
Advanced Praise for A People Without Shame

Imaginative and gripping.

Noam Chomsky,  
Massachusetts Institute of Technology

A People Without Shame is an artistic triumph composed by a 
master craftsman whose courageous eye makes all too vivid 
the abundant horrors suffered by beautiful people and their 
culture at the hands of soul-dead colonizers eager to extin-
guish them. Patrick Hogan is – as Kurosawa says an artist 
must be – one who does not look away. Inside this grand 
and ambitious novel beats an urgent and epic dirge written 
with magic enough to awaken our collective humanity to the 
poetry preserved in the raging hearts of people whose stories 
refuse to die.

Matt Cashion, author of Last Words of the Holy Ghost

Hogan’s absorbing and stylistically inventive novel offers a 
stirring meditation on the cost of colonial appropriation. Told 
with visceral prose and cinematic sweep, it’s also a unique 
tale of unrequited love. Kehinta, the guardian of her peo-
ple’s epic poem, is Hogan’s great achievement, magnetic yet 
always just beyond our grasp, and A’s quest to understand 
her – to wrest the meaning of a poem from her – brings all 
the twisted moralities of the colonial enterprise into razor-
sharp relief.

Ken Kwapis, director of He’s Just Not That Into You and The Office



Praise for other books by Patrick Colm Hogan

Formidably armed with statistics, intelligence, a relentless 
philosophical method… Hogan makes an excellent case [in 
The Politics of Interpretation: Ideology and Professionalism in the 
Study of Literature] that the world is a very real place which 
we can touch and shape with both our hands and our pens.

Times Higher Education Supplement

From start to finish, [Joyce, Milton, and the Theory of Influence] 
delivers what it promises: clear, even-handed discussions of 
theoretical matrices; social, intellectual, and aesthetic contexts 
for influence; three text-based chapters showing Joyce at play 
in Miltonic fields… this is a first-class example of how to do a 
study of significant literary influence.

 James Joyce Literary Supplement

What is not in doubt [in On Interpretation: Meaning and 
Inference in Law, Psychoanalysis, and Literature]… is Hogan’s 
achievement in writing a book that lives up to the high ideals 
of the Enlightenment. 

The British Journal of Aesthetics

This marvelous book [The Mind and Its Stories: Narrative 
Universals and Human Emotion] reconnects the study of liter-
ature to the themes that have made it eternally fascinating, 
and connects it for the first time to the sciences of mind and 
brain. It is a landmark in modern intellectual life, heralding 
an exciting new integration of the sciences and humanities.

 Steven Pinker,  
Harvard University



Patrick Hogan analyzes literary works to tell the story of the 
annihilation of selves and the death of cultures that accom-
panied colonialism. But it is also a story of the emancipatory 
visions that have emerged from the crucibles of self-disa-
vowal and massive cultural dislocations. [Colonialism and Cul-
tural Identity: Crises of Tradition in the Anglophone Literatures of 
India, Africa, and the Caribbean] is a homage to human creativ-
ity under oppressive and humiliating conditions and to the 
indomitable resilience of the defeated and the forgotten. 

Ashis Nandy,  
Centre for the Study of Developing Societies, New Delhi

This sober, readable book [Philosophical Approaches to the Study 
of Literature] organizes and describes the connections between 
philosophy and literary theory with rare lucidity.

Choice: Current Reviews for Academic Libraries

Hogan’s penetrating study of ideology and cultural institu-
tions, moral judgment, and political commitment [in The Pol-
itics of Interpretation: Ideology and Professionalism in the Study 
of Literature] is a welcome contribution to the lively current 
debate on these topics.  

Noam Chomsky,  
Massachusetts Institute of Technology

From his groundbreaking work on how the mind’s stories 
resonate with themes that occur all around the world, Pat-
rick Hogan takes on the question of how minds make stories. 
His answer is that it is by the same sort of imagination that 
we humans use to know each other. [In How Authors’ Minds 
Make Stories] Hogan ranges cogently through examples from 
William Shakespeare’s Hamlet and Jane Austen’s Emma to 
Franz Kafka’s Metamorphosis. He ends with an afterword, 



inspired by Italo Calvino, of a kind you won’t find in any 
other academic book. Marvelous. 

