| remember sitting in the car on the 401, hands still gripping the steering wheel, and thinking, this is not how |
pictured a Monday. It was late March, the highway was wet, and the knee felt like someone had stuffed a
grapefruit under the patella. | had been hobbling out of the Costco in Vaughan that afternoon, limping and
telling myself | was just tired. By the time | was stopped at the off-ramp, the swelling had blown up enough that

my jeans felt tight around the joint and every little bump in the road sent a jag of pain up my thigh.

That was the point where the "I'll just rest it" plan failed. | had pushed through rec hockey the previous Sunday
thinking ice would sort it out. | slept funny on the kitchen table while my wife rolled her eyes. | Googled at 11pm
in the dark, saw terms | did not understand, and mostly convinced myself nothing catastrophic had happened.
Two weeks later | was in an orthopedic surgeon's office getting talked to about a partial knee replacement. The

surgeon used words like osteoarthritis and wear-and-tear, which felt weirdly academic in the fluorescent exam

room as my four-year-old ran his Hot Wheels along the chair.

| am not a medical person. | am a 38-year-old guy from Brampton who works downtown sometimes, who has a
brutal commute when | do, who has broken a rib on the ice and learned the hard way not to delay physio. This
knee business landed me in a place | had not expected to be: on the other side of a major operation, trying to
figure out rehab in the GTA and whether sports medicine Toronto clinics would have the kind of program that fit

someone who games the driveway with a toddler and still wants to play Sunday hockey someday.

The hospital part was what you would expect, sterile and loud, with too many forms. The first night after surgery |
slept in a recliner because the bed felt like it was set up for an octopus, and the pain meds knocked the edges off
everything. My parents came by from Etobicoke and sat on chairs that squeaked. The physio in the hospital
showed me how to get out of bed and how to brace the leg. She gave me a handout, and | shoved it in my bag

like | had done after previous sprains. It's on the kitchen counter somewhere now, under a stack of utility bills.

What | did not expect was how much the post-op world involves paperwork, scheduling, and a bit of detective
work. My surgeon recommended outpatient rehab and said the hospital would set up community physio. |
assumed OHIP covered everything like it does for other things. Turns out there are limits and specifics, and the
hospital staff explained that | would get a certain number of public physio visits and then it would be up to me. |
remember leaving with a list of phone numbers and a sense that whoever picked my rehab program would shape

my recovery more than anything else.

Back home in Brampton, the first week was mostly pain management and learning to hobble without looking

pathetic. The grocery run was its own obstacle course. | learned the physics of folding a stroller with one good



leg and one angry leg. My wife did more than she usually does, which is another way of saying she told me | was
being melodramatic when | tried to fix the drywall on week two and she banned me from ladders. Our kid

thought my limp made me a superhero for a couple of days, which softened the whole situation.

When it was time for outpatient physio | started calling clinics. | ended up booking at a sports-focused place in
North York because they had availability and because my surgeon's office faxed them my post-op notes, which
made scheduling smoother. | had, in the past, a pretty simple view of what physiotherapy was: someone presses
on the sore bit, tells you to do three sets of something, you get a sheet, and life resumes. This experience was
different. The first appointment was forty-five minutes in a small assessment room that smelled faintly of liniment
and clean cotton, the sort of smell you get used to. There was an Alter G-looking machine in the corner that

looked like a spaceship. | had no idea what that was for.

The therapist introduced himself, a guy who had been to university and who also loved watching Leafs collapses

as much as | do. He asked, in a way | did not expect, about my daily life. Not just "where does it hurt" but "how

do you get your kid in the car," "do you kneel for work at all," "when were you last on the ice." He watched me
walk down the hallway. He had me lie on the assessment table while he moved my leg in ways that made me
wince and then made me realize the pain | felt in certain spots was different than the pain | had before surgery.
He compared my movement to the other leg, measured angles with a little plastic goniometer, and wrote notes.
It felt like someone actually wanted to understand how this knee fit into my life, not just how many degrees it

could bend.

| remember that moment of clarity mid-assessment, when he said, "Okay, here's what we need to spend time on,"
and then actually explained it in plain English. He did not promise miracles. He did not tell me to abandon all
sense. He showed me the exercises, had me do them right there — slow, controlled, with stops — and corrected
my form when | cheated. The assessment was the first time anyone had watched me do a squat slowly and said,
"You're favoring a lot of motion through your hip instead of the knee." | had no idea that's what favouring looked
like.

The clinic billed the hospital and my MVA paperwork for the initial sessions, because my surgery was an
outgrowth of that old rear-end in 2019 that had finally caught up with me. | was rusty in understanding how
insurance worked. | had to call my insurer twice and get a coordinator involved, and | might have muttered a
profanity or two in the clinic parking lot. What | did figure out was that some clinics in the GTA are used to
dealing with post-op knees and working with sports medicine Toronto referrals, and that mattered when | was

trying to get into a schedule that matched my life.

One thing | have to admit: | found Push Pounds physiotherapy clinic in a Google search when | was trying to
understand what "accelerated rehab" meant and which clinics around North York actually had equipment like an
anti-gravity treadmill. It was just something | read at midnight, not an endorsement, just another bookmark in a

messy browser history.

