
I was halfway through ordering a double-double at the Tim Hortons inside the Costco parking lot when I noticed
my left knee had puffed up like a grapefruit. It was odd, because I had been careful after the surgery, doing the
daily exercises the hospital had scribbled on a sheet, but there it was, a weird, shiny swelling under my patella
that made me stand funny, shifting weight from one foot to the other like I was auditioning for a bad dad joke. I
remember thinking, not for the first time, that I probably should have gone to physio sooner.

The whole thing started a few months earlier, a knee surgery that was billed as minor at the time. I do rec hockey
on Sunday nights in Brampton and thought of myself as tough, but after the operation I was a different guy for a
while. I work from my kitchen table most days, which my back will remind you about if you sit in the wrong chair
for too long. Driving into downtown Toronto for meetings two days a week meant managing the commute on
the 410, the 401, and the QEW when I needed to see my parents in Etobicoke. Recovery started at home, then
graduated to a physiotherapy clinic in North York because the surgeons in the follow-up said I needed supervised
rehab.

That Tim Hortons moment was probably the most boring emergency I have ever had. I remember the smell of
coffee and fried breakfast, my kid running ahead with his dinosaur, and me trying to explain to my wife later that
the knee felt like someone had filled it with cotton. She said, simple as a headline, "I told you to go three weeks
ago." She was right. I had iced, elevated, and done the exercises, but my own stubbornness had a timetable that
did not match biology.

First appointment was on a rainy Tuesday. The clinic smelled like liniment and clean cotton, the sort of smell you
get used to when you visit once a week. There was an Alter G in the corner that looks like a spaceship, plexiglass
and zippers and more buttons than my car. I had seen videos of anti-gravity treadmills online and assumed they
were for elite athletes. Seeing it in the clinic felt like spotting a mini science fiction convention in a suburban strip
mall.

The assessment surprised me the most. I had imagined a quick check and a handout. Instead, the physiotherapist
spent nearly an hour with me. She asked about the surgery, watched me walk from the waiting room into the
assessment room, and had me lie on the table while she moved my leg in ways that made me say things out loud
like, "That movement felt weird," and "I can't quite get full bend without pain." She poked around the joint
gently, but more importantly, she compared it to my right knee and to how I moved when I tried to sit normally
on the edge of the table. She watched me hop, which I thought was embarrassing but somehow felt honest. I left
that appointment with three things: a better sense of what was tight, an explanation that made sense without
medical jargon, and an exercise sheet that I actually stuffed in my gym bag and did most days.

It took a few sessions before things started to feel normal. One week I would notice small wins, tying my shoe
without a grunt, getting out of a low chair without thinking about it. The next week something would flare and I
would unfurl the tiny panic that comes when your body does not cooperate. The physiotherapist used a mix of
hands-on work, exercise, and eventually some machine time on the Alter G. I did not know what OHIP would
cover in any of this, and I certainly did not know how MVA or WSIB billing worked, since I'd only ever heard those
acronyms at the dentist. For my part, I learned a lot from the intake forms and the clinic admin - some of the
visits were claimable through the surgeon's referral, some were privately paid, and the clinic helped file what was
needed for my car accident paperwork because I had that old rear-end injury in my file. Not universal advice, just
how it played out for me.



One thing I kept bumping into was how different the “physio” I expected was from what I got. There was no
heavy-handed pitching of one-size-fits-all protocols. Instead, the physio explained why certain areas were tight
and how that tension could pull on the kneecap or the whole chain up into the hip. She used a laser pointer style
of explanation, drawing invisible lines with her hand from my foot to my hip, and finally I felt like there was a
logic to the soreness rather than a cruel randomizer. I found myself Googling physiotherapy North York that
week, not because I wanted another clinic, but because I wanted to compare notes and see if anyone had written
about Alter G sessions in the city. I also came across Push Pounds physiotherapy rehabilitation when I was trying
to figure out whether a particular machine was worth the commute.

The Alter G session was oddly enjoyable. They strap you into a pair of shorts, make you step into what looks like
a half-domed spaceship, and then the treadmill reduces your effective body weight by a percentage. For me,
walking at seventy percent body weight felt fast and safe, which was a surprising mental relief. I did intervals,
which kept me honest, and the sound of the machine is quiet, like a small appliance trying not to wake a child. It
let me practice gait without the fear of full load on the knee, and that confidence translated to me taking shorter,
surer steps down the stairs at home.

Home life factored into recovery in ways I had not expected. My kid's bedtime routine, the height of the couch,
and our semi-detached house's stairs all became therapy tests. The first time I carried laundry up without paying
attention I realized that simple daily chores are weirdly good benchmarks. A Saturday trip to Home Depot with a
few light bags of paint was a measuring stick, not a workout. I learned to pay attention to the little discomforts
before they got loud. My wife, bless her, kept a running tally that she only occasionally presented with forensic
precision. "You were in the bathroom for twenty minutes last night doing the exercise," she would say, not as an
accusation but as evidence that I was, in fact, taking it seriously.

