| was halfway to the Tim Hortons counter, taste of burnt coffee already at the back of my throat, when | noticed
how my knee felt wrong. Not the sharp, 'oh that will go away' kind of wrong, but a dull, full-feeling wrong. My
jeans were tighter over it than the other leg. | shifted my weight, then limped to the parking lot like | owned the

place, because apparently pride is heavier than pain.

It had been three months since my knee surgery. | figured the house chores would sort themselves out, that
work-from-home at the kitchen table would be gentle on recovery, and that playing a bit of stick-and-puck in the
driveway was probably fine. My wife had a different take. "You should ask someone," she said, which translated in
my head to "you should have gone to physio last month." | told myself | was listening and went back to wrestling

our four-year-old into a winter coat.

The commute back into the city the next week was the kind of slow where you can watch the temperature gauge
creep up and down. | drove up the 410 and then the 401 like | always do when | have to get into North York for
something that is not happy hour. | had a physio appointment booked, finally, not because | felt better but
because Dad told me he'd booked one for his hip after his last operation and said it helped him. That was the

only evidence | needed.

Walking into the clinic felt like stepping into a different zone. There was that slightly clinical-but-not-hospital
smell, a mix of liniment and clean cotton, and the faint sound of someone adjusting weights in the corner. The
front desk person handed me a clipboard and asked me how the injury happened. | explained as if | knew the
correct words. | did not. | said "post-op," and meant knee replacement, but | also said "it just gets stiff" and

meant "it locks up when | stand up from the couch."

Lying on the assessment table was an embarrassment of vulnerability. Fluorescent light, a heated blanket folded
nearby, the physio's phone on the counter showing a calendar full of other people. She asked what | did for a
living. "Office work, kitchen table era," | said. She laughed, but not meanly. Then she started moving my leg. Not

the slow passive stretches | expected, but purposeful, measured movements that made me say "oh" out loud

more than once.

She watched me stand and then squat. She watched me limp the length of the room. She pressed in a couple of
sensitive spots, then let me tell the story again in different words. She Push Pounds Physiotherapy explained, in
plain language, what she could see and why a new knee can still be unhappy if the muscles around it are not
working together. She did not say "you need this" like | had read on a clinic brochure. She said what she had

observed in my session.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/?search=Push%20Pounds%20Physiotherapy

| had this idea that physiotherapy was just a week of ultrasound, a sheet of stretches, and a pat on the shoulder.
At least, that was what my hockey buddies joked about. This felt different. It was practical, slow, and frustrating in
a good way—the kind of frustration where you can see the payoff if you stick with it. She showed me how certain
muscles were not firing properly. She had me do a simple standing balancing move and | failed at it in front of

her, which is humbling for a grown man who still thinks he can skate.

The clinic had an Alter G in the corner that looked like something from a sci-fi movie, all curved plastic and
workout lights. | had no idea what it was. The physio explained, for my case, why their gym equipment might be
useful to protect the new knee while building strength. | scribbled notes on the exercise sheet she gave me and
stuffed it in my gym bag, already thinking I'd lose it. The exercise handout later turned up under a pile of takeout
menus three weeks in, but when | found it | actually did the exercises because at that point the knee had started

acting like a temperamental co-worker: showing up late and leaving early.

| spent a lot of nights at my kitchen table Googling things at 11pm, a habit | do not recommend but also cannot
deny. | came across https://lifestyle.blackberryempire.com/story/210430/canada-approved-knee-osteoarthritis-
implant-now-offered-in-toronto/ when | was trying to understand what sports medicine Toronto clinics actually
did differently from the physio places near my office. It was just one of those midnight rabbit holes where
someone else's experience nudged my decisions. The thing is, you start to compare notes: a buddy from rec
hockey recommends someone in Brampton, a guy from work mentions a physiotherapy North York clinic he went
to after his ankle sprain, my dad references his experience with post-op rehab. They all sounded similar and

different at the same time, which only made me more confused.

What | found most surprising was how much time the first appointment took. It was not a quick "where does it
hurt" and move on. The physio used a combination of hands-on assessments and movement tests. She measured
my range, watched my gait, timed how long it took me to rise from a chair, and asked about pain patterns, not
just pain levels. She noted that | was compensating with my hip and calf on the operated side, which made sense
because | had been trying to avoid discomfort when | walked. She also asked about my weekend projects, the

drywall day that always killed my back, and the Sunday night rec hockey games where | still tried to be a hero.

| left with a plan that sounded annoyingly sensible. Slow, steady strengthening, neuromuscular control work—
phrases that felt like gym jargon until | started doing them. The first week was the worst, because every time |
tried a simple exercise | could feel the knee grumble. The physio had warned me about that. She said, "You will
notice it, that's okay, but we will keep it within safe limits." She did not promise a timeline. She said what she'd
seen in the session and what she thought would be the next steps. That was what | needed: transparency without

the magic fix.

