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  Sex is the most difficult, and most pleasureful part of being a woman. All at once, you are some revered object; some sacred whore for the attention of the public eye, and also some untouchable person, that everybody wants to violate. Being a woman and walking down the street in anything except a nun's outfit is an invitation to all those in the immediate vicinity to turn around and look at you. The attractive woman is a type of rare meat to be devoured by the hungry jackals. The obstacles facing the woman begin as soon as she reaches puberty, and do not stop for her until well into her years.


  I am not saying that women are exclusive in their struggles. Men have specific struggles as well, and I don't doubt that many of the issues also center around their sexuality. Sex touches the mind in more places than we care to think about on a regular basis. Sex is bound up in security, self-confidence, dominance and control, pleasure, fantasy, love, hate, death and resurrection; it is one of the most intense experiences this side of the yawning grave. Sex is sought after by most, but I feel as though the truly definitive aspects of sexuality arrive not in the places we are searching for, but often, before, or right after; when we are caught unaware, naked and facing one of the deepest facets of our humanity.


  My name is Rochelle Gestalt. I am a thirty-nine year old american of mixed descent; Eastern European and Ashkenazi Jew. Like most of the women of my day, I spend my time in consideration of how I plan to live my life; who I plan to live my life with; and for what reasons will I devote my time? The questions are not dispensable, this much is true, but I have also found that they are not so abstract as to prevent them from providing meaning to my daily experience; such is the value of philosophy.


  I am a mother of one daughter, Channelle is her name. She is eighteen years old, and has my eyes. The father, bless him, decided that fighting for his country was a greater calling than raising his daughter, or keeping me company during the years of his tours overseas. I would see him occasionally, but it was the case that women and strong drink were more freely available to ease the sufferings of a shell shocked mind, than myself. In retrospect, there is nothing that I can say to belittle or begrudge him. I have come to the conclusion that the very same miraculous penis which aided in the conception of my greatest accomplishment was also, likely responsible for his motivation to go to war. There are no simple answers; and no smooth trails.
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