the sorrows of His afflicted people! Oh, the burdens of the 
sick, the lame, the blind, the halt, the leper, the man with palsy, and, 
even more, of those guilty sinners needing mercy! “A Man of sorrows, 
and acquainted with grief.” 

It is those who are acquainted with grief who understand those who 
are grief-stricken. If you have not been in a path, you don’t understand 
it in quite the same way. Afar off, you might think you do. But, when 
you are in that path of grief, then you can understand another in it. You 
are a real “companion in tribulation” then, aren’t you? Perhaps you say: 
“I’ve got no companions in my tribulation, this morning.” You have. 
You have  the  “Man of  sorrows;”  the  One who is  “acquainted  with 
grief.” You have got a Companion, with a capital ‘C.’ 

“A Friend there is, your voices join,
Ye saints, to praise His name,

  Whose truth and kindness are divine,
Whose love’s a constant flame.

  And if our dearest comforts fall
Before His sovereign will,

  He never takes away our all –
Himself He gives us still.”

J. Swain

“Surely He hath borne our griefs, and carried our sorrows: yet we did 
esteem Him stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted.” This is the “Man 
of sorrows.” ‘But,’ you say, ‘He is in glory now.’ Yes, He is. But He 
has not forgotten His dear people. He has not forsaken them. Behind 
that dark cloud of sorrow and grief this morning, this dear, dear Saviour 
smiles. He smiles with everlasting love upon His Church here below: 
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“Forget thee I will not, I cannot; thy name
  Engraved on My heart does for ever remain;

       The palms of My hands while I look on I see
  The wounds I receivèd when suffering for thee.”

J. Grant

“He wept, He bled, He died for you;
  What more, ye saints, could Jesus do?

B. Beddome

Amen.
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