Keith Oatley,  
University of Toronto

Hogan achieves a minor miracle in applying his deep 
knowledge of classical Indian thought—about emotion 
and vision and narrative—to the Indian films that he is so 
clearly mad about… The result is a delightfully readable 
book [Understanding Indian Movies: Culture, Cognition, and 
Cinematic Imagination].

Wendy Doniger,  
University of Chicago

In his previous books, Patrick Hogan has proven his vast 
humanist and social science scholarship and his mastery of 
mainstream cognitive science, including cognitive studies 
of language, text, and culture. In this volume [Understand-
ing Nationalism: On Narrative, Cognitive Science, and Iden-
tity], he offers, instead, a highly personal and, I believe, 
groundbreaking set of reflections on and analyses of 
this sensitive topic. I think we have a future work of ref-
erence here.

Per Aage Brandt,  
Case Western Reserve University

Hogan’s devastatingly beautiful poem [The Death of the 
Goddess] is an aweful gift.

Rachel Fell McDermott,  
Barnard College

Hogan weaves us into a spellbinding dreamscape that 
begins and ends before the gravitational pull of earthly 



matters but that ultimately sings with great vibrancy and 
vigor a tale dizzy with human appetite and godly caprice… 
[The Death of the Goddess] will be treasured as one of the 
great philosophical epics of the 21st century. Extraordinary! 

Frederick Luis Aldama,  
Ohio State University

‘It will be clear to readers by the end of this book [Beauty 
and Sublimity: A Cognitive Aesthetics of Literature and the 
Arts], that I like beauty quite a bit’ says Patrick Hogan; a 
prediction that does not disappoint. An enthusiastically 
written, thought-provoking book, which applies cognition, 
neuroscience, and social-cognitive scientific thinking to 
our understanding of the distinction between beauty, the 
beautiful and the sublime. I like this book quite a bit.

 Alex Forsythe,  
University of Liverpool

This [Ulysses and the Poetics of Cognition] is a doubly bril-
liant book: set to become the standard account of Ulysses 
and the perfect exemplar so far of the richness that a cogni-
tive scientific approach to literature can bring.

 Peter Stockwell,  
University of Nottingham

It takes a scholar of Hogan’s iconoclastic brilliance, with 
his unique expertise in multiple disciplines and encyclope-
dic knowledge of world literature, to develop a project this 
breathtaking in scope and originality… Hogan is poised 
to transform both the sciences and the humanities [Sexual 
Identities: A Cognitive Literary Study].

Lisa Zunshine,  
University of Kentucky



The philosophy of ethics has been central to understanding 
human interaction since ancient times. Now Patrick Colm 
Hogan, the most important researcher in the twenty-first 
century on the relationships between psychology and world-
wide literature, has written a fascinating update [Literature 
and Moral Feeling: A Cognitive Poetics of Ethics, Narrative, and 
Empathy]. 

Keith Oatley,  
University of Toronto
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Note

The following pages provide transcripts from the notebooks 
of  A., a linguistic anthropologist, treating his time in colonial 
Somota following the First World War. In addition to their purely 
sociological interest, A.’s observations and translations give us a 
unique perspective on the background of  a region that, as readers 
are no doubt aware, continues to figure in today’s headlines due 
to its ongoing civil conflict and resulting refugee crisis. In some 
cases, the notebooks include loose sheets of  extraneous materials, 
such as news clippings and transcribed interviews as well.

