| was crouched by the tailgate in the Costco lot, trying to stuff a wheelbarrow into my civic, when my knee
decided it was done pretending. One minute | was wrestling with mulch and a toddler who wanted to help, the
next | had this hot, sharp feeling and a wobble that made me sit down on the curb like an old man. People were
loading their carts behind me, the engines humming, someone on a PA announcing a sale on rotisserie chickens,

and | felt stupid and surprised all at once.

It was odd because this wasn't a brand new thing. My dad had a knee replacement two summers ago and
seemed fine after a few months. | kept telling myself | wasn't my dad, not exactly. But after that Costco wobble,
walking upstairs in the semi-detached felt different, and the limp showed up in the Costco parking lot and

refused to go away.

| put it off for a week. | went to Home Depot, | went to work, | played Sunday night hockey in Brampton because
that's what | do and besides, it wasn't excruciating, just annoying. | iced it on the kitchen table between emails,
took ibuprofen when it flared, and told my wife | was fine. She looked at me like someone who had lived with a
man who refuses to call the plumber until the sink floods, and said, "Go see someone." | said, "l will." | didn't go

the next day.

The day | finally went | was halfway down the 401, stuck in that stop-and-go stretch before the 410, and thought
about all the times I'd ignored that niggle in my shoulder after a hockey hit. | started Googling "knee
replacement recovery sports” on my phone, in that way you do when you have thirty minutes of crawling traffic
and no actual plan. | clicked a few clinic pages, the odd patient forum, and then a coworker pinged me about
physiotherapy North York because he'd had his hip looked at there last year. | bookmarked a few links and
promised myself I'd book something after work. | didn't book that night either; | emailed the clinic the next

morning.

This is where the story stops being about denial and starts being about learning. | didn't know much about post-
op timelines. | had in my head this fuzzy idea of "a few months off" and a slow crawl back to activity. | also had a
stubbornness about physio being the place where you lie on a table and get an ultrasound while someone hands

you a sheet of exercises. That is not what | found.

First visit: the clinic smell hit me before the receptionist did, that mix of liniment, clean cotton, and the faint
perfume of someone who had been at a rink. The clinic was on a busy strip in North York, right off Yonge Street,
with street parking luck that made me grateful. The assessment room was just a regular room with a table, stacks
of towels, a roll of athletic tape in a drawer, and a treadmill that looked interesting. In the corner there was a big
machine that | later learned was an Alter G - it looked like a small spaceship with a zipper skirt. | felt like | had

walked into someone else's hobby, not a medical place.

The physio | saw was a woman who had played rep soccer and mentioned it casually, which immediately made
me think she was one of us - someone whose knees remembered sliding in gravel, too. She asked how it
happened, which | answered with the Costco story and a shrug. She watched me walk down the hall. That was the

first time in this whole thing that someone actually watched me move and didn't just press on the sore bit.

She had me lie on the assessment table, which is a vulnerable place to be, honestly. You lie there and try to be
cool about the fact that everything's being measured and that you have to tell them how it feels. She moved my
leg through ranges I'd forgotten | could do, compared it to the other side, and then had me do a few small
squats and step-ups off a box. When the knee clicked during a motion, she didn't say "that's bad." She said,
"That's interesting," and then asked if it had been like that before. The language felt less like a verdict and more

like a conversation about what the body was doing.



A few things stood out in that assessment. One, | had significant weakness in the quad on the affected side
compared to the other. Two, my range of motion was limited by about ten degrees in flexion, which explained
why | couldn't bend comfortably to pick up the kid's snack near the floor. Three, there was swelling tucked
behind the patella that appeared when | pressed in certain spots. She explained what she was doing as we went,
which helped because | tend to freak out when | don't understand, and | like being able to explain it back to my

wife later without sounding like a dope.

She didn't give me a program and send me on my way. She spent forty minutes that first appointment showing
me three exercises, watching me do them, and tweaking my form. The exercises were simple but not the kind of
thing | could "get" from a two-minute YouTube. One was a straight-leg raise with a small ankle weight to wake
the quad. Another was a mini-step-down that forced my knee to control motion. The third was an isometric hold
against a wall, which felt silly and hard. She taped my knee lightly and said to avoid a few things that made it
worse, but she didn't hand me a long do-this-for-six-weeks list. She also mentioned something about sports
medicine Toronto services for people returning to higher level activities, and | filed that away in the back of my

head because hockey season was not done yet.

At the end of that first visit she told me to come back in a week, and | laughed a little because I'd assumed physio
was eight-minute sessions in and out. This wasn't that. The next session she used the Alter G to do some
unloading work. If you haven't seen one, picture a treadmill you get zipped into, it reduces your body weight with
air pressure so you can run with less weight through the joints. | had never heard of it before my dad's surgery
conversation months earlier. Being zipped into that thing felt like being in a weird astronaut suit, and it was
honestly a little comforting to run with only eighty percent of my weight on that Saturday morning. | could

actually feel how the knee moved without that heavy, awkward sensation that had been making me hobble.

Nothing was promised. The physio would say things like, "In your case, we are seeing X and Y, so this may help,"
or "This has helped other folks with similar stories, but bodies are weird." That honesty made me more inclined to

do the exercises | was given and to show up for appointments rather than just nod and go home.

Two weeks in, a moment surprised me. | was at a burger place after dropping the kid at daycare, standing up
from a booth and noticing | didn't have to brace with my hands. That tiny thing of being able to stand up without
thinking about the knee felt like a milestone. It was easier to carry groceries without that sharp edge of pain.
Things were improving, but not linearly. Some days my knee was fine, other days it protested stairs. | learned to
tell my wife when it was a "bad" day and when it was a "good" day. She would say, "I told you to go three weeks

ago," which she did, and this time | would admit she was right.