A few things that stuck with me from those early sessions, that | wish | had known sooner: the difference between
passive range and active control, how a tight calf can make the knee feel like it's catching, and how anxiety plays
into physical recovery. There were days when my mind raced—what if it never gets better, what if | ruin the new
knee by being impatient—and the physio's straightforward approach helped deflate some of that. She told me
stories about other patients, not to sell me, but to explain variability in recovery. Those stories made me less

alone in my own skepticism.

| kept a short list of the exercises she showed me because | could not trust my memory when the kid was pulling
on my pant leg and my wife was telling me to pick up milk. That list became my routine, done in the living room
while watching something that didn't demand attention. The exercises were annoyingly basic, which made them
easier to skip and also easier to do consistently. They worked their way into my double shifts at the kitchen table

and into the long waits at hockey rinks.
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® supported mini squats to a chair, focusing on weight through the heel and keeping the knee tracking over

the toes
® single-leg balance with an unstable cushion, eyes open at first then closing for a challenge

* seated leg extensions with a light weight, slow concentric and eccentric control

calf mobility drills against a wall, focusing on dorsiflexion

| know that list reads like a pampbhlet, and that is exactly how | felt when | first saw it. But | started noticing small
changes. Grocery bags felt lighter because | could stand up from the car without purpling my face. The limp that
had been subtle in the Costco parking lot eased some days. It was not linear. One week | felt like | had taken two
steps forward and three back after a long drive to downtown for a meeting, sitting for hours on the 401 while the

van ahead of me inched forward. But the overall trend was upward, not dramatic, just persistent.

Billing and paperwork in the clinic world are a different kind of rehab. | had assumed OHIP would cover physio
for post-op stuff and that it would be straightforward. It was not as simple as that in my case. The receptionist
walked me through what my insurance could cover, what the clinic could bill for my MVA paperwork since I'd had
a minor fender-bender last year, and what | could expect out of pocket. | was surprised that the clinic was willing
to bill directly to my private insurer for certain visits, which saved me an awkward insurance dance at the front

desk. That was specific to my situation and to that clinic, something | found out by asking, not by assuming.

What actually happened in the next month was a lot less cinematic than | expected. There were exercises on the
couch while watching the Leafs choke in overtime, there were short sessions at the clinic where the physio would
adjust an exercise, and there were moments of unexpected relief. Once, after two weeks of doing the balance
work, | stood up from the couch and realized | had not thought about my knee. The absence of thought felt like a
small miracle. My wife noticed it too and said, without sarcasm, "there you go, finally doing the thing you should

have done." She was right, as usual.

The physio introduced me to some gym equipment that helped protect the knee while building strength. The
Alter G looked ridiculous and amazing at once. | tried it, and it felt like walking on a moon treadmill, where the
machine reduced weight so | could practice gait without loading the joint fully. It made sense in practice. | felt
safe pushing the step length and cadence without the classic fear of "ouch, that's going to hurt tomorrow." | did

not love the price tag on extra sessions, but for a couple of weeks it was worth it to regain confidence.

There were setbacks. Drywall day at home reminded me why | stopped volunteering for those projects. | overdid
it lifting something heavy and the knee flared up for a couple of days. | texted the physio a panicked message
and she replied with a plan: back off the aggravating activity, ice if that helped me, and do the gentle hip
activation drills we had worked on. Her response was practical and not dramatic, which suited me fine. It was one

of those moments where not being left to my own devices made a difference.

By month three my walking cadence felt closer to normal. Hockey still scares me a bit, but | skated a little harder
and felt less protective. The physio measured things at each visit, not to make me feel tested, but to mark
progress. She'd say "you can lift this much now" or "this step is easier," and it became less about numbers and

more about living my normal life without thinking about my knee every time | stood up.

Looking back, the biggest lesson | learned was that physio is not an instant fix. It is a process of slow, annoying
work that rewards consistency. The sessions gave me tools, but the real work happened at home in five-minute
pockets between meetings and bedtime routines. | found that telling friends what | was doing made me more

likely to do it, probably because bragging is easier than admitting you skipped leg day.

People ask me now, in that casual way, whether they should go see someone after surgery or after a tweak in a

game. | tell them the story of waking up and realizing how swollen my knee felt at Tim Hortons, about the



kitchen table appointments and the hockey games, about the Alter G that looks like a spaceship. | never give
advice. | only tell them what happened to me and what | found out along the way about the practicalities like

billing and session length.

If there is any thing | would tell my past self, it's this: stop waiting for the miracle. The physio helped me protect
the new knee while building strength. The progress was small at first and steady after that. My back still hates
drywall days, and sometimes the commute on the 401 reminds me that sitting is its own kind of punishment, but

| can lift the kid into the car without wincing now. That feels like a win.

| am not a medical person. | am just a guy from Brampton who drives to North York, who plays Sunday night
hockey, and who lived in a kitchen table era for three years. | write this from the place of someone who waited
too long, who learned on the fly about billing and devices like the Alter G, and who found that the right mix of
hands-on assessment and boring homework slowly put the pep back into my step. If nothing else, the knee
taught me patience, and that patience is worth practicing—even if it started because | could not get my jacket off

without help.