Given the controversial nature of  A.’s claims about colonial 
governance, including what amount to assertions of  criminal 
malfeasance by individual administrators, and due to the stigma-
tizing nature of  the accusations leveled against A. himself, the 
editors have chosen to alter some marginal details, in order to 
prevent positive identification of  those involved. In keeping with 
this, we have felt compelled to excise most of  A.’s references to his 
personal life, education, and so forth. Our caution in this regard 
extends to the use of  names, for which we have often substituted 
single initials, as in the case of  the author himself, here referred to 
as “A.” In two instances, we have retained the personal nicknames 
used by A. for his colleagues: “Stanley” (alluding to H. M. Stan-
ley) and “Napier” (alluding to C. J. Napier, presumably due to his 
famous announcement, “Peccavi”); neither was the actual name 
of  the colleague in question.

Other than the alterations just mentioned, the editors have 
made very few editorial changes in the material transcribed from 
the notebooks. Any explanatory or other comments from the 
editors are set off in square brackets and italicized.

21 October 1956
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[These pages are transcribed from loose sheets of  typescript, inserted at the 
start of  the first notebook.]

To the Editors, Proceedings of  the Ethnographical Society
From: A.

Your preface summarized a preliminary field report, never 
intended for publication, in which I described a ritual drama. I 
had witnessed such a performance in the early stages of  my work 
in Somota. At that time, I understood relatively little of  what was 
happening in the piece. My Somotan was still rudimentary and I 
was relying heavily on cognates with Kelan. More importantly, I 
was entirely unfamiliar with the source story on which the drama 
was based. The story is well known to Somotans. As a result, the 
expository development of  action and dialogue in the drama can 
be much abbreviated, and emphasis can be placed on symbolic 
and didactic elements, for the audience needs only the briefest 
hints to follow what part of  the story is being told. In addition, 
the language of  the drama was difficult—highly archaic. Indeed, 
most Somotans cannot readily understand the language of  these 
ritual dramas, or Ngri, as they are called. My comprehension of  
this performance would be analogous to the comprehension of  a 
Catholic mass that we might expect from someone with no Latin, 
a weak grasp of  Portuguese, and no knowledge about Jesus or 
Christianity.

In consequence, it is unsurprising that my earlier interpretation 
of  the drama was inaccurate. Of  my various errors, by far the 
most destructive is that regarding human sacrifice. In the report, 
I conjectured that one section of  the drama may have reflected 
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some practice of  human sacrifice. I should stress that, even then, 
I made no positive claim that this practice continues; moreover, I 
explicitly noted that the existence of  human sacrifice may always 
have been fictional or mythic, and never a real practice. Unfor-
tunately, these points were lost in subsequent discussions—most 
significantly (as I understand) in governmental policy delibera-
tions. What is more important, as the following translation will 
make clear, the relevant part of  the drama does not even concern 
human sacrifice, though it should clarify how someone ignorant 
of  the culture could come to such a conclusion.
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The Origin of  Birth

FOR MANY years, nothing that lived passed away. Life seemed 
endless as unceasing time. It spread across the incongruous sur-
face of  earth. Men and animals wandered leagues from the start-
ing place and bore children far away, children who did not know 
the voice of  their grandfather, and were not dandled on the knees 
of  aunts and uncles—some could not even tell a yam from a 
breadfruit.

After many years, though no one knows why, the children of  
our mother and father [i.e., humans, or Somotans] began the 
practice of  dying. Perhaps they had grown weary of  fishing and 
of  farming, perhaps age and disease had sapped their strength. 
Or perhaps they were simply curious about the aftermath of  their 
decease, wondering if  they would live again in other forms, or 
be transported to another place, if  their minds and memories 
and sense of  self  would be the same or alter with the alteration 
of  their state. Or perhaps it was the natural order of  all things, 
fated from the start. Or perhaps it was despair that led our first 
ancestors to this ending of  the animal self. Or the gathering effect 
of  sin that, as the Kelans say, eats slowly into a man’s or wom-
an’s heart, like water eats through solid iron with teeth of  rust [a 
common Somotan expression, here attributed to Kelans, perhaps 
because of  their fame as forgers of  iron].

