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Dear White People, Part 1 

I went to Cape Coast Castle. It did not 
make me lose faith. But it brought my 
faith into challenge. I am still wrestling 
with what it means to preach Christ in 
light of what was done in Christ’s 
name. This is not written in hatred. It is 
not written to shame individuals. It is 
written to confront systems that 
shaped us all. If you feel discomfort, do 
not mistake that for attack. Discomfort 
is often the first sign that truth has 
landed. 

I am writing to you as an ordained minister of the gospel of Jesus Christ, and as a Black 
woman who has stood in the dungeons of Cape Coast Castle. I did not read about it. I did 
not watch a documentary. I stood there. I placed my hand against the stone walls where my 
ancestors were stacked in human suffocation. I walked through the corridor that leads to 
the Door of No Return. I stood in the courtyard above the male dungeon where a chapel 
was built, where hymns were sung while bodies lay chained beneath the floorboards. 

Do you understand the theological violence of that? 

Christ preached above captivity. Communion celebrated above commodified flesh. Salvation 
proclaimed while ships were loaded. And the church was there. 

When I returned home, I returned to pulpits carved from the wealth of empire. 

This is my home, and I speak as one who is committed to its healing. 

I returned to congregations who love me, who call me Reverend, who value my preaching, 
yet who have rarely been invited to reckon with how their comfort and my rupture are 
historically intertwined. You ask for unity. You ask for calm. You ask that we move forward. 

Forward from what, exactly? 

I cannot preach resurrection without naming crucifixion. I cannot offer reconciliation 
without truth. I cannot administer communion without remembering that some of the 
earliest baptised captives were baptised into a faith that did not protect their bodies. I will 
not spiritualise this. This is not ancient history. The wealth extracted then stabilised 
institutions that still shape theological education, property ownership, endowments, and 
cultural authority now. 
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You tell me slavery was long ago. But its architecture is still standing. Its theology was never 
fully dismantled. When I speak plainly, I am warned not to be divisive. 

What is divisive is amnesia. What is divisive is preaching grace without repair. What is 
divisive is expecting Black clergy to soothe white anxiety while carrying generational 
dislocation in our own bones. 

I have been to Cape Coast Castle. Have you examined what it means that a dungeon and a 
chapel shared the same foundation? Have you asked how Christianity became entangled 
with commerce in Black bodies? Have you traced how your missionary history taught some 
of us to abandon ancestral memory in order to be called civilised? 

We cannot keep celebrating abolition without confessing participation. We cannot keep 
speaking of revival without interrogating what was sanctified. We cannot keep calling this 
sensitive when it is structural. 

When I speak about Cape Coast, about dungeons beneath chapels, about theology 
entangled with empire, I do not need you to rescue me from my anger. I need you to 
examine why that anger exists. Do not rush to soothe. Do not rush to explain. Do not rush to 
protect the institution before you protect the truth. 

If you are allies, let your allyship be visible in the rooms where Black people are not present. 
Challenge selective memory. Resist defensiveness. Refuse the myth of neutrality. 
Understand that solidarity will sometimes cost you social ease. It may cost you influence. It 
may cost you being seen as reasonable. That cost is small compared to generational rupture. 

And hear this clearly, your presence matters when it is rooted in humility rather than 
heroism. This work is not about you becoming saviours. It is about you refusing to benefit 
silently from imbalance. 

As a pastor, I am called to love you. I love you, and I will defend your human dignity as 
fiercely as I defend my own. Love does not flatter. Love does not collude. Love tells the truth 
so that healing is possible. 

I am not interested in your guilt. Guilt changes nothing. I am calling for courage. Courage to 
teach the full story. Courage to lament publicly. Courage to redistribute power, not just 
sympathy. Courage to let Black history reshape white theology. 

I stood in Cape Coast Castle and prayed. Not for revenge. For honesty. 

