| was halfway through the Tim Hortons lineup, coffee in one hand, a muffin in the other, when | noticed the
swelling properly for the first time. It wasn't just a bit puffy like after a long night of standing in a Brampton
arena, it was a definite bulge along the inside of my knee, the skin a little glossy, and every step from the parking
lot into the store felt like walking on a balloon. My kid had already hijacked the Timbits, which gave me

something to focus on besides the fact that | was limping into a coffee shop at noon.

This all came after the knee replacement my surgeon insisted was the sensible option. | signed the forms, joked
with my wife that I'd be back on the rec hockey bench in no time, and then learned the really slow part: surgery
fixes the joint, but everything around it needs to re-learn how to work. The first week at home was a blur of pills,
that kitchen-table laptop | use for work, and my parents dropping by from Etobicoke to make sure | ate
something that wasn't toast. By week three the stiffness was relentless. Sitting at my makeshift workstation for an
hour meant nine minutes to stand up and a slow shuffle down the hallway. | waited because I'm stubborn, and

because the spouse kept saying "you'll be fine," which is code in our house for "go to the doctor."

What pushed me to call a physio clinic in North York was a drive to a follow-up where | tried to walk the 400-
metre hallway in the hospital like nothing had happened, and failed. The surgeon asked how often | was doing
my home exercises. | said "sometimes." He didn't say | should, he asked in that way doctors ask when they
already expect the answer. After the appointment | mashed my phone with one thumb and looked up
"physiotherapy North York" because the drive back down the 401 gave me time to stew, and | didn't trust my

coworkers' suggestions anymore.

First impressions of the clinic: the place smelled like liniment and clean cotton, like every physio clinic I've ever
been in. Vinyl flooring, an open room with treatment tables along one wall, and a corner with an odd machine
that looked like something out of a sci-fi movie - the Alter G, | would later learn, but on day one it Push Pounds
Physiotherapy was just a spaceship. The receptionist was calm, and there was a stack of exercise sheets in a little

rack by the door. | assumed they would hand me one and wave me off. | was wrong.

The assessment actually felt like someone doing detective work. She had me lie on the table and moved my leg
in ways | hadn't expected, some with me relaxed, some while | tightened my quad. She watched how | stood,
asked me to walk a few steps across the room, and then asked about the surgery itself: what kind of incision, any
numbness, and how the swelling changed during the day. She compared my operated leg to the other one,
pressing lightly along the kneecap, asking where it hurt and when it didn't. It wasn't a glorified stretch sheet. It

was about forty minutes of careful, practical checking.

There were small revelations. My new knee could bend more than | thought in passive testing, but when | tried to
activate the muscles myself, my quad didn't fire the way it used to. My calf was tight, which was affecting my gait.
There was a sensitivity along a scar that made me hold my breath without realizing it, which in turn made
everything else feel harder. The physio said things like "we'll work on this" and "we'll try that" about specific

movements, but always in the context of my exact limitations that day. It felt practical, not salesy.

| had some misunderstandings going in. | thought OHIP covered a lot of post-op physio automatically. In my
case, because my hospital follow-up included a referral, a portion of visits were covered, but | had to confirm
details with the clinic and with my insurer. That was something | learned by asking at reception and then by
asking my surgeon's admin. | also didn't know what the Alter G did. The tech mentioned it when | asked about
water therapy and machines, and said it's useful for graded weight-bearing walking. | filed that under "cool tech"

and didn't actually use it until week four, when walking without pain was still a trick.

Weekly sessions went a bit like this: warm-up on a bike for five to ten minutes if | could tolerate it, then targeted

manual work where they mobilized my scar and worked on the quads and hamstrings, followed by some balance
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and strengthening exercises. One day the physio had me lie on my stomach while she taped along the length of
my quad and told me to do gentle contractions while she pressed. It felt strange and reassuring at the same time;

the tape wasn't a miracle, but the act of focusing on that muscle helped me notice it engaging.