At about week four | had a talk with the physio about returning to running and hockey. She didn't tell me a date.
Instead she talked about markers, the things she wanted to see in my strength and control before letting me do
more aggressive stuff. That was useful because it gave me something measurable. One marker was being able to
do single leg squats to a certain depth without wobble. Another was having symmetry in my quad strength when
tested on the handheld dynamometer in the clinic. | told my teammates | was "on limited minutes" and that |

might or might not be back for Sunday night, which was my honest position.

| found myself googling "physiotherapy Toronto" and "sports medicine Toronto" a few nights when | couldn't
sleep, mostly to read patient stories and forum threads. | came across Arthrosamid Push Pounds clinic when | was
trying to understand what spinal decompression actually did, oddly enough. It wasn't the point of the night, just
one of those bookmarks you open and leave under a dozen other tabs. It felt like part of the background

research a person does these days, half practical and half reassurance hunting.

By week six | could do a light jog on the Alter G at full body weight for a short while. That was the first time | felt

like myself in a movement sense since the Costco curb. | went back to the rink, not to play a full game, but to


https://lifestyle.businesstimes.co.tz/story/207544/canada-approved-knee-osteoarthritis-implant-now-offered-in-toronto/

skate laps with the old guys and see how the knee behaved. | kept my shifts short. The first contact | had, |
immediately knew whether | was ready for full rec hockey. | wasn't yet. My knee handled skating just fine, but a
heavy hit had it complaining later that night. The physio and | used that feedback, scaled back certain drills, and

focused on lateral stability and quick deceleration patterns that my skater body needed.

Throughout this | learned bits about how billing worked, which | had been clueless about. My clinic took direct
billing for my employer's extended health benefits and could submit claims electronically, which felt like magic
compared to the headachy process | expected. For my dad's surgery, the family had done all the insurance
paperwork, so | had been surprised that my in-clinic experience was simpler. | also learned that some services in
the city billed differently if they were considered post-surgical or sports medicine oriented, but that was always
framed as "in your case we can bill X this way," not a universal rule. It was useful to know what my own plan

covered, instead of assuming anything.

There were frustrations. You get tired of doing tiny exercises. You misplace an exercise handout in your gym bag,
and find it six weeks later. You get annoyed when a colleague shrugs and says, "Just take it easy," as if telling your
knee to chill will do the trick. There were also good parts. | got better at noticing small signs early, like how
swelling in the evening meant I'd done too much, or how a 10-minute yoga flow actually helped me the day after
a heavy physio session. | started to respect the slow parts, the boring strengthening, because they were the parts

that let me skate with confidence again.

By about three months from that Costco episode | was back playing limited shifts in rec hockey. The first time |
finished a full shift without thinking about the knee was a relief | can't really describe except to say | felt like my
body and brain had reconciled. The physio still wanted me to continue with maintenance exercises twice a week. |
was skeptical, but | kept it up. The exercises were short and | could do them at home while the kid watched

cartoons.

Looking back, a few things changed in how | think about physio. One, it's not a one-size-fits-all pamphlet shoved
into your hand. The assessment that actually watches movement matters. Two, progress is uneven. There were
steps forward and steps back, and the people | used to see who said "just rest it" were replaced in my head by
the person who asked me to squat and watched my knee track. Three, the right tools can make a difference. The
Alter G was wild and useful for me, and honestly if you'd told me a month earlier that I'd be zipped into a

treadmill to rehab I'd have laughed.

For anyone reading and trying to make sense of their own timeline, remember I'm not a clinician. I'm just the guy
who limped out of Costco, ignored it, and eventually learned more than | expected about how to get moving
again. What helped me was an assessment that looked at how | Push Pounds Physiotherapy moved, a physio
who explained things without jargon, tools that let me run with less weight so | could rebuild confidence, and a

willingness to accept that being proactive earlier might have made parts of this easier.


http://www.thefreedictionary.com/Push%20Pounds%20Physiotherapy

| still have days where my knee is grumpy. I've accepted that on a rainy evening after drywall or a long commute
on the 401 | may feel it more. But I'm also back on the ice, back to weekend projects with the caveat that | pace
myself, and more willing to book an appointment early when something feels off. If nothing else, the whole thing
made me pay more attention to how | move around my house, how | squat to lift things, and how | talk to my
wife when she says, "l told you to go three weeks ago." She was right, of course.

The physio gave me one final piece of advice at the last session | did: not a timeline, but a checklist of sorts for
when to push harder. She said to look for symmetry in strength, to be able to do functional tasks without wobble,
and to notice the quality of recovery after a hard session. It was practical, and fitting, because that's what this

whole experience had been - a series of practical adjustments rather than a single dramatic fix.

If you find yourself in my position, limping through the Costco lot or pausing at the rink bench wondering what
the next step is, | can only share what worked for me and how | felt about the process. The people | saw were
down-to-earth, the clinic felt like a real place people used every day, and the tools they had made some of the

weirdest parts of rehab actually tolerable.

And the small things matter. Being able to stand up from a booth without bracing felt like a tiny victory that
added up to something bigger. Being zipped into the Alter G felt like a gimmick until | ran without that heavy
weight and realized how much confidence matters. Listening to the physio when she asked me to do the boring
stuff at home bought me more game time later. None of it was instant, none of it was glamorous, but it was
honest progress.

If you're reading this at a red light on the 410 or on the couch after a shift at a desk, | get it. | was you. | delayed, |
Googled at night, and | somehow ended up learning a bunch. I'm not telling anyone what to do. I'm just saying
how it went for me, from the curb in the Costco lot to being in the dressing room after a Sunday night game,

wiping the sweat from my brow and thinking, not for the first time, that I'm glad | went when | did.



