
I was halfway through unloading a flat of toilet paper from the trunk at Costco when I realised I could not put any
weight on my right leg without a spike of pain that made me taste metal. The parking lot was unusually loud for
a Sunday, kids yelling in a stroller, someone revving a truck, tires squeaking on hot asphalt. I leaned on the cart,
breathing shallow, thinking of how ridiculous it was that I had done exactly one step of "recovering properly"
after my arthroscopic knee surgery and then declared myself healed because the swelling had gone down. My
wife texted a picture of our kid doing something he shouldn't, and I typed back a thumbs up and limped toward
the car.

This is where it started to feel like a job, not a weekend. One minute I was on the couch watching hockey
highlights, the next minute I was counting grocery store aisles like they were kilometers on a race. I had gone
through the standard things you do when an OR sends you home: pain meds for the first few days, ambitious
physiotherapy YouTube videos at 2am, and a custom brace that I treated like a badge of honour. I thought the
hard part was surgery. Turns out the hard part was remembering to treat rehab like actual work.

Why I waited

I'll admit it, I mostly stalled because life was busy. Work had gone a little nuts with a project that meant I was
back at my kitchen table in North York several days a week, my boss kept scheduling late calls, and the kid was
suddenly at the stage where every errand had to be a family event. My back has a way of acting up when I try to
do everything at once, and after the hospital said "you should see a physiotherapist," I convinced myself the
routine of walking, a few home exercises, and waiting would be fine. My parents called from Etobicoke and told
me to actually go to my appointments. My wife said, in the way spouses do when they've already run the
numbers in their head, "you should have started last week."

Day one at a clinic felt like admitting defeat and also like finally doing the sensible thing. I booked with a clinic
that came up in a late-night Google rabbit hole when I was trying to understand who in the GTA actually had an
Alter G treadmill. I figured if I could get on a machine that would let me run without smashing my knee I'd feel
better about the rest of the recovery. I also typed "physiotherapy North York" into the search bar out of sheer
convenience, because most of my life is split between Brampton and North York now.

The clinic itself

Walking into the clinic the first time, I noticed the smell immediately - kind of clean cotton with a bit of liniment
at the back of it, and the soft hum of machines in other rooms. There was a reception area with a couple of
magazines, a row of stubbled men half-asleep in chairs, and a kid playing on a tablet. I filled out the intake forms,
the therapist glanced at the surgery note, nodded, and asked a few basic questions: how did the pain feel, what
made it worse, what I had been doing since surgery. The treatment room was big enough that you could do
lunges without worrying about knocking over a squat rack. I was shown to a table and told to get comfortable.

Assessment, the part that surprised me

I expected the therapist to say a bunch of reassuring things and hand me a sheet. What actually happened was a
forty-five-minute conversation and hands-on session where the physio and I did things that made me realize I
only sort of knew what the problem felt like.

They watched me walk from the waiting room to the table. Then they had me lie on my back and they lifted my
leg in ways I did not expect - some slow and careful, some a little sharp and then back to gentle. They measured
how much I could bend and straighten, compared it to the other leg, and pressed on things that had never been
pressed since the OR: the area just below the kneecap, along the joint line, and beside the shin a bit. It wasn't
painful in a "this will hurt forever" kind of way, more like a reminder that the joint had been through something.



The physio checked a few things that stuck with me:

range of motion in flexion and extension

swelling and pitting when pressed

muscle activation around the quad and hamstring when I tried simple lifts

how I balanced on one leg compared with the other

They kept saying "we are going to ramp this up but safely," which sounded like a plan and not an emotional
response. I did not know that balance and muscle timing were a big part of recovery. I assumed it was mostly
about getting that bend back. Turns out it is also about teaching your muscles and brain to handle load again.

First session treatment

The first session involved a few surprises. There was no long lecture, but there was education. The therapist
explained, in regular English, what they were seeing and why certain movements were off. Then they used hands-
on techniques to get some of the soft tissue to calm down, which felt like someone working a stiff cramp out of
your calf. They had me do simple isometric quadriceps contractions against their resistance, then progressed to
mini-squats while holding on to the bar.