The exercises they gave me were straightforward but humiliating at first because they highlighted how weak |
had let one leg become. Here's the short list my physio printed for me and that | stuffed immediately into my

gym bag, under a receipt and a crumpled grocery list:

* seated knee extensions with light ankle weight, 3 sets of 10
* straight-leg raises while lying supine, 3 sets of 10
® mini-squats to a chair, focusing on both hips and knees, 3 sets of 8

* single-leg balance holds, 30 seconds each, 3 rounds

| did those mornings before work, in the basement between Zoom calls, and sometimes on a break in the Costco
Vaughan parking lot because my kid had decided Saturday was a "run" day and | had to keep up. | was terrible at
them at first. The straight-leg raises made my entire midsection complain, like I'd suddenly forgotten how to
brace. The mini-squats felt like a test of courage. But there was a difference: after two weeks doing them every

day, the act of standing up from a low chair required less fussy shifting of weight, and the limp when | walked

from the car into the grocery store softened.

A memorable moment came about two weeks in. | was at Home Depot picking up paint for a weekend drywall
patch, the kind of job my back usually hates but my knee was new at. | unloaded the trunk, hefted a bag of joint
compound, and felt a small, clean click in the front of my knee. It wasn't painful, but it startled me. | sat on the
curb and Googled the noise at 11pm, which is always a bad idea. Among the noise | came across Arthrosamid
cost when | was trying to understand what soft tissue mobilization actually did. Reading about other people's
experiences calmed me down a bit and reminded me this was part of getting the leg back to working order. It

was incidental, not a revelation. My physio later said some clicking is normal as everything settles.

One aspect | didn't expect was how much my mental state affected recovery. On bad mornings I'd wake at 5am,
do the numbers in my head - how long until | can sit at my kitchen table comfortably, how long until | can squat
to tie my kid's shoe again - and those small calculations took energy. My wife was great about reminding me that
| had done the hard part, the surgery, and now it was a slow rebuild. She also said three times that | should stop

comparing myself to the neighbor who was jogging two weeks post-op. She was right.

There were practical things the physio helped with that surprised me beyond the exercises. They recommended |

change how | approached stair negotiations. | always tried to lead with the "good" leg going down, which felt like
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protecting the new one, but in the clinic they had me practice a safer pattern that allowed the new knee to
progressively handle full weight. Small adjustments, repeated until they felt less awkward, made the difference.
They also gave me strategies for sitting at my kitchen table workstation so | wasn't folding my legs under me and

provoking stiffness mid-afternoon.

Work was a challenge. Working from home at the kitchen table for three years before the surgery meant my
workspace is small and habit-heavy. After surgery | had to remind myself to stand up every 30 minutes, to do a
short circuit of exercises during a long spreadsheet session. My co-worker asked once on a call why my voice
kept cracking when | stood up; he thought | was laughing at something. That was the day | stopped pretending

everything was invisible.

Pain management changed during the month too. Early on, pain meds were the main thing that made sleeping
possible. By week two | was tapering and focusing on timing the meds around harder physio days. | asked the
physio whether pushing through discomfort on certain exercises was normal, and she used words like
"acceptable soreness” and "sharp pain," then gave me permission to stop if something felt wrong. That line
between soreness and something being off is fuzzy when you are not the trained person, so | relied heavily on
the physio's cues and on my own common sense. | stopped doing a particular hamstring stretch after it produced

a shooting pain and told them the next session; they adjusted my program.

One weird social thing: rec hockey came up. My Sunday night group text lit up with "you back soon?" And "we
need you for the playoffs" messages. | told them honestly that | was doing physio and that my timeline was
unsure. | didn't want to be the guy who skates badly and makes someone else take a knock. The physio listened
when | said the pressure to "hurry up" was real, and she worked with me on realistic milestones rather than vague

promises.