If the church is to be credible in its proclamation of justice, it must confront the fact that it 
once preached Christ while underwriting chains. I will continue to love you. But I will not 
love you into comfort built on silence. The gospel is not fragile. It can withstand the truth. 

I am not writing to estrange us. I believe the church can be braver than this. I believe we can 
tell the whole story and still remain one body. Truth does not fracture the church. Denial 



does. If we are to be credible in proclaiming good news to the wounded, then we must first 
be honest about the wounds we carry and the wounds we caused. 

Yours in solidarity, 
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Dear White People, Part 2 

In my last leXer I invited you to stand 
with me inside Cape Coast Castle and to 
allow that building to quesZon our faith. 
I am not finished, because what I saw 
there will not let me be finished. 

I did not read about the barrels at Cape 
Coast Castle in a book, and I was not 
briefed about them in a lecture; I walked 
toward the shoreline and saw them fixed 
into the stone with my own eyes, iron 
cannons angled toward the AtlanZc, 
deliberate and unapologeZc, and I 
understood that the trade in Black 
bodies was not only prayed over, it was 
defended. Those barrels were not relics. 
They were readiness. Readiness to fire. 
Readiness to protect profit. Readiness to 
silence revolt. Empire did not rest on 
hymns alone. It rested on the willingness 
to kill in order to keep order. The violence was not hidden, it was engineered. 

The castle was not only a prison. It was a theological contradicZon made stone. Dungeons 
below. Chapel above. Cannons facing the sea. Worship and weaponry coexisZng without 
crisis. 

And there was also the women’s dungeon. 

I did not stand there as a neutral visitor. I stood there as a Black African woman and as a 
minister of the gospel, and something in me recoiled. Women were held there not only for 
transport but for repeated violaZon, selected from a balcony above, summoned as though 
they were livestock, reduced to flesh within a system that sZll called itself ChrisZan. Their 
cries did not stop the prayers. Their bodies did not interrupt communion. They were image 
bearers of God. They were ezers, strong help, the very word Scripture uses of God’s own 
saving strength, and yet they were treated as consumable. 

Do not tell me this was simply another Zme. 

I am not saying nothing has changed. I am saying do not assume the spirit of empire died 
with the cannons. 

The barrels may no longer face the sea, but the insZnct to protect power remains. Women’s 
bodies are sZll negoZated. Black bodies are sZll policed, profiled, detained, disbelieved. 



Whiteness sZll moves through insZtuZons without having to name itself. Power sZll arranges 
itself so that its beneficiaries rarely feel its violence. 

You can receive the body of Christ while parZcipaZng in systems that break Black bodies. You 
can preach reconciliaZon while resisZng repair. You can speak of unity while defending 
comfort. That is not an accusaZon for effect. It is a warning drawn from stone. 

Scripture was read in that chapel. Amos would have wept. Isaiah would have thundered. 
Mary would not have sung politely. The cross was Rome’s execuZon tool before it was our 
symbol, and if we forget that, we risk bapZsing the very systems that nailed him there. 

The barrels ask you something. What have you inherited that you insZncZvely protect? 
Cultural dominance. InsZtuZonal control. The presumpZon of theological centrality. The 
comfort of never having to see yourself as the problem. The castle funcZoned because 
whiteness was normalised and never required to examine itself. 

African wisdom teaches that when the fence begins to eat the crops, something is deeply 
wrong. The church was meant to guard the vulnerable. In that castle, vulnerability was 
consumed while worship proceeded undisturbed. 

I say this as your pastor. I love you. But love that refuses to confront distorZon is not love. It 
is complicity. 

If your faith feels threatened by this, ask yourself why. The gospel survived Rome. It will 
survive honesty. 

The cannons are silent now. The women’s dungeon is empty. But the quesZons remain. 

I will not turn away from what I have seen. 

And I will not let you turn away from this reckoning, because this is what following Christ 
requires. 

Yours in solidarity, 
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