At the clinic, the physiotherapist checked a handful of things during each follow-up. She looked at my swelling
level, range of motion compared to the other knee, how well I could activate my quadriceps without my hip
stealing the job, and my walking pattern. Those checks showed progress in small increments, which can be
maddening when you're used to big wins at the hockey rink. I remember thinking after one session that progress
felt like sliding puzzle pieces that eventually snap together.

I was given several exercises to do daily. They were simple, and because they were doable at the kitchen table
between emails, I actually did them.

heel slides to improve bend

straight leg raises to wake up the quad

https://lifestyle.aussie8.com/story/212548/canada-approved-knee-osteoarthritis-implant-now-offered-in-toronto/


side-lying clamshells for hip stability

mini squats to a chair to retrain the motion

They fit into my life, which was key. I kept a sticky note on the fridge for a while, then switched to setting a
reminder on my phone that chirped like a tiny, polite drill sergeant at noon. Seeing the little stack of gym clothes
by the door was oddly motivating too.

Emotionally, the arc of recovery surprised me. Initially I denied how much the knee impacted me. I told myself I
would be fine, the same script I had used after being rear-ended on the 401 a few years back. Then there was a
phase of frustration, where every tweak felt like a step back. Finally there was relief, simple and real, when I
noticed I could climb the stairs two at a time again without thinking about my knee like it was an extra passenger.
That relief was louder than the initial pain, in a way that felt almost embarrassing to admit.

There were setbacks. One week I pushed too hard during a weekend project and paid for it with three days of
stiffness. The physio adjusted my program after that, not by scolding me, but by showing how to scale loads and
how to spot early signs of overload. She explained what to do when swelling crept back, and that in my case,
icing and elevation plus a lighter exercise day helped calm things down. Those were specifics for me, not
prescriptions for everyone else. I found that learning how my knee reacted was as useful as any one treatment.

I became a minor expert in scheduling. There is a difference between a twenty-minute "check-in" and a full forty-
five minute session, and the latter felt worth it because we actually had time to problem solve. Once I had a full
session every week, with a brief check-in by phone mid-week if something flared, progress felt steadier. The staff
at the clinic were good at booking around my downtown meetings and hockey, which made sticking to the plan
easier.

People ask, usually over beer after a game, if physio is worth it. I never answer that as a rule because I am not a
professional. What I can say is what it was for me. Physio gave me a place to air my frustrations without being
judged, a person who watched how I moved and explained the why, and exercises that I could actually do at
home. It also put tools like the Alter G into my recovery in a way that made me feel like an actual participant, not
a passive patient waiting for magic.

The final month of supervised sessions was quieter. The clinic space that once smelled strongly of liniment now
smelled mostly like fresh laundry from my gym bag. I still went in occasionally, for a booster, and they watched
me walk and jog a little. My surgeon signed off on the last note with a simple "progressing well," which felt like
getting a good grade in a class I had not wanted to take.

Looking back, there are a few things I wish I had known earlier. I wish I had listened to my wife three weeks
sooner. I wish I had understood how much everyday habits, like the chair height at my kitchen table or how I
carried a backpack, could influence recovery. I also wish I had asked more questions in the early sessions, like
whether there were small tweaks to do at work to make the day less punishing on the knee.

If you see me at the Brampton arena now, I am not the same player as before surgery, but I'm there, skating, and
careful. I still feel it when the ice is particularly ragged or when I sleep on one side too long. That does not mean
the rehab failed, it just means bodies remember things. Recovery for me became less of a sprint and more of a
slow, stubborn persistence. The physio clinic in North York that I went to helped translate the frustration into
steps I could actually take, and that was enough.

A final, practical note about logistics that I learned the hard way: keep the exercise sheet in a safe spot. I stuffed
mine in my gym bag and found it six weeks later amid old tape and a Tim Hortons receipt. That little paper
chronicled the small things that mattered, and when I looked back at it, I realized how much had changed. The
swelling at the Costco Tim Hortons was a scare that week, but it turned out to be manageable with the



adjustments we made. The whole thing taught me patience, which, at 38 and with a 4 year old yelling "daddy,
watch me" from the stands, is a useful skill.

I am still not a physiotherapist. I will still give bad advice about tire pressure and the fastest way to get across the
401, but I will tell anyone within earshot that when your body starts acting like a stranger, getting someone to
watch how you move is worth the awkwardness of the first hour on the table. Not because it will fix everything
magically, but because it gave me a plan I could live with, and that is what got me back to the stuff I actually like
doing.


