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For the women who won the right, then watched the right be taken back.

The suffragists whose granddaughters had to fight the fight again. The credit-act organizers whose daughters still earn less collateral. The Title IX plaintiffs whose schools are still the contested ground. The doctors and patients who thought a clinic door was settled. The board members whose seats turned out to be conditional.

You were not wrong to win it.

You were right to suspect it would not be enough.

This book is for the next round.

With gratitude,

J.J. Ramos
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J.J. Ramos writes about feminism, technology, democracy, and the systems that decide who gets to keep what they win.

Not in the language of the seminar.

Not in the cadence of the manifesto.

In the plain words a reader can carry back into her life.

Her earlier books named what is happening now: the algorithmic patriarchy, the synthetic woman, the inheritance women carry, the body in the algorithm's reach, the civic-democratic crisis, the construction already underway, and the care majority that has been waiting to be recognized as the majority it already is. Power in Her Hands names the mechanism that has made every one of these gains reversible: a century of organizing that won access without winning ownership.

She approaches the subject as a structural analyst. The reversibility of feminist gains, she argues, is not a moral story about backlash, nor a tragic story about complacency, nor a partisan story about who is in office this season. It is an institutional story about what was won, what was not, and what would have to be won next.

Across her work, a consistent idea appears:

A right held by permission can be revoked.

A right held by structure can only be rewritten.

Practical observations that explain why suffrage did not produce political power for the next four decades, why the credit acts of the 1970s did not produce balance-sheet equality, why a right declared by a court can be reversed by a later one, and why the seats women have been given in the rooms that govern the country have remained conditional on the rooms' continued tolerance of them. Why every century of organizing that won access without ownership has produced gains that the next decade had to defend, then re-win.

Ramos's work does not try to comfort the reader.

It tries to clarify the architecture, in plain language, so that more readers can recognize the difference between a right they have been granted and a right they own.

Because once you see that difference, you stop arguing about whether the next defense will hold.

You start building the anchors that make the next defense unnecessary.

And that is where real power begins.
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Why I Am Writing This Book
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Most books about women's rights are written to make you feel something.

They tell you the story of the women who came before, and the rights they won, and the courage it took, and the gratitude you owe. They are right about the courage. They are right about the gratitude. They are right that the women who came before built something real and that the women who come after are standing on the work of generations.

But they skip the uncomfortable thing.

The rights, in case after case, are coming undone.

The vote was won and the women in office are still a fraction of the legislatures that count it. The credit acts were won and the wealth gap has barely closed in fifty years. The reproductive rights were won and the map of them looks nothing like it did a decade ago. The seats in the boardrooms were won and the seats are still seats and the rooms are still the rooms.

I am writing this book because too many women are still being told the next defense will hold.

They are told the courts will not take it that far.

They are told the legislatures will not be that bold.

They are told the public will not stand for it.

They are told the arc bends.

So when the right comes off the books, when the room changes its mind, when the institution that was supposed to hold the line decides to draw the line somewhere else, the women who were told the next defense would hold are unprepared to explain what just happened. Not because they were not paying attention. But because they were trained for a story of accumulating rights rather than the story of access without ownership.

This book exists to close that gap.

Not by demanding that the previous generation should have won more. They won the rights they could win in the world they were in. They were not wrong. They were operating under the strategic constraint of their century, which was the constraint of access. The constraint of the next century is different. The next century is the question of what would have made what they won non-reversible.

The answer, the book argues, is ownership.

A right held as access is a right granted by an owner. The vote, granted by the legislatures that had refused it. The wage, granted by the firms that controlled the capital. The body's autonomy, granted by the statutes and the courts. The seat in the room, granted by the room. Every one of these is reversible because every one of these depends on the continued permission of the owner.

A right held as ownership is harder to revoke because the owner is the holder.

The property she owns cannot be voted away from her by a legislature she does not sit in. The capital she controls cannot be reorganized around her by an industry she has no seat in. The infrastructure she has built cannot be defunded by a budget she did not write. The institutional architecture she designed cannot be reversed by a court she did not sit on.

This is not a metaphor.

This book exists because the difference between access and ownership is the difference between a feminism whose gains keep coming undone and a feminism whose gains hold.

It is for any reader who has watched a right she assumed was settled be narrowed inside her own lifetime.

It is for any reader who has wondered why every generation has to fight the same fight, and whether there is a way to make the next one count for longer.

It is for any reader who has noticed that the rooms women have entered are still owned by the people who let them in.

