
LOST + FOUND – Yashas Shetty 

Just when you thought you've escaped school and its jarring demands on your soul with only a few 

minor scars and bruises, imagine being accosted by A STUDENT, one of those inconsequential, 

buzzing drones that flit in and out of your consciousness for milliseconds, demanding that – " A 500 

WORD ESSAY ON THE TOPIC 'LOST AND FOUND' SHOULD BE SUBMITTED BY 

TUESDAY" 

"Huh?" 

"...And ARE YOU GOING TO FINISH THAT COFFEE” 

"$%&*" 

Then it dawned on me that this Student must have seen me yelling at a GPS unit and would have 

jumped to the conclusion that I would be an expert on lost and found, (maybe, a dim realization that a 

few of my colleagues usually wear an expression best described as lost while walking around 

campus.) 

This week saw the death of one of my favourite writers, David Foster Wallace, an obscenely erudite. 

A young man who wrote deeply insightful stuff on what it means to be young and lost. Apparently 

being a white male and a cult figure can't save you. These are great times to be lost. Around the 

world, mortgages are being foreclosed, churches are being burnt and carbon monoxide gleefully 

pumped into the atmosphere.  

60 years ago, a group of French men and women were equally lost, their country was in ruins, ravaged 

by war- so they sat in half bombed cafe's, dressed in black, smoked a lot of cigarettes and debated 

what it meant to be lost. Then they dove into Kierkegaard and Heidegger, wrote thick books and came 

up with a solution, the gist of it: 

YOU ARE LOST:: ACCEPT IT:: EMBRACE THE FREEDOM:: ACCEPT THE 

RESPONSIBILITY*MOVE ON 

Then they patted themselves on the back and slept with each other's girlfriends. 

So, how are we to be found again? Do we buy the NOKIA N96? Embrace Buddhism? Twirl like 

Sufi’s and get a cappuccino when tired? 

Does it even matter? Do we need to be found? Is it ok to stay lost? 

Just before he died in a fiery car crash, one of the young men from the French cafe came up with this 

gem: 



"What matters – all that matters, really – is the will to happiness, a kind of enormous, ever –present 

consciousness. The rest- women, art, success-is nothing but excuses." 

They gave him a Nobel Prize in literature. 

I guess here's to staying lost till the time to be found comes. 

MOVE ON. 

·         Note: This was way before Spiderman's uncle figured out the same thing. 

 

 


