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I want to begin with a very well-known meditation on choosing by Robert Frost. 

 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 
 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

 
When has your path diverged before you?  When have you known that though you might 
wish to go both ways, it was time to pick a road ahead and follow it?  What twists and 
turns have led you to this place? 
 
How does it feel to be at a fork in the road?  Exciting?  Terrifying?  Paralyzing?  
Empowering?   
 
I have been wrestling recently with my own theology of choice and its counterpart, 
vocation.  There was a period in my life - quite a long period, in fact - in which I believed 
that my life was determined for me.  Or at least that the right answer to any of the 
moments of divergence, the correct path was determined.  And so my job was to discern 
the right answer, and not to make a choice for myself.   
 
For a long time, I believed this about romantic relationships - that I had to find the right 
person, the One, my preordained soul-mate.  I even thought I had found her for awhile.  



© Rev. Erica Baron, 2013 2 

But eventually, the whole idea crumpled as I realized that my relationship was, in fact, 
pretty dysfunctional and that my partner was unwilling or unable to help me do the work 
to repair it. 
 
After that relationship ended, I came to believe that a given relationship is chosen instead.  
There may be an initial attraction that is out of our control, but as with all feelings, we 
can pursue that attraction or not.   
 
And so now I believe that there are a number of people in the world that I could have 
decided to spend my life with.  Each possible relationship would have had its own joys 
and its own challenges.  Rather than finding my one soul-mate, I came to understand that 
my goal in my romantic life was to choose someone.  So I chose Rachel, and she chose 
me.  We then chose to get married and made promises to each other to keep choosing 
each other for the rest of this lifetime. 
 
But the change in my understanding of romantic love did not change my sense that other 
aspects of my life are chosen, especially the vocation of ministry.  Vocation means 
calling, and certainly implies that someone or something is doing the calling - that there 
is a right profession out there, and our job is just to find it and then give it our all. 
 
It has traditionally been said that you shouldn't go into ministry if you can help it.  I got 
this advice before I became a minister.  I think it's a story that is less prominent than it 
once was, but it's still out there.  Basically, the idea is that you should only become a 
minister if you feel compelled to - if it is chosen for you by God or the divine, or at least 
by your own nature.  If it's a choice, it's the wrong one.  I've heard the same thing about 
other professions, too, particularly writing and other arts-related pursuits.  If it's a choice, 
don’t do it.  Do it only if you feel compelled to. 
 
And for a long time, I believed this story.  I believed that I became a minister because it 
had been pre-ordained for me.  It was the answer to the puzzle of what to do with my life, 
an answer I had discovered rather than a path I chose.  Trouble is, I think this is the One 
soul-mate story all over again.  And I don't think I believe it anymore. 
 
The thing is that when I first decided to pursue ministry, it was a decision.  It was a 
choice.  It was something that I thought would be a good use of my particular collection 
of skills and interests, a way I could be of service, and something that I would find 
meaningful and interesting.  I didn't make this decision all at once.  I gradually came to 
realize that I wanted to become a minister, and I only very gradually let go of the other 
options for my future which I also had in mind as possibilities. 
 
But along the way, I came to believe in the story that ministry must be a vocation, and I 
came to tell my own story that way.  When I first began thinking about pursuing ministry, 
I didn't believe in God.  After that time I had a series of experiences that led me to a 
relationship with the Goddess, and I came to believe that ministry had been my vocation - 
my calling, my destiny - from long before I became aware of choosing it. 
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But lately, I have been returning to an older story.  One about choice.  Like the traveler in 
the wood, I have come to see that there may, indeed, be a limited number of options.  I 
think there are only a few things I could have chosen to do with my life that would have 
used my own skills and talents, held my interest, and been a way to be of service to the 
world.  Not an infinite number, maybe, but probably more than one.  I chose to walk this 
path.   
 
The road diverged in front of me.  And I chose a path.  And like I have come to value the 
choice at the heart of my marriage, I am also coming home to a respect for the choice at 
the center of my vocation.  The world calls out for healing and for service, for meaning 
and for dedication.  I could have answered that call in several ways, and I chose one. 
 
When has your path diverged before you?  When have you known that though you might 
wish to go both ways, it was time to pick a road ahead and follow it?  Are you at that 
place now, in any area of your life?  Does the road fork at your feet?   
 
How does it feel to be at a fork in the road?  Exciting?  Terrifying?  Paralyzing?  
Empowering?   
 
In reclaiming a sense of my life as a series of choices, I have come to a new appreciation 
of the spirituality and theology of choice.  I have come to see choice as a sacred act.   
 