It is not written to comfort you.

It is written to name the mechanism.

Because once the mechanism is named, the strategic question stops being whether the next defense will hold.

The strategic question becomes what to own.
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Chapter 1: The Right That Was Taken Back
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❦

The kitchen was the warmest room in the house, and she was in it before her daughter came down. She was thirty-eight. She had a job, a mortgage in her own name, a checking account she had opened at nineteen without anyone's signature but her own, and a nine-year-old upstairs who would, in about ten minutes, want pancakes. The coffee maker was making the small wet noises it made when it was almost done. She had the radio on low. She was scrolling through her phone without really reading.

That was the morning she read it. A right she had grown up assuming was settled, a right her own mother had treated as a basic fact of being a woman in this country, had been narrowed. Not abolished. Narrowed. The specifics of the narrowing were in a court ruling, or a state statute, or an administrative memo, or some combination of all three; the specifics changed every few months now, and she had stopped trying to keep them straight. The general shape was the same. Something that had been her right at twenty was not, fully, her right at thirty-eight, and would not, on current trend, be her daughter's right at twenty.

She did not cry. She did not call her mother. She did not post anything. She poured the coffee into the mug with the chipped handle, the one she kept because her husband had given it to her the year their daughter was born, and she stood at the counter and she thought, with the calm clarity that comes to women who have been managing households for fifteen years, I had assumed this was over.

That assumption is what this book is about.

She had assumed it the way a homeowner assumes a roof. The roof had been put there before she moved in. She had inspected it once and then stopped thinking about it. She had paid the property taxes. She had hung pictures on the walls. She had treated the structure as the structure. The roof was not a thing she thought about, because she had been told, by everyone she trusted, that the roof was sound. She had organized her life inside the house the roof was on. She had made decisions about her career, her marriage, her child, her schedule, her body, on the assumption that the roof would hold. She had not been paranoid about it because she had not been raised to be paranoid about it. She had been raised, instead, to feel a quiet pride that the roof existed at all. Her grandmother's generation had not had it. Her mother's generation had built it. Her generation, she had been told, would extend it.

Now the roof was leaking. Not in one place. In several. Some of the leaks she had noticed for years and had told herself were minor. Some of the leaks were new. Some had started in the last month. The leaks had different proximate causes. A court ruling. A regulatory rewrite. A state statute. An employer's policy change. A contraction in the kinds of healthcare a particular insurer would cover. A narrowing in the kinds of accommodations a particular school district would grant. Each leak was small enough, on its own, that the contractor's quote sounded reasonable. Each leak was small enough, on its own, that the news anchor moved on to the next story before she could fully absorb it. But taken together, the leaks formed a pattern, and the pattern was that the roof itself was not what she had been told it was.

The roof was not a permanent installation. The roof was a series of agreements that could be renegotiated. It had been built by people who had not, in the end, given up the right to take it back down. They had granted access to the house. They had not granted ownership of the roof.

She is composite. She is not one woman. She is the woman who, in the last decade, has watched a reproductive right narrowed by a court. She is the woman who, in the last decade, has watched a workplace protection paused by an executive order. She is the woman who, in the last decade, has watched a credit access she took for granted reopened as a question by a new lending rule. She is the woman who watched a Title IX protection redrawn, then redrawn again, then redrawn again. She is the woman whose mother voted in every election since she was twenty-one and who now reads, in the morning, that her own daughter may have fewer guaranteed protections at twenty-one than her mother did.

The narrowing does not always announce itself as a rollback. Sometimes it is a clarification. Sometimes it is a procedural change. Sometimes it is a Supreme Court footnote that, three years later, becomes the load-bearing wall of a state legislature's new bill. The vocabulary of the rollback is bureaucratic. The lived experience of it is domestic. It happens in the kitchen, with the coffee, while the child is upstairs.

What she felt that morning, and what she could not yet name, is the central puzzle of the last hundred years of American women's lives. She had been told her whole life that the long arc of rights bends toward expansion. She had been told that the rights her grandmother fought for were the rights her mother inherited, and that the rights her mother fought for were the rights she herself inherited, and that the rights she had now would be her daughter's birthright. She had been told this in school. She had been told this in graduation speeches. She had been told this in the political rhetoric of every administration of her adult life. She had believed it the way a person believes that the sun comes up in the east. It was background. It was the floor.

And then the floor moved.

