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When I was first learning to use my
prosthetics, I stood at the end of the
parallel bars. The eight-foot walk seemed
like miles. I slowly eased my weight off
my hands and sunk into the sockets

of my prosthetic legs. The pressure
mounted in the ends of my stumps, a
pressure I was sure the bones at the base
of my legs couldn’t withstand. I lifted my
right foot, inched it forward and set it
down on the linoleum.

“Remember to bend your knees,
Christina,” my prosthetist said.
Ob, thats right, 1 still have knees, 1
thought to myself.

Suddenly, I was a toddler again,
learning the basics for the first time. The
movement was unnatural. There was no
give in my feet, like walking in wooden
shoes. No ankle movement either. How
was I supposed to make this work? My
internal dialogue was chaotic, but I
forced a smile to spare my family any
further grief at such a pivotal moment.

I walked up and down the parallel bars
a few times, and then my prosthetist
placed a walker in front of me. Lift,
move forward, drop, step, step, repeat.
After one lap, the atrophied muscles

in my legs began to quiver, and

I'd had enough.

On the ride home, my dad and sister
were all smiles. Inside, I honestly believed
I would never walk on my own again.

Lost in self-doubt for the next few
days, I muddled through the pain that
came with getting used to the legs.
But with each new day, I could walk
farther, balance better and wear my
legs for longer periods of time. I began
going to physical therapy three times
a week. Each day brought a unique
set of challenges, but the physical
challenges paled in comparison to

the degree of mental strength it took
to pick myself up and push past

each new wall.

I used to admire those who say they
do not allow one trait to define
them. I don’t either. But in many
ways, my story absolutely defines

me, and I won't pretend it doesn’t
just to prove I'm not inhibited by my

“But in many ways, my story absolutel)

me, and [

it doesn’t just to prove I'm not inhibited by my

Tronically, the missing parts make me

imperfections. Ironically, the missing
parts make me whole.

Soon, I was starting classes at the

Kent Campus, ready to begin another
terrifying new experience. I arrived at
Franklin Hall, two weeks before classes
began, for newspaper training week. I
had contacted an editor earlier in the
summer to inquire about how to work
for student media. I wanted to dive

in — no more baby steps.

I walked slowly down the long hallway
leading to the newsroom. The sound

of my new peers catching up on each
other’s summer vacations and discussing

»

the school year ahead escaped through

the double doors. I paused. I took a deep
breath to calm my racing heart. I looked
down at my metal legs, exposed by my
khaki shorts. As scared as I was to face the
inevitable stares, hiding was not an option.

I lifted my chin, glued a smile to my face
and sat down in the center of the room.
I turned to the person sitting next to me.

“Hi, 'm Christina.”

Adapted from a story that first
appeared in the December 2013 issue
of The Burr magazine. 10 learn more
about the award-winning The Burr,
visit http:/fwww.theburr.com.
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That inequality dogged her in her college
coursework in physical education, as
well, and it was there that Devine first
found her voice and realized what it
meant to fight for her rights. “At that
time, there were different curricula for
men and women,” Devine says. “There
was an athletic training class I wanted
to take, and it was only open to men. I
also wanted to take a class in coaching
football, and I couldn’t because I was a
woman. Finally, I said “What will it take
for me to get into these classes — do I
have to go to court?” ”

That threat changed everything. She got
into the courses, but she was not popular
with her fellow students, all of whom
were men and annoyed with the fact that
the entire locker room had to be cleared
so Devine could walk through to get to
the classroom on the other side.

But the experience taught her that
speaking up could make a difference,
something that served her well as she
embarked on the next phase of her life —
whi-t Jeacd -~~~ Kent State University.

Devine enrolled at Kent State as

a graduate student in educational
administration and spoke up again,
asking if she could design her own
program with a curriculum tailored

to athletics administration, something
that did not exist at the time for men or
women. The answer was yes.

True to her passion for athletics, Devine
coached women’s basketball, women’s
field hockey and women’s softball while
in graduate school, finished her degree
in a year’s time and promptly was hired
by the university as a full-time faculty
member in 1970. For the next five years,
Devine carried a full teaching load and
served as head coach of the women’s
basketball team and the field hockey
team, and served as the first athletic
trainer for all the women’s teams.

Though almost a decade had passed since
Devine herself was in college, time had
almost stood still when it came to how
female athletes were treated, she says.
“Kent State had two gyms at that time
— the old and inferior Wills Gym, an "
Memorial Gym — and women weren’
~"~ved in M~~~+i~l Gym,” says Devi

“Since Wills Gym did not have a training
room, every day before practice I would
clear off the desk in my office, and the
girls would come in if they needed to

be taped for injuries and I would tape
them up. I bought all the supplies myself
because we had no budget. The university
didn’t realize that women needed medical
attention just like the men did.”

Progress, seemingly a long way off at
Kent State, was happening at the national
level with the groundbreaking 1972
passage of Title IX, a law that requires
gender equity for males and females

in every federally funded educational
program. Although it was seen as a
watershed moment for women'’s athletics,
schools were slow to adopt the law, and
politicians and university administrators
alike challenged Title IX, fearing its
adverse impact on money-making

men’s athletic programs. Kent State was
no different, says Devine, who once
again used her voice to call for women’s
athletics to fall under the same governing
association — the NCAA — as the men.

Eventually both the men’s and women’s
programs came under one umbrella.
Devine’s career took off at the same
time, with a promotion to the position
of assistant athletics director and then
another move up to associate athletics
director. But all of those victories were
not without some grumbling from a
male-dominated department, she says.
“Oh, they did not want me there,”

Devine recalls. “They would say, ‘Oh,
there goes Judy again.””

In fact, in her acceptance speech earlier
this year for the Diversity Trailblazer
Award, Devine acknowledged the conflict
she often felt during her career at Kent
State. “Little did the university know that
the sweet, kind, young girl they hired to
be their token female women’s athletics
director would be the singular and often
very unpopular voice for equity for
females, and little did they know about
my sense of commitment, persistence
and competitiveness” she says. “The irony
is not lost on me that the organization
that once tried to silence my rebel voice
and encourage me to leave, now is
recognizing and applauding the fact that
I spoke out and stayed!”

And stayed she did. By the time she
retired in 2000, Devine spent 31 years

at Kent State in a variety of roles within
the Department of Intercollegiate
Athletics. But looking back on all she

has accomplished, Devine still feels there
is more to be done. In 2009, she made

a $1.2 million bequest to the university
designed to ensure that all future
generations of Kent State female student-
athletes receive equity in access, provision
and opportunity in their intercollegiate
athletic experience.

“My message to the next generation of
female student-athletes is to never back
off from competition,” she says. “If you
find inequity, you have to be intolerant of
intolerance — you have to keep beating
the drum and not accept the second-class
distinction. I think young women today
are still a little too accepting of inequity.
My hope is that they will speak up and
make sure they have their rightful and
equitable place at the table.”

Devine’s mother would approve.

Learn more about the Department of Intercollegiate Athletics
at http://www.kentstatesports.com.

Read about the Diversity Trailblazer Award and the remarkable past

recinients at www.kent.edu/diversity/trailblazer.
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