In this, I am in good company, as far as our Unitarian Universalist tradition is concerned.  
In particular, the side of our heritage which comes to us through Unitarianism would 
agree that choosing is a sacred act.  Unitarians have been called heretics in many lands 
and many times for many reasons.  Unitarians of many times and places have tended to 
wear that as a badge of honor.  The word heretic comes from the Greek word for choice 
or choosing.  So a heretic is one who chooses or one who is able to choose. 
 
When Unitarianism emerged in the United States, it was in contrast to a form of 
Protestant Christianity based on the teachings of John Calvin.  Among other things, 
Calvinists believed in a theological concept known as double predestination.  Calvinists 
believed that God had decided beforehand who was going to heaven and who was going 
to hell.  It's called double predestination because both sides of this equation are fixed.  If 
you are going to heaven, there is nothing you can do to remove yourself from grace.  If 
you are going to hell, there's nothing you can do to change that, either.  God has decided 
it all already.  Additionally, God is the only one with the power to raise human beings 
from their natural state of "total depravity."  In other words, no person is capable of 
taking action to make themselves a better person; only God can do that. 
 
Unitarians and Universalists both disagreed with this idea, but in different ways.  
Universalists believed that everyone was predestined by a loving God for heaven because 
a loving God would ensure no one went to hell.  Unitarians, by contrast, believed that 
human beings were not totally depraved, but had inherent worth and dignity, and, 
importantly, they believed that we, as human beings, could take action to improve 
ourselves.  We could work to become better people.  God might help with this, but we 
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could initiate the process, and we had agency along the way.  We could choose our 
spiritual life. 
 
Over time, as Unitarian Universalism has changed, we have continued to be a religious 
movement that believes in the sacredness of choice.  As Forrest Church says, we believe 
that even being a Unitarian Universalist should be a matter of free choice.  The act of 
becoming a Unitarian Universalist or joining a particular Unitarian Universalist 
congregation is an act of choosing to sign the membership book, and thus choosing to 
enter into the covenant of the congregation and the covenant of the larger Unitarian 
Universalist Association.   
 
But once we have chosen to be Unitarian Universalists, the choices are just beginning.  In 
a faith that asks us to undertake a free and responsible search for truth and meaning for 
ourselves, we are left to make our own decisions and come to our own conclusions about 
questions such as God, the afterlife, and the practices and rituals we will adopt into our 
daily lives.   
 
Choice is such a part of our faith as Unitarian Universalists that the classic introduction to 
Unitarian Universalism by Forrest Church and John Buehrens which I read from earlier is 
called "A Chosen Faith."   
 
Now, for the majority of historical Unitarians in the United States, and for the majority of 
Unitarian Universalists now, including me, a theology of choice may come relatively 
easily because life is, in fact, full of choices.  I could choose from a variety of professions 
to pursue because I had access to education and support of various kinds, resources which 
are not available to everyone.  We live in a society that gives some people almost 
unlimited choices, while other people have almost no choices at all.  This has important 
implications for a faith that takes choice as seriously as we do.  I thought the implications 
of our society's unjust distribution of choice deserved a sermon all their own, so I will say 
more about this on February 3. 
 
I had originally planned this discussion on choice in two parts, but as I was reflecting this 
week, I decided to also address the choices that communities are called upon to make.  So, 
that will be the topic on January 20. 
 
In the meantime, let us once again join Robert Frost as two roads diverge in a yellow 
wood.  We come to moments in our lives where the way forward diverges and we must 
choose.  We have all chosen to be here, in this place on this Sunday morning.  We make 
choices all the time about what to believe and how to behave.  We make choices about 
who we will be with, and what we will do with our lives, whether professionally or 
avocationally.  We make choices. 
 
When has your path diverged?  Have you chosen the road less travelled by?  Or have you 
gone the slightly more worn route?  Or some of both?  What differences have these 
choices made in your life?   
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For some of us, these moments of choice are terrifying.  For others, they are exhilarating.  
But either way, whether we are facing our fears or enjoying the ride, moments of choice 
can be empowering.  Making a decision, choosing a path, committing to something new, 
these are the moments that make all the difference, and that make us into the people we 
are.  Choosing is a sacred act in our Unitarian Universalist tradition.  And so, whatever 
our own approach to those moments when the roads diverge, may we find a way to 
choose, to decide, to commit. 
 
Your path diverged.  Which road did you take?  How did it lead you here, to your life 
now?  Your path will diverge again.  Which road will you take next? 
 
Let us take the path that will make all the difference. 