It did not move all at once. It moved in pieces, on different days, in different states, under different administrations, for different reasons. By the time she was thirty-eight she had stopped being surprised by the movement and started being surprised that she had ever expected the floor to hold. She had begun, without quite naming it, to suspect that the arc her teachers had described was not an arc at all. It was a swing. And the swing went both ways.

This is the experience millions of American women have had in the last decade. Some had it earlier. Some are having it now. Some will have it in the next administration, in the next court term, in the next legislative session, in the next regulatory rewrite. They will have it about different rights: about reproduction, about credit, about employment, about education, about voting itself. The right that gets narrowed will be different. The morning will be similar. The kitchen, or the car, or the doctor's office. The radio on low. The child upstairs. The chipped mug. The calm clarity. I had assumed this was over.

The puzzle is not that the narrowing happened. The puzzle is that she had assumed it was over.

She is in good company in the assumption. Her mother assumed it. Her teachers assumed it. The textbook her daughter is using right now in fourth-grade social studies assumes it. The political speeches she has heard for the last twenty years assume it. The very idea of the long arc assumes it. The assumption is in the water she has been drinking her whole life. Naming the assumption is the first thing this book asks her to do.

The naming feels disloyal at first. The naming sounds, to a person raised inside the assumption, like ingratitude toward the women who built the house. It is not. The women who built the house did not own the lot. They built what they could build on land they did not own, and they handed the keys to their daughters and granddaughters with a clear conscience because, in their lifetimes, the lease had held. The lease is now being renegotiated. That is not their fault. They built a real house. They built it well. They built it on land they did not own because that was the only land available. The next generation's task is not to tear the house down. It is to buy the lot.

* * *
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PULL BACK FROM THE kitchen for a moment, and let the camera widen.

In 1920, after seventy-two years of organized political work, American women won the constitutional right to vote. The Nineteenth Amendment passed. It was, by any measure, an enormous gain. Within twenty years, the percentage of national office held by women was still in the single digits, and would stay there for most of the century. The vote was real. The institutional power the vote was supposed to translate into was, for decades, mostly not.

In 1963, the Equal Pay Act passed. In 1964, the Civil Rights Act passed, and Title VII of that act made it illegal for employers to discriminate on the basis of sex. In 1972, Title IX passed, opening federally funded education to women on equal terms. In 1973, Roe v. Wade established a federal constitutional right to abortion. In 1974, the Equal Credit Opportunity Act passed, and women could finally, in their own names, open credit cards, take out loans, secure mortgages, without requiring a husband's or father's signature. Inside a single decade, the legal architecture of American women's lives was reconfigured.

The pattern that followed has been remarkably consistent. The 1980s brought a coordinated political and judicial pushback on many of the 1970s gains. The Equal Rights Amendment, which had cleared Congress in 1972 and seemed poised for ratification, stalled and failed to be ratified by the original deadline; the question of its current status has been contested ever since. Reproductive access, secured by Roe in 1973, was narrowed by Planned Parenthood v. Casey in 1992, narrowed further by a long series of state-level restrictions, and then, in 2022, the federal constitutional protection itself was overturned by Dobbs v. Jackson Women's Health Organization. Credit access, once unimaginable for unmarried women, expanded in the late 1970s and then was reshaped by predatory-lending waves that disproportionately stripped wealth from women, particularly women of color, in the 2000s. Workplace protections, expanded by Title VII and a series of subsequent rulings, were partially undone by Ledbetter v. Goodyear in 2007, which the Lilly Ledbetter Fair Pay Act of 2009 only partially restored. Title IX protections have been redrawn by every administration of the last three decades, sometimes expansively, sometimes restrictively, depending on which party held the executive.

This is the pattern she had not been taught to see. The history she had been taught was the history of the gains. The 1920 amendment. The 1964 act. The 1972 acts. The 1973 ruling. The names of those laws and rulings were the milestones of her education. What she had not been taught, with anything like the same emphasis, was the history of what came after each of those gains. The decades of effective political marginalization that followed the vote. The decades of unequal enforcement that followed Title VII. The decades of state-level erosion that followed Roe. The legislative cycles, executive cycles, and judicial cycles that had, gain by gain, reopened questions her teachers had treated as settled.

She had been taught the rights. She had not been taught the reversibility.

The schoolbook version of the story has a particular shape, and the shape is celebratory. The chapter on the suffrage movement ends with the photograph of Tennessee ratifying the amendment in August 1920 and a young legislator changing his vote at his mother's request. The chapter on the Civil Rights Era ends with President Johnson signing the 1964 act and handing the pens to the activists who had been working toward it for decades. The chapter on Title IX ends with the first generation of women college athletes stepping onto fields and into pools that had not been open to them before. Each chapter is a triumph. Each chapter has a clean ending. Each chapter closes the file on its own subject and moves on to the next one.