Whatever the source and origin of  demise, the souls of  our 
ancestors traversed no space nor time, but wandered the bush 
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without purpose or direction, their hearts tearing apart within 
them, as when a mother, on the day of  a son’s or daughter’s ini-
tiation, shreds what had been that child’s first sarong, recalling 
that, from this night on, the child whom she carried in her womb 
and cradled in her arms will never again sleep inside her hut 
and will grow every day more distant and more formal until he 
is barely distinguishable from a Kelan merchant who arrives on 
market day to trade a mat or shawl for a parcel of  salted fish. 
That is how the hearts of  the dead tore within them, for their 
spirits were filled with remorse.

Wandering without a home in the forest where no corridors 
had been cut through the crossing lianas, the vines and low 
growth, no place where the bush had yielded to a passing form—
except here or there a flattened space where a boar had passed 
through on its bestial rounds of  hunger and of  force—drifting 
like canoes washed out from the shore without oarsmen, they 
looked back at the long course of  lives spent in substantial form. 
They saw only a waste of  vigor and resource, squandering of  
what could be held in trust or given or fostered; they saw histories 
of  indolence; they saw mean acts, without motive or fruit, sense-
less, unfolding from childhood, like the petals of  some poisonous 
flower. And they wept without a pause, and beat their eyes and 
tore their skins against the pricks of  nettles and cried out inar-
ticulate wails like the bellowing of  brutes with the sickness that 
inflames the brain and makes them mad. The noise swelled out 
from the bush, across the cleared land and the savannah, across 
the desert and the foaming sea.

Though the sound surrounded them, those who remained saw 
nothing but wind or the clear space between two things. However 
hard they stared, or at what angle, in the daylight or at night, 
they could not discern a source, some act or object behind the 
shrieks echoing in dark space, some reason for the din. They 
recoiled in fear, kept vigil by turns throughout the night, built up 
thick barricades around the towns, piled stone on stone, at each 
perimeter. Before, there was no place where a village ended and 
the natural life of  beasts began; one grew into the other, like the 
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lives of  a man who fishes the sea and a woman who ties the fish-
ing nets. Now too they fashioned doors for homes—which before 
were open for anyone who wished to enter, at any time of  day 
or night—and, when they were outside, they huddled around the 
fires, trembling, fearful. Even during day, they refused to travel 
out alone, but moved everywhere in groups of  four or five, fully 
armed, watchful.

Once, a group of  men, drunk on honey and palm wine, fol-
lowed the cries, seeking to track the voices by their growing 
volume. They found a dense area of  wood where the blare was 
deafening. But still there was nothing there to see—trees, vines, 
a band or two of  light breaking through a patch in the canopy. 
Nothing seemed to move—except the ants on the ground, the 
mosquitos circling in the air. Even the langurs had left. One man 
broke from the group in panic and ran. Aimless as the dead them-
selves, confused, he never emerged, but joined the keening spir-
its. The others too were muddled, by wine and by the queerness 
of  the place, and wandered for three days, without food or drink 
or sleep, unable to distinguish particular disorders of  the ragged 
bush and say with certainty where they had been before and what 
was new. When they reached their home, they had the faces of  
old men, though people still spoke of  their initiation as if  it had 
been yesterday, though they had children who still wore their first 
set of  teeth, though their grandparents still walked in the village 
and even sometimes went to the communal farms. After that, no 
one would enter what they began to call “The Bush of  Inconsol-
able Ghosts.”

Over the years, people grew used to the noise, until finally it 
faded into silence, the constant background of  ordinary sound. 
People stopped speaking about the Bush of  Inconsolable Ghosts, 
and some, the younger ones, did not even know of  its exist-
ence. The walls around the villages decayed; stones collapsed in 
heaps. No one kept the vigils. No one feared wandering in the 
forest alone.

Then Sunai found that she had conceived a child. No one 
had heard of  such a thing before. Children were placed upon 


