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It’s 2031 and you need your own Holophin like you needed your own 

smart phone in 2012 and your own cave about 20,000 years ago.  It’s a 

tiny dolphin-shaped microprocessor, which sits behind your ear, cures 

your worst impulses and phobias, comforts you in your grief or boredom 

and makes everything look much, much prettier.  It’ll change your life, it’ll 

enhance your world and if you don’t have one, there probably isn’t much 

point in continuing to breathe. 

 In an era when vast companies have superseded nations, Hatsuka 

and Max are star students at the Takin International School, an institute 

of learning, technological creation and the birthplace of Holophins.  The 

billionth Holophin has just been sold and a rival manufacturer wants to 

break Takin’s monopoly and acquire its two finest students.  Part mystery, 

part sci-fi thriller, part hallucinatory trip, Holophin, the debut novella from 

acclaimed poet Luke Kennard, needs a couple of hours of your time and is 

going to do something to your head. 

 Quite what effect it has depends on you.  If for you the height of 

literary prowess is Dan Brown, if your excitement comes from 

innumerable shades of grey, if you crave nothing more than to wave a 

wand and shout “Expelliarmus!”  (and that’s not a problem for me), 

Holophin is emphatically not for you.  Move along.  There is nothing for 

you here.  

 If, however, you dream of a successor to, Philip K. Dick, if literature 

died for you with the demise of Messrs. Herbert and Clarke, if you’re 

searching for something to stretch your mind in an Ian M. Banks kind of 

way, then maybe, just maybe… 

 Holophin is not a simple read.  The words do not emerge from the 

page and envelope you in a loving hug as you snuggle into the sofa with 

your cocoa.  But who wants simple when there is a chance to exercise that 

substance between your ears?  Switch off the phone, hide the car keys, 

pour a large glass of Saint Emilion, keep the bottle close by and settle 



down for a short, darkly humorous and at times disturbing journey 

through a future that at first seems utopian but may just be a cleverly 

disguised dystopia.   

 It is tempting to say that Kennard has a fantastic imagination but I 

rather suspect the more likely case is that he is blessed with foresight.  A 

recent article by Robert Scoble, described developments at Apple that are 

not so far from Kennard’s fantasy: In the future Siri will give us answers 

based on who we are, the experiences we've had with our devices and the 

world of the Internet, and, even what we're doing. Our wearable 

computers, in the future, will be able to know that we're walking, driving, 

skiing, or shopping. Siri, in the future, will be contextual.  

 For those of us who haven’t, if Kennard and Scoble are right, it’s 

high time we bought shares in Apple! 

 Holophin won’t consume much of your time, and if you’re incapable 

of reading it in a single sitting perhaps you need to reduce your coffee 

intake, but it will stay with you.  It’s not the stuff of nightmares but it is, 

and should be, the cause of thoughts.  ‘What if’ is very likely to be ‘when’, 

but don’t let that disturb you too much…  Just read and think on. 

 But as a cake is so much more than the external decoration, so a 

book is far more than the contents.  A book is for more than just reading; 

it is for treasuring and admiring.  A good book is a better friend than a 

dog; in most instances you can rest assured it will never bite you. In order 

for a book to reside upon the shelf with my all-too-slowly growing 

collection of signed first editions, it must be equal to my clothbound, 

numbered A Widow for One Year (John Irving) and Gould’s Book of Fish 

(Richard Flanagan), replete with wonderful colour plates and different ink 

colours for each chapter.  

 Holophin has been published in a numbered, limited edition of just 

300 bound in purple, clothbound hardback with a second limited run in 

green for, as Kennard kindly puts it, ‘the completists’ amongst us.  I 

suspect Holophin will become another friend upon my shelves as long as 

somebody kindly informs me when its green twin is available to move in.  

 It transpires I am one of those completists.  