That is not how the actual story has gone. The actual story has more chapters after the triumph, and most of them are quieter, and most of them are about the work of taking pieces of the triumph back. The chapter on the suffrage movement does not, in the textbook, include the decades of poll taxes and literacy tests and registration restrictions that, in many states, kept large numbers of women, especially Black women in the South, from actually voting until the Voting Rights Act of 1965. The chapter on the 1964 act does not, in most school treatments, include the long history of judicial narrowing of who counted as a protected class under it, or how enforcement was funded, or how the meaning of equal shifted depending on which administration appointed which agency head. The chapter on Title IX does not always include the long sequence of administrative reinterpretations that, depending on the year and the administration, have widened or narrowed what schools are required to do.

This is not a complaint about textbooks. Textbooks have to compress. What it is, instead, is a description of how a country socializes its citizens to believe that its own rights regime is more stable than it is. The schoolbook version of feminist history is structured as a series of victories. The lived version of feminist history, when she is honest about what her own decades have actually looked like, is structured as a series of victories that opened the door to the next round of fighting. The fights did not end with the victory. The fights changed shape and continued. The next round was about enforcement. The round after that was about funding. The round after that was about administrative interpretation. The round after that was about which courts would hear which cases. The round after that was about whether the victory itself could be reopened.

She had not been told this. Most women her age have not been told this. The under-told story is the story of what happened in the decade after each major gain, and that is the story she is going to need in order to understand the morning she just had.

This is not an accident of her education. It is, in part, the natural shape of how a country tells itself the story of its own progress. The gains are celebrated. The rollbacks are explained as anomalies, as setbacks, as the work of particular administrations or particular justices or particular state legislatures. The gains are framed as the trajectory. The rollbacks are framed as deviations from it. When the rollbacks become frequent enough that they are no longer credible as deviations, the framing shifts again: the rollbacks are described as a backlash, as a temporary reaction, as a moment that will pass. They will pass, the framing says, because the underlying direction of history is forward.

There is a problem with that framing. The rollbacks have not been temporary. They have been a recurring feature of the entire century. They are not deviations from the pattern. They are part of the pattern. And once a person sees them as part of the pattern, the question changes. The question is no longer why did this rollback happen but why did so many of these gains turn out to be reversible in the first place.

That is the question this book exists to answer.

The woman in the kitchen does not need the academic version of the question. She needs the version that explains what she felt that morning. She had assumed something was settled. It was not settled. Why did she assume it was settled, and why was it not?

The honest answer is that the gains of the last century were structured in a way that made them reversible. They were not structured to be permanent. They were structured to be access. And access, by its nature, is reversible.

* * *
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HERE IS THE THESIS of this book, stated plainly.

Every feminist gain of the last hundred years has been a gain of access. Access to the vote. Access to the workplace. Access to credit. Access to education. Access to professional licensing. Access to bodily autonomy. Access to the boardroom, the courtroom, the faculty, the editorial board, the pulpit, the platform. Each of those gains was hard-won. Each of those gains was real. None of those gains was the same thing as ownership.

Access is the right to enter a room you did not build, to use an institution you did not design, to participate in a system whose rules were written before you arrived. Ownership is the legal and material control of the room, the institution, the system. Access can be revoked by whoever owns the room. Ownership is structurally harder to revoke, because revoking it requires taking something away from a person who holds title to it, and the legal architecture of a country with a long property tradition makes that hard.

The American legal system was designed by people who understood this distinction extremely well, because most of them owned land, owned businesses, and owned slaves. They wrote a constitution that made ownership of property the central protected category. They made it almost impossible for the state to take property without compensation. They made it almost impossible for one private party to take property from another without due process. They wrote, into the architecture of the country, an enormous bias in favor of protecting things people owned.

They did not write, into the architecture of the country, an equivalent bias in favor of protecting access. Access has always been easier to take away in this country than property has. That is not a flaw in the system. That is the system.

For most of American history, women were on the wrong side of that distinction. Women could not own property in their own names in much of the country for most of the nineteenth century. Married women's property acts, passed state by state from the 1840s through the late nineteenth century, began to change this, slowly. Women could not, in most of the country, hold their own wages, sign their own contracts, or sue in their own names. The legal category feme covert meant that a married woman's legal existence was, for many purposes, absorbed into her husband's. The country's property protections did not protect her property because, by law, she did not have any.

