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Yada, yada yada...  It’s one of those “Elaine-isms” you may remember from the Jerry Seinfeld Show back in the 90’s. Elaine would be telling a good story, and then instead of finishing it, she’d say, “Yada, yada, yada”...as it, “you know the rest.”  It’s what you folks say to yourself when I preach. “Yada, yada, yada...we know!”

But did you know that yada actually is a Hebrew word? It is a verb that means getting to know someone. Getting to know their story, what makes them tick, who they really are. But yada also implies that, once you know a person, you are now responsible for that person. They are no longer a stranger, an outsider; they are one of us.    

This concept was foundational in the formation of the Hebrew people. The prophets, like Ezekiel, were given the responsibility of forming a nation of God’s people, people that could speak on behalf of God and live in the image of God. They were to become a people who would become responsible for one another. As a faithful Jew, Jesus lived yada by his very life and death; there was no one outside of his love, even the Gentiles and tax collectors. His command to love one another was at the core of everything he taught. 

St. Paul reminded the Christian community of faith in Rome of the same command of love. To love someone means that we must come to know them; to know someone means that we are responsible for them.

The hard part of all of this is that sometimes when we do get to know someone, we don’t like them all that much. Liking a person brings its own kind of reward, but loving is different. To love another, as we are called by God to do, means that we live God’s love for everyone.  
God does not like everything we do. We may not like everything that others do. We may not even like some things that we do, ourselves. But God does not stop loving because of those things. 

This is the love we must nurture: To wish the best for others, to work for their benefit, to help them avoid whatever would harm them, to show them the way home and have a door open for them when they arrive at our doorstep, to build someone up rather than tear them down, to protect their lives rather than find ways to destroy them. If we like them, that job is easy. But we are not called to like; we are called to love.   

The community of God, however it manifests itself - as brothers and sisters in the world, or within our personal family or our neighborhoods or as Church, requires us to know and accept responsibility for each other. To find ways to break down what divides us, to truly get to know others with all our graces and our faults, and be responsible for one another. 

That is one of the reasons why we are obligated to gather together on the Sabbath: it is here where all that divides us must vanish; it is here that we get to know one another. Together, we hear the Word of God that challenges and comforts; together, we gather, not at different tables, but at one Table. 

Our gathering in this sacred liturgy is the reminder of God’s perfect love for us; it becomes the source of our love for each other.  

Yada, yada, yada…