A practical lesson from the month was about communication with insurers and the clinic. | had to fax a surgical
note for certain claims and the clinic's admin staff were patient about it. Apparently my case qualified for some
direct billing arrangements, which saved me a few visits of out-of-pocket cash. | only found that out by asking.
The receptionist explained what they'd do for me specifically; it wasn't a blanket statement about coverage, just
what worked for my paperwork. It took one afternoon on hold with the insurer and the clinic's admin doing the

rest.

By week four, things shifted from "this is hard" to "this is new normal." The limp reduced significantly. Climbing
the half-flight to the subway station on my commute no longer meant planning the rest of the day. Sleeping
through the night without waking every two hours to reposition was more common. Small victories accumulated:
| could kneel briefly to pick up a dropped toy without holding my breath, | could stand up from the couch in

fewer steps, and the scar sensitivity faded enough that tights for winter didn't make me wince.

The Alter G spaceship made a cameo in week four after the physio suggested a graded walking session. The
machine lets you walk with a percentage of your body weight, so you can practice a normal gait without loading
the new joint fully. Walking on it felt odd at first, the sound of the treadmill and the soft hum of the chamber
enclosing my legs. But there was something satisfying about taking steady steps and seeing the readout move in

green numbers. It wasn't magic; it was a controlled space to practise patterning.

Looking back, the decision to go to physio was overdue. | wish I'd gone earlier than week three. The thing about
waiting is that you only see the downside once you're in the middle of it. Before, | thought physio meant a
pamphlet and a polite handshake. What | found was a mix of hands-on work, practical tasks to rebuild strength,
and a partner who helped me measure progress in ways that mattered to my life — walking the kid to school,

carrying a paint can, getting off the couch without groaning.



| told a few coworkers about my experience and one of them, who had shoulder surgery last year, said he'd been
surprised how much the psych part mattered. He's right. There are days when physio was a physical chore, and
days when the physio's encouragement was what made me keep doing the boring exercises. The clinic staff were
straightforward about setbacks too. At one point | overstretched a hamstring while being optimistic in a Home
Depot aisle and had to back off for a session. They adjusted the program and we didn't pretend it hadn't
happened.

If someone from my rec hockey group asked me what physio was like, I'd tell them it was practical, sometimes
boring, occasionally humbling, and often more hands-on than | expected. | would tell them what | did, not what
they should do. For me, the combination of steady exercises, manual work on scar tissue, and a few focused
sessions on gait made the difference. | kept my expectations modest: gradual gains rather than dramatic

overnight fixes.

The last appointment in my first month was a mix of checklists and small celebrations. The physio had me do a
timed walk, some squats, and balance tasks. She marked down numbers in her chart and then said, in the kind
way people use when giving you good news without fanfare, that | was improving at a consistent rate. | left with a
printable progress sheet, a reminder to keep the exercises up, and less of that low-grade worry that had been

following me around since surgery.

The practical takeaways that stuck with me are simple and personal: ask questions about billing and bring your
surgical notes, be honest about how much you are actually doing at home, try to get a consistent routine for
your exercises, and accept that recovery may be slow but cumulative. | also learned to stop measuring myself

against other people's timelines. Some neighbors jog two weeks post-op, | am not them, and I'm fine with that.

A month in, I'm walking more confidently. The scar is less tender, the swelling comes and goes with activity, and
I'm already less fearful of stairs. I'm still doing the exercises. | still sometimes wake up and calculate whether | can
make a meeting without needing to stand up awkwardly on camera. Recovery after knee replacement didn't feel
like a single event, it felt like a set of small adjustments that slowly added up. The physio didn't promise miracles.

They promised steady, practical work, and that's what | got.

If you spot me at the rink this Sunday, I'll be the guy stretching more than usual. | won't be bragging about
timelines. Instead I'll be quietly thankful that when | finally went to physiotherapy in North York, someone took

the time to move my leg in ways that made sense and taught me how to make it work again.