When the feminist movement of the late nineteenth and twentieth centuries went to work, it went to work on the access side of the distinction. It won the vote. It won the right to hold property in one's own name. It won the right to enter the professions. It won the right to credit. It won the right to equal pay for equal work, in statute if not in practice. It won the right to be protected from sex discrimination at work and at school. It won, for a time, a federal constitutional right to bodily autonomy.

What it did not win, in any of these areas, was structural ownership of the institutions in which these rights were exercised. Women won the right to vote in legislatures they did not write the rules for. Women won the right to be employees of firms they did not own. Women won the right to use credit issued by lenders they did not control. Women won the right to study in universities they did not govern. Women won, for half a century, the right to control bodily decisions whose statutory and constitutional framework had been built by men.

In each case, the gain was real. In each case, the gain was access. In each case, the institution to which access had been granted remained owned and governed by people who had not granted the access voluntarily, who had granted it under political pressure, and who retained the legal and material power to narrow it again later. And in each case, when the political pressure receded, or when a new political coalition came to power, the access was narrowed.

This is not a moral failing of the feminist movement. The movement had to win what it could win. Access was what it could win. Access required winning the consent of voters, the votes of legislators, the rulings of judges. Ownership would have required something else: the structural transfer of property, of corporate control, of institutional governance, of constitutional anchor. That was not on the table in 1848, and was barely on the table in 1920, and was not really on the table even in 1972. Access was on the table. Access was won.

But access was always going to be reversible. That is what access is.

Consider the everyday meaning of the word. When a person has access to a building, she has a key, or a badge, or a code, or a credential. The key was issued by someone. The badge was printed by someone. The code is in someone's database. The credential is on someone's list. The someone is the owner of the building. The owner can revoke the credential at any time, for any reason consistent with whatever rules govern the relationship. The person with access is, at root, a guest. She may be a long-term guest. She may be a guest with a contract that makes the guest status hard to revoke without notice. But she is a guest. The door belongs to someone else.

Ownership is a different relationship to the building. The owner does not need a key to be issued to her, because she holds the deed. If the locks are changed, she changes them back, because the locks belong to her. She does not need permission to enter, because permission is not the operative category. The operative category is title. Title says the building, or the share of the building, is hers, and that taking it from her requires a legal process that the system is designed to make difficult.

The distinction is not academic. It is the distinction between a person who can be evicted and a person who cannot be evicted from the same physical space. The two people, walking through the door, may look identical. The two people, walking through the door for the ten-thousandth time, may look identical. The difference shows up only when someone tries to take the building back. The person with access loses the building. The person with ownership does not.

Every feminist gain of the last century has been the first kind of relationship to the building.

The mechanism of reversal is, once a person can see it, almost embarrassingly visible. A right secured by statute can be repealed by a later statute. A right secured by court ruling can be overturned by a later court. A right secured by administrative guidance can be rewritten by a later administration. A right that depends on the continued goodwill of an employer can be withdrawn by the employer. A right that depends on the continued willingness of a lender to extend credit can be withdrawn by the lender. A right exercised inside an institution whose governing rules are written by other people is, by definition, a right held at the pleasure of those other people.

Ownership is harder to take back. A deed in a person's name is hard to take from her. A founding equity stake in a business is hard to take from her. A constitutional anchor, properly drafted and properly ratified, is hard to take from her. A pension she fully vested in is hard to take from her. A piece of land whose title she holds is hard to take from her. Property is hard to take because the country was built to make property hard to take. That bias, which has historically worked against women, can also be made to work for them. But only if the gain takes the form of ownership and not the form of access.

This is the central argument of this book. The reversibility of feminist gains is not a mystery. It is the predictable consequence of a strategy that won access and did not win ownership. The next gain, if it is going to last, has to be a gain of ownership. And to make that case clearly, the book is going to walk through what ownership looks like in four specific areas of life. Each area is what the book will call an anchor. Each anchor is a place where, if women's gains were anchored there instead of left as access, the gains would be much harder to reverse.

* * *
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THE FOUR ANCHORS ARE property, law, the means of production, and the means of reproduction. The rest of the book is built around them.

