| was halfway through paying for a medium double-double at the Tim Hortons on Rutherford when | noticed my
knee. It was puffier than usual, the scar under the compression sleeve still pink and a little angry, and | walked like
| was trying not to wake a sleeping dog. | remember thinking, out loud to no one, "This is ridiculous,” and then

turning the cup over in my hands because my fingers were cold from the drive down the 410.

Surgery had been six days earlier. Not one of those headline-grabbing operations, more like something you
accept because the surgeon pats your knee and says, "This should help you get back to hockey," and you nod
because you trust him and because the parking at the hospital was a nightmare. | had gone under a local
anaesthetic, come home with instructions scribbled on a handout, and spent the first couple of days pretending
the swelling was normal and temporary. | learned to hobble with a grocery bag looped over a crutch, which felt

like an improvisation every time | had to climb the stairs in our semi-detached house in Brampton.

The first week after the operation was all small, sharp defeats. Getting out of the passenger seat of the car on the
way to pick up my kid from daycare felt like a negotiation. | woke up at night because the patellar region felt like
someone had packed it with cotton and then shoved it against a radiator. | tried to sleep on my side and
immediately regretted it. I'm not dramatic by nature, but pain has a way of turning you into someone who texts
their wife at 2 a.m. With questions about what to ice and whether you should call the surgeon. She texted back, "I

told you to go weeks ago," which was fair.

At first | thought physio would be a glorified set of stretches and a sympathetic smile. | had dealt with a sore
shoulder once after a hit on the ice and had been given a sheet of exercises that lived in the glove compartment
until they turned into a confetti of coffee rings. But at the three-week mark after surgery, when the limp was
stubborn and the swelling hadn't budged, my co-worker Ravi — who is notorious for knowing the best garages,
the worst weather routes, and every good sandwich spot in North York — said, "Dude, just call the physio." He
mentioned someone had used sports medicine Toronto services and liked the way they explained things. That

lodged in my head.

| started Googling physiotherapy North York late on a Tuesday while my kid watched cartoons at my kitchen
table and | pretended to be folding laundry. There's a moment in that search where everything becomes suspect
to you, every clinic reads like an ad, and every testimonial feels vaguely staged. | found a few places and then,
half-imbedded between a clinic site and a municipal forum, | found Push Pounds physiotherapy rehabilitation
as a link someone had dropped in a thread asking about OHIP physio options. It was just there, a line in search

results, not a recommendation. | clicked and closed the browser a dozen times before finally calling.

What the first appointment actually looked like surprised me. | expected a quick check, maybe a pressure on the
scar to see if it hurt, then a sheet of exercises and a "call us if it gets worse" type farewell. What happened instead
was close to an interrogation, but in a good way. The physio — a woman whose name | learned to pronounce
correctly by the third session — had me lie on the assessment table, which smelled like clean cotton and that
faint liniment scent you find in older gyms. The clinic had an Alter G tucked into a corner like a spaceship, and a
rack of exercise bands that had seen better days. She asked how the surgery went, what the surgeon had said,

and whether | was noticing anything unusual when | went up stairs or crouched to tie my skate laces.

She watched me walk. She watched me climb a step. Then she moved my leg in ways that made me realize my
own knee could do more than | thought, and less in other spots than | wanted to admit. There was no diagnosis
yelled out like a verdict. Instead she said, "Here is what | think is limiting your movement right now," and pointed
to stiffness around the kneecap and reduced quad activation. She said it plainly, the way a coach might explain

form. It was simple. It also made me angry at myself for waiting.
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The first session lasted longer than my lunch break. She used a little electrical stimulation machine for a few
minutes — | felt the mild buzz and it was oddly calming — and did some hands-on mobilizations around the
patellar tendon. It was not painful, more like a firm conversation with the tissue. Then she handed me an exercise
sheet, but unlike the sad one in my glove box, this one had pictures, little notes about reps, and actual
progressions. She watched me do a few reps, corrected my form, and said, "Don't worry, you will be surprised
how quickly your quad remembers what to do." | tucked the paper into my gym bag and felt guilty for thinking

that was the first time someone had given me clear, doable instructions.