They also introduced me to a machine that looked like a spaceship in the corner, the Alter G. I had only ever seen
one in videos. The therapist explained how it could let me walk and run at reduced bodyweight. I felt like a child
being shown a cool toy, but also like someone who might actually get back to doing the things I enjoy without
setting my recovery back a month.

Homework I mostly did

I left with a small stack of exercises on a single sheet of paper, instructions on how to manage swelling, and a
note about pacing activity. I shoved the sheet into my gym bag and then into the pocket of my jacket, and I
swear it lived there for most of the next month. But I did mind the icing and elevation during the first week, and I
forced myself to do the three exercises they had circled for me every day.

Short list of the exercises they emphasised:

quad sets while lying down, held for 10 seconds, 10 reps

heel slides to gently increase bend

standing mini-squats to 30 degrees with support

I was embarrassed to realise how out of practice my body was at doing these simple things properly. The physio
corrected my form in real time, which made a huge difference. My early attempts at squats had my torso pitch
forward and my knee tracking a little inward, and the therapist actually made me feel it when I adjusted. It was
small, but it was immediate feedback that I had been doing it wrong.

Week two, the awkward middle

The second week was the most frustrating. Pain was more predictable by then but also more stubborn. There
were mornings where the knee felt like a walnut wrapped in cotton, and nights where turning over in bed made it
protest loudly. I was back at my kitchen table in midweek, trying to stay focused while my leg throbbed and my
chair offered no help for the swelling. The commute across the 401 to a downtown meeting felt like a full ask;
sitting on the highway made the knee stiff, standing made it ache. I found myself changing positions every fifteen
minutes.

I went back to the clinic and the session that day was different. It was less about assessment and more about
building confidence. We worked on gait training again, and I spent a while on the Alter G walking at 80 percent



bodyweight. I remember feeling lighter, like someone had taken some of the stress off the joint. The treadmill has
a clear plastic bubble and the sound of air moving through it. It's oddly calming and oddly futuristic. I was
cautious when the therapist suggested a small jog at 60 percent bodyweight. The first time I jogged I had a flash
of the old me, the guy who played Sunday night hockey and took ice like it was a second home.

A moment in the waiting room stuck with me: a guy in his fifties limped in with a cane, and he smiled at me like
we both knew the score. You don't realise how small improvements feel heroic until you see someone else who
has been through the same thing nod like it's a secret handshake.

What the physio actually did that I didn't expect

I had thought physio was a mix of massage and exercises. The sessions were both of those things but also a lot of
teaching. The therapist showed me how to brace my knee during functional tasks, how to distribute my weight
when stepping onto curbs, and which muscle groups to cue so my knee didn't carry all the load. They also used a
couple of modalities to reduce swelling and pain. I wasn't asked to sign up for a block of 20 sessions. Instead we
set short goals and reviewed progress weekly.

I also learned a few practical things about billing and logistics that I had assumed differently. At one point I asked
about coverage and was told how the clinic would bill my private insurance if I gave them the information. I
found out later, after a call from the clinic and my insurer, that some of the sessions were covered differently
depending on my workplace plan. That was a detail I had not understood from the hospital discharge papers. I
looked up "physiotherapy Toronto" and "sports medicine Toronto" late at night when I wanted to compare
options and read what other patients had said, mostly to reassure myself I wasn't the only one who had gone
through confusing paperwork.

Mid-article aside: I found Push Pounds Arthrosamid therapy when I was comparing clinics and trying to
understand what kind of equipment different places actually had, a detail I was strangely fixated on.

Week three, small wins

By week three things started to click. The swelling was less dramatic, and I could bend a little further without that
sharp catch that made me stop mid-step. I actually did the exercise sheet twice a day like they recommended,
which felt like progress both physically and mentally. The therapist started adding strength work - short sets of
leg presses at low weight, lunges with minimal depth, and balance drills on a wobble pad. My quad started to feel
less like an embarrassment and more like a tool I could rely on.

