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I am wearing a clerical collar. I am the only white apostolic preacher in North America so 

dressed today. Collars aren’t part of what we do. They are certainly not fashionable. There is a 

lot of speculation about the origin and evolution of the modern clerical collar, but one thing is for 

certain, it did not originate in Pentecostal churches. 

 

There are mixed responses among my congregation when I wear the collar. Although I have only 

worn the collar once in public worship, many have seen it wrapped around my neck on other 

occasions. When I wear the collar I get some stares and snickers. People call me “Father” and 

recite parts of the Catholic liturgy. One of the most loveable men in our congregation was 

offended by the collar. He had been abused by a priest when he was a boy, and the collar brought 

back memories. Others like the collar. Since we Pentecostals have very little in the way of art 

and symbolism, it is one of the few tangible things they can point to as representing the faith. 

 

I must admit the advantage it brings when visiting the infirm. As a young minister I do not 

receive deference in many places, but when I wear the collar to minister to the sick, I am treated 

with much more courtesy by hospital staff.  

 



I bought the collar to comply with an assignment in a seminary class. We had to wear a collar for 

one month and document how people received us and how it changed our self-understanding. I 

was disappointed, I must admit, when I purchased mine. I purchased a Protestant collar, the kind 

that is white all the way around. A special shirt must be worn to which the collar attaches. The 

shirts were made of cheap fabric. I would have never purchased the shirts on their own merit. 

 

But the collar is worse; it is plastic. I was expecting linen or at least a fabric-covered piece of 

plastic. What I received in the mail was a piece of plastic embossed to look like linen. Is this 

symbolic of modern ministry? Plastic? Artificial? Cheap? And it is uncomfortable. It makes me 

sweat. It sticks to my neck.  

 

I wore the collar again today, nearly three years after the assignment. There were no pressed 

shirts in my closet this morning, except for one of the clerical shirts, so I grabbed it. When this 

happens, I usually don’t strap on the collar until I get to the office. Wearing the collar in traffic 

makes me feel like an animal in the zoo. It’s as if everyone is staring at me. They size-up my 

vehicle to make sure it is suitable for my calling. They judge my driving by the Sermon on the 

Mount, and I usually fail the test. And perchance if I swerve or break or offend, I represent every 

other Christian minister on the planet as well as Christianity. One bad call on the road and I 

could sour someone on Christianity for the rest of her life. That’s a responsibility I am not 

prepared for. 

 

I read Scripture and prayed in my office this morning, without the collar. I don’t put it on until I 

have to because it is uncomfortable. I don’t like the sticky feeling as it clings to my neck. But the 



time came; I had to walk through the building and interact with people, and I could not do so 

improperly dressed. So I snapped on the collar.  

 

As I pressed the collar onto the stud in the front and wrapped it around to the stud in the back, I 

had this special sense of my calling. When I walk out of my office, I am a minister. I can sit in my 

office and just be me, but when I step out of the privacy of my office, I represent faith, hope, 

salvation, forgiveness, healing, righteousness. I represent Christ. 

 

Today, the collar is a good thing. It made me stop and think. I am a preacher, not merely a 

church employee. It is uncomfortable, but maybe that is all the better. Should ministry be 

characterized by comfort? Should I feel no sense of obligation or discomfort or disease when I 

am about my duties? Shouldn’t I have a different sense of self when I am about these sacred 

duties? Shouldn’t I have a sense that my life is abandoned, hidden in Christ? I should be able to 

say with Paul, I live, but I don’t live. And what life I have, it is not mine; Christ lives through 

me. 

 

The finery that often accompanies our lives does not promote such a sense of calling, abandon, 

and devotion to Christ. Maybe a collar is a good thing. 