Over the next few weeks the sessions settled into a rhythm. Twice a week at first, then once a week, then
additional home exercises between. The clinic smelled the same each visit, a mix of clean cotton, liniment, and
coffee from the reception area. The physio took the time to show me why a certain exercise mattered. For
example, one day she had me do straight leg raises while she pressed on my quad with a palm to teach me to
"wake it up." | was embarrassed because it felt so basic and | struggled with it. She didn't laugh. She told me that
after knee surgery, the brain tends to shut down certain muscles as a protection strategy, and part of her job was

to convince my nervous system that the knee was not going to explode if the quad fired.

| am careful with what | repeat as fact. That sentence came from her in my session, framed around my own
history. | mention it because it was the first time someone explained, without sugarcoating, why my progress felt

like a stubborn negotiation.

There were practical bumps. Insurance was a puzzle | had to solve. | thought OHIP would just pick this up
because it was surgery, but that was my ignorance speaking. The clinic's admin told me what they would bill my
private insurance and what, in my situation, the surgeon's clinic had arranged. All of that was particular to my
case, and the person at the front desk was patient with my questions about MVA claims and WSIB because my
parents had nagged me with the same. | passed notes back to my wife about the financial portion, feeling a bit

like a child asking for a raise in allowance.

| can put into words a few things the physio checked in the assessment that mattered to me, because they ended

up shaping the next few weeks of rehab. These were not universal tips, only what she did to me.

* range of motion compared to the other knee; she measured it and then showed me the numbers

® quad activation testing, like how well | could contract the muscle while lying down

e functional things, like how | got up from a chair and climbed a small flight of stairs

® scar mobility, she used small gliding movements on the incision area which felt odd but helped reduce the
tightness

® gait assessment, watching me walk both barefoot and with shoes
Those notes live in my head because every session after referenced them like a roadmap.

What surprised me was how much time we spent on the "boring" stuff. Balance, tiny contractions, learning to
squat to a box height that allowed me to feel safe — these things made my son-ready life better. Carrying him
and getting him into the car became less of a math problem. | noticed small wins that felt huge: being able to
stand up from the couch without grabbing the coffee table, being able to step onto the tailgate of the truck to

load a piece of drywall without a minor panic attack.

One afternoon, the physio brought me over to the Alter G. | had no idea what that machine was the first time |
saw it. It looks like a space-age treadmill with a skirt around it. They clipped me into a harness and explained the
concept in plain language: the treadmill can reduce the weight your leg has to carry while you retrain the gait

pattern. It felt bizarre at first, like walking on the surface of the moon in a gym. But it let me get my steps in



without the knee taking the full load. | left that day thinking, "Okay, this is not just bands and pamphlets." That

thought felt a little guilty, like admitting you underestimated something you should have known.

My attitude shifted slowly. | went from "I'll just rest it and the limp will go away" to scheduling sessions into my
planner as if they were meetings | could not miss. The physio's explanations made me do my homework. On bad
days, | would stare at the exercise sheet and think about other things to do, but most nights | did the straight leg

raises and the little mini-squat holds because they were small actions that promised better outcomes.

There were setbacks. One week | overdid it trying to be the DIY hero at Home Depot, lifting a bag of cement mix |
should not have. The knee swelled and the workouts for that week were scaled back. The physio didn't scold me.

She adjusted the plan and told me what she had seen in other cases similar to mine, as examples, then we

discussed what felt reasonable for me. That attitude made it easier to come back the next week without feeling
like I had failed.

Friends asked me if | missed hockey. | did, a lot. | told them | wasn't sure what "miss” meant anymore — did |
miss playing, the smell of the arena, or just the idea of being able to sprint without calculating every turn? The
physio would watch me do a lunge and then say, "We'll see where this is in a few weeks," and that tempered the
desire to rush back. She never told me when I'd play again, she just told me what progress looked like in the

moment, and that felt responsible.