Property is the oldest anchor. It is the deed, the title, the share, the founding equity, the piece of the firm a person owns rather than works for. Property in the legal sense is what the American system was designed to protect most strongly, and it is the form of ownership that survives changes in administration most reliably. Where women hold property, the gains tend to last. Where women hold only the wage paid by someone else's property, the gains depend on that someone else's continued willingness to pay. The property gap between American men and American women, taken across land, real estate, business ownership, and capital wealth, remains very large. Closing it is one of the four things this book argues must happen.

Law is the second anchor. Within the law, there is a hierarchy of permanence. An administrative guidance document can be replaced by the next administration. A statute can be repealed by the next Congress. A court ruling can be reversed by the next court. A constitutional amendment, properly ratified, is hard to reverse. The feminist gains of the last century have largely been clustered at the more reversible end of this hierarchy. The Equal Rights Amendment, which would have moved sex equality from the statutory level to the constitutional level, was the most ambitious attempt to fix this, and its long unfinished status is itself a story this book will tell. Where women's rights are anchored in constitutions, both federal and state, they tend to hold. Where they are anchored only in statutes, executive orders, or court rulings, they remain reversible. Moving them up the hierarchy is the second of the four things this book argues must happen.

The means of production is the third anchor. The means of production is the language of an older political tradition, but it names something concrete. It names the firms, the platforms, the capital pools, the technologies, the patents, the founding equity, the venture pipelines, the founder chairs of the institutions that decide what gets produced, who produces it, and on what terms. Wage gains for women have not been matched by ownership gains in any of these categories. Women still hold a small share of the capital invested in American business. Women still hold a small share of the founder seats at the largest American firms. Women still hold a small share of the venture capital pipeline. The wage is reversible. The capital is not. Closing the ownership gap in the means of production is the third of the four things this book argues must happen.

The means of reproduction is the fourth, and the most contested, anchor. The means of reproduction is not only the right to have or not have a child. It is the medical infrastructure that governs childbirth. It is the contraceptive infrastructure that governs whether the choice is even available. It is the obstetric system that governs how a birth is managed. It is the postpartum system that governs whether a recovery is supported. It is the parental-leave system that governs whether a parent can keep her job. It is the childcare system that governs whether the resulting child can be cared for during work hours. It is, taken together, the entire institutional apparatus that turns a biological capacity into either a life-defining vulnerability or a life-organizing power. American women have, at various points in the last fifty years, been granted partial access to pieces of this apparatus. They have rarely owned it. Anchoring women's gains in ownership of the reproductive infrastructure is the fourth of the four things this book argues must happen.

These four anchors are not exhaustive. They are the load-bearing ones. They are the places where, if the gain is structured as ownership rather than as access, the gain will hold. They are also the places where, historically, the gain has not been structured as ownership, which is why the gains keep being reversed.

The book is organized to make this case carefully. Part One, of which this chapter is the opening, lays out the pattern of reversal and names the access-versus-ownership distinction. The next chapter walks through the century of gains and reversals in sequence, so the reader can see the pattern clearly. The chapter after that states the access-versus-ownership distinction in full.

Part Two takes each domain in which access was won without ownership, and walks through what that has looked like in practice. A chapter on the vote and the institutions that the vote was exercised in. A chapter on the workplace and the capital that the workplace ran on. A chapter on the body and the statutory grants that governed it. A chapter on the seat at the table and the governance the seat did not include.

Part Three takes each of the four anchors and shows what ownership in that domain would look like. A chapter on property. A chapter on law. A chapter on the means of production. A chapter on the means of reproduction. These four chapters are the constructive core of the book.

Part Four is the synthesis. It brings the four anchors together as an integrated political program. It names the policy demands, the electoral logic, the coalition, and the first concrete steps. And it closes with the argument the title makes: that the difference between a feminism of access and a feminism of ownership is the difference between a power that can be taken away and a power that cannot.

This is not a book of lament. It is also not a book of nostalgia for a feminism that was simpler. It is a book about why the gains have been reversible and what would make the next one permanent. The author is a woman who, like the woman in the kitchen, has watched rights she assumed were settled be reopened in her own lifetime, and who has decided that the right response to that experience is not grief and not surprise but a clearer reading of the mechanism that produced it.

The mechanism is access without ownership. The remedy is ownership. The remedy is anchored. The remedy is property, law, the means of production, the means of reproduction. The remedy is power that cannot be taken back because it is not held at someone else's pleasure.

The woman in the kitchen does not yet know any of this. She has just read the news. She is standing at the counter with the chipped mug. Her daughter is coming down the stairs. She can hear her on the landing. She turns toward the sound, and she puts the phone face down on the counter, and
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