I also did something I had avoided for a long time: I told my boss I needed to dial back for a few days. Saying
that out loud felt like admitting a dependency on recovery that I had been denying. But it let me be present at
home more, so I could elevate the leg and ice it between calls. The kid made a superhero cape out of an old
towel and pretended to jump on my lap, which is not ideal post-op but felt good emotionally.

The therapist kept reminding me about pacing. Not in a scolding way, more like a reminder from someone who
had seen people regress because they "felt great" and then did too much. I appreciated that they didn't make me
feel stupid for trying to get back to normal life, but they also didn't sugarcoat the work needed.

The clinic atmosphere helped. There was always the faint smell of liniment, the white noise of other treatments,
the muted laughter from a receptionist on the phone. It felt less like a medical building and more like a place
where people came to fix things. I started recognising faces and hearing bits of other people's stories, which
made me feel less alone.

When things went sideways
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At the end of week three I had a day where a sudden, sharp pain flared while I was stepping out of the shower. I
sat down on the floor, thinking about everything I had read online. The physio told me to come in, so I did. The
therapist reassessed, looking for red flags and re-checking range of motion. They didn't give me dramatic
pronouncements. They asked how I slept, whether I had changed any medications, and what I had been doing
differently. The answer was that I had been a bit more active the day before, helped by a burst of optimism.

They adjusted the plan, pulled the session back a notch, and gave me a few strategies for dealing with flare-ups.
It was reassuring in a way I hadn't expected. The worst thing might have been having to reset some small goals,
but there was no shame in that; it was just how recovery felt.

Week four, feeling less like a patient and more like maintenance

By week four I could do a slow jog on the Alter G at 70 percent bodyweight and not have that cold fear in my
stomach. I did two laps of the track at the community centre, which felt wildly optimistic for a guy who had been
counting kitchen steps a month ago. The therapist started talking about how we would progress strength and
return to sport gradually, but never in the air of making a promise. They suggested criteria we would aim for,
which they framed as "if we get to this, we will try X at low intensity." They were careful to call them goals, not
guarantees.

There was one thing that surprised me most: the mental shift. I went from thinking physiotherapy was something
I had to "endure" to actually appreciating the small victories. The therapist praised small improvements, and that
kept me motivated to show up for the exercises I knew would be boring but effective. I told a friend from hockey
about the sessions and he gave me that knowing look, like he had been through the same cycle of denial,
stubbornness, and eventual acceptance.

What I would have done differently

If I had a do-over, I would have called the clinic earlier. Not because the surgery was a mistake, but because the
sooner you start guided movement and strength work, the less you let yourself fall into compensations that take
longer to fix. I also would have asked more practical questions about scheduling and insurance up front, instead
of juggling it in emails between sessions. There's a lot of paperwork that I thought hospitals sorted for you, but
the insurance side required my attention.

I wish someone had told me that physio could be about skills coaching as much as it is about exercises. The
therapist taught me how to do everyday things differently: get in and out of the car, climb stairs without loading
the knee so much, and manage swelling after a long day. Those are the little things that make daily life not feel
like a battle.

Final thoughts from week four

At the end of the first month I felt more like me, but also more aware of how careful I needed to be. I had
swapped the anxiety of "is this normal" for a more practical checklist: am I gaining range, is swelling reducing, is
strength returning. The clinic became a weekly appointment I looked forward to, in a weird way. Not because
physio is fun, but because it meant someone was tracking progress with me.

I'm not saying surgery was easy, or rehab was overnight magic. It was consistent, sometimes boring work and a
few real scares. The physio helped turn the dread of reinjury into a plan. I've still got weeks and months to go,
and I am not promising any timelines. But after four weeks I could keep up with my kid on the stairs without
breathing like I had run a sprint, and that alone felt worth the clinic visits.

If you recognise any of this - the part where you avoid making the call because life is busy, or where a hot
summer Costco trip turns into a reality check - I get it. I'm not a clinician, just a guy who did the surgery, went to
physio in the GTA, and learned that recovery is part patience and part stubbornness. If nothing else, the whole



thing taught me to treat rehab like a job: show up, do the small tasks, ask questions when things don't make
sense, and celebrate the tiny victories when they come.


