Lost and Found- by RS Sanscrainte
Lost: adj. [P.part. of LOSE] 1. Unable to find one’s way.  2. a. No longer in one’s possession. b. No longer practiced or known. 3. Unable to act, function, or make progress. 4. Spiritually or physically destroyed. 5. Completely absorbed: RAPT <stood by the window, lost in thought>
Thank God the dictionary is never lost for words.  When you believe yourself to be completely tapped out, always depend on Webster’s ability to come up with the appropriate descriptor that you seek to pepper up a speech.  I have to admit, that I was beginning to think that my writing career might have reached a ceiling.  However, every man’s ceiling is another man’s floor; everything is a matter of perspective.  And perspective is just the vantage point of any given individual at any given time.  All philosophy aside, when I came to a creative fork in the road, I went back to the disputable authority of written word in the Western world, and stumbled upon the above cited definition.  Upon reading the multi-faceted definition I began to worry.  Lost was a very bad adjective to be associated with.  I didn’t want my words, or any other part of my body, mind, and spirit to be lost.  Hopefully my position is merely one without direction, but I feel it is necessary to take the appropriate steps to make sure this is truly the case, and the only way to be sure would be taking an introspective look.  I’m sure that by the end of this little internal appraisal of RS Sanscrainte, all of us will undoubtedly be able to proclaim that I am far from lost.  This deliberation may take some time, even more rum, and most assuredly, very close attention to the definitive characteristics of being—Lost.  Just so you know what you’re in for. 
To begin with no one could ascertain that I am, “unable to find my way.”  Regardless of whether I am seeking out a bar, my home, or a Mexican donkey show.—I always find my way.  It’s like I’ve got a homing beacon fixated on the place I’m destined to arrive at.  Drop me in the middle of a cornfield somewhere in Nebraska, wearing nothing but a pair of penny loafers and a jock strap and I’ll arrive at a polar bear sanctuary in Alberta, Canada three days later for the badminton tournament I was scheduled to compete in; with time to purchase a scarf and wool socks.  My jock strap might be dangling from the gay midget stripper’s rearview mirror who picked me up in Buffalo, but that’s irrelevant.   I’ll get where I’m supposed to be with a few interesting yarns to spin about the ride I took getting there.  I’ve got witnesses to this fact, and if they are unwilling to take the stand I’ll get in touch with that midget.  I believe this successfully proves that Definition 1 of the word Lost is unsuitable, and so we continue on. (If any of my readers doubt the existence of the above referenced, “witnesses,” I’d be more than happy to put you in contact with them.  The midget, however, chooses to remain anonymous.) 
I won’t claim to be a great orator, but unless I’m incoherent there’s never been a time when words were, “no longer in one’s [my] possession,” or, “no longer practiced or known.”  There has been a time or two, after taking a little too much LSD, the succinct diatribe which I conceived in my cerebral cortex, when verbalized, more closely resembled the language of a third world pygmy tribe than English.   For the most part when I converse it is in a manner that the party(s) to whom I am speaking can discern my thoughts and feelings.  Trite and inane as they usually are, I do carry on conversations—sometimes daily—ample verification that parts a and b of the second definition are non-applicable. 
“Unable to act, function, or make progress.”  Currently, as I’m pecking away at this keyboard, under the confines of this definition, I am not lost.  After finishing my bottle of Bacardi, popping a handful of Percocet, and chasing it all down with a cap full of NyQuil I doubt I’ll be able to, in good conscience, make that claim.  However, we are in the here and now, and I am acting as though you care about this word dissection, functioning as only an alcoholic knows how, and progressing toward the end of this theoretical piece of fluff; so bare with me.

The fourth definition could feasibly prove me to be Lost.  “Could,” would be the operative word in the previous sentence.  “Spiritually or physically destroyed,” leaves quite a bit to the imagination.  One could say that I will be physically destroyed by my commitment to drugs, cigarettes, alcohol, and other substantially debilitating vices.  This however has yet to occur, and as I am presently in control of all my faculties and appendages, we will overlook this possible discrepancy.  I can’t claim to have any sincere spiritual ties, which would make destroying them impossible.  I feel it fair to say on that particular definition I earned a noble 1.5 for anyone who may be keeping score. And on that note I believe I shall have a drink and move on to the final portion of this evaluation.         

As for definition number five, “completely absorbed…” Uh Oh—is it just me, or did the irony just get stifling in here?

Well, it looks like I’ve unwittingly defined myself. You think you’ve come so far, then reality sets in and, Bam, you’re no better off than a dog chasing its tail.  I leave you now to reflect on your state of being, there’s rum to be drunk on my end.  