One thing that caught me off guard was how much the little wins improved my day-to-day. | can still remember
the exact moment: opening the Costco cart corral and having the knee Push Pounds Physiotherapy not protest as
| heaved the stroller into the truck. My wife noticed first, and then my dad, who had been through his own post-
op struggles. They all said the same thing: "Finally, you did the thing." Which was true in a way; the physio helped

me do the work | should have started earlier.

At about eight weeks post-op, the swelling had receded enough that the scar didn't glare at me like a reminder.
The limp was mostly gone. | got back on skates for a light skate and left the ice feeling cautious but not panicked.
The physio had gradually introduced agility-ish drills that felt silly at first, and now suddenly they mattered. She
never promised full recovery on any timeline. She did, however, give me markers to watch for — how deep |
could squat without pain, how many single-leg squats | could do without wobbling — and those markers made

progress tangible.

A few practical things | wish | had known and tell anyone who asks me now: insurance details are worth sorting
early, bring someone to early appointments if you can because the load of information is real, and write down

the exact phrasing of exercises during the first session so you don't try to remember whether it was 10 reps or 12.
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Those are my personal tips, earned by forgetting things and then having to call the clinic back to ask. | also wish |
had gone sooner. That is a recurring regret when you catch yourself limping in the Costco parking lot and realize

you have been giving the knee an imaginary holiday.

Sometimes people in the office joke about physio being a fad, like something you do between massages and
soul-searching. | used to joke with them, too, until one of my colleagues mentioned a clinic in North York that
actually set up a plan to get him back to running. | took that seriously then. | also ended up searching for
"physiotherapy Toronto" when | needed a last-minute evening slot before a business trip. The range of services
across the city surprised me — some clinics had late hours, some had a stronger sports medicine Toronto focus,
and some seemed more rehab-oriented. In the end, | went where it felt honest, where the physio listened and

explained without jargon.

Now, almost six months on, my knee is not perfect in the poetic sense of "as it was when | was 25." It is reliable in
the practical sense: it lets me run to catch my kid when he darts across the playground, it tolerates a Sunday
night hockey shift if | respect it, and it doesn't remind me how old | am every time | kneel in the garden. The
physio was a big part of that. Not because she fixed everything with a magic machine, but because she gave me

the tools to get stronger and better control things that had gone flabby and neglected.

If you are reading this and you find yourself limping through a Tim Hortons line, or staring at your car seat after
something that should have been routine, know that this is just one guy's story and not advice. | am not a
clinician. | am someone who found a good fit for post-surgical rehab and paid attention to the stuff that
mattered: consistent visits, clear explanations, and doing the homework. | am also someone who still forgets the

exercise bands in the trunk until the physio asks how often | have been doing them.

A final practical note that applied to my experience: talk to the clinic admin about billing before you commit to a
block of sessions. | had to call a couple of times to clarify coverage for private insurance and what the clinic
would submit for me. That might be mundane, but sorting it out early made it easier to focus on the work during
my appointments. | also kept the exercise handout in my phone by taking a photo of it, because paper tends to

get lost in backpacks, under hockey gear, or between toddler toys.

The scar is a small, flattened line now when winter is gone and | wear shorts. People at the rink ask what
happened, | tell them | had minor surgery and did my physio. They roll their eyes and ask whether | am all set to
jump back into Sunday night hockey. | say, "Not quite, but getting there," and mean it. The physio didn't hand
me a date for return. She handed me a plan, and the slow accumulation of small, repetitive efforts added up into

something that allowed me to live my regular, slightly chaotic life again.

If nothing else, the experience taught me to take the early swelling seriously, to ask questions at appointments,
and to remember that a clinic that feels comfortable to you is one you will show up to. | still get nervous before
games. | still check that the laces are even. But when | skate now, | think of the Alter G day and the tiny isometric

holds, and | know that the work | did in those first weeks mattered more than | wanted it to at the time.