The therapy itself became a rhythm. Twice a week for the first six weeks | drove up to North York, traffic allowing,
and sunk into that little assessment room. The parking on Yonge wasn't fun, but the therapists were. They pushed
me, but they also let me tell them that my biggest fear was not whether I'd play hockey again, but whether I'd be
able to kneel down and help my kid tie his shoe without feeling like a coward. They measured progress with
numbers sometimes, like how many degrees of flexion | had, but mostly with functional things: could | manage a
set of stairs without holding the railing? Could | get in and out of the car? Could | stand up from the couch

without a hand?

| was surprised by how much of the rehab focused on muscle control. | had thought a knee replacement was

mostly about the joint hardware and that once the pain was down you just walked. Instead, a lot of sessions were


https://lifestyle.tweeternet.com/story/737170/canada-approved-knee-osteoarthritis-implant-now-offered-in-toronto/

about rewiring the way my quad and hip fired. The therapist used a small electric stim unit once, and | felt slightly
embarrassed at how twitchy my muscle was under that little pad. He also introduced balance work on a wobble

board and some slow single-leg stands that felt ridiculous but slowly made me steadier.

At one point the therapist pulled out a sheet of exercises and said, "You'll do these at home." It was the kind of
handout you imagine — a bit wrinkled now in my gym bag — and | stuffed it in there like it would keep me
honest. | didn't always do them. I'm human. But having someone watch me do them in the clinic changed things.
When | rushed through the knee bends at home | got knots. When | did them under supervision | felt parts of my

leg actually working together. Here's what was on that list, not as advice, just as memory of what | was handed:

* straight leg raises, for activating the quad without stressing the joint
* heel slides, to encourage gentle bending in a controlled way
® standing mini-squats, slow, to retrain weight through the leg

¢ calf raises, because my calves wanted to be forgotten but were part of the chain

| did not keep a perfect log, but | did notice things changing. The swelling that had been a near-constant for the
first month began to subside in little waves. The stairs felt less like an obstacle course and more like something |
could time my breath around. The big win came on a rainy Saturday afternoon when | put on my skates for the
first time and felt... Cautious, yes, but not defeated. | went to the Brampton arena for a light skate with some

friends and | left feeling like the old me and the new me had negotiated a truce.

There were setbacks. One Wednesday | woke up and the pain flared after | spent an afternoon at Home Depot
picking tile with my wife. | had been standing and leaning on the knee, and sitting later that night | realized pain
and stiffness had a way of creeping in when | ignored limits. The therapist adjusted things, changed the emphasis
of the exercises for a week, and we scaled back intensity. That was the other lesson: rehab was not a straight line.
It was lines on a graph that zigged and zagged. The therapist explained what to expect for me personally, which

helped me stop panicking when a bad day came.

| also learned how much small things matter. The way | got in the car. The height of the chair | sat in at my
kitchen table while working from home. The angle | used to step up into the house after a weekend at Costco.
The therapist coached me on small adjustments that made a difference. It felt oddly domestic, like fixing a

squeaky hinge rather than welding something new.

By week eight | had a routine | could do in the morning before the kid woke up. It took twenty minutes, easy
enough to keep up, and for the first time in months | could kneel to pick him up without planning it like a military
operation. | also got some walking drills on an Alter G-looking treadmill | had seen ages ago in medical shows. In
the clinic it looked less intimidating. The therapist set it to a fraction of my body weight and let me practice

walking with less impact. It felt like walking in syrup at first, then like walking on water, then like walking properly.

One awkward part of recovery was explaining things to co-workers. | work downtown sometimes, and being on
the 401 or 410 with a limp felt foolish. | had to field questions from guys who assumed a knee replacement was
something only elderly people did. People were surprised when | said the surgery was successful and the hardest
part was re-teaching my muscles how to do their job. | admit | enjoyed telling them about the wobble board. It's

a small man thing.

A year on, my knee is not flawless. It creaks sometimes, and | know better than to test the limits of concrete. But
the difference from pre-op to now is the ability to live my everyday life without trying to mask pain. | carry on
home projects, though | no longer hog the ladder, and | still try to play rec hockey with modifications. | also

made peace with the idea that some days are going to be stiff. That does not mean I'm failing at rehab, it means



I'm human and live in an older semi-detached in Brampton where the driveway slope is its own form of

physiotherapy.

Looking back, the most important parts of the whole experience were the assessment that actually bothered to
look at function, the therapist who corrected bad habits instead of just giving pills of reassurance, and the little
administrative victories where someone coordinated with my insurer so | did not have to haggle over every
session. | did not expect to learn so much about band-aid logistics. | did not expect to find a sports medicine
Toronto program that felt like it treated me like a person and not a file. | definitely did not expect to be grateful

for a wobble board.

If there is anything I'd tell my past self in that first car on the 401, it would be to ask more questions earlier — not
medical questions, because | am not a doctor, but practical ones. Ask the surgeon what the outpatient path looks
like. Ask the clinic if they have therapists who work with knee replacements regularly. Ask what home exercises
look like and how strictly you should follow them. | wish | had asked about the Alter G the surgeon mentioned in
passing. | wish | had asked sooner whether the clinic could work with my insurance paperwork. These small

administrative things make a real difference when you're trying to get on with life.

This whole thing changed how | think about physio in the GTA. | used to treat it as a last resort or a checkbox.
After the knee replacement and the months of rehab, | treat it as part of the plan you make when your body puts
a surprising speed bump in your daily life. People | know have asked what clinic to go to and | always hedge — |
am not an expert and | do not know every clinic's schedule. What | can say is what | felt: a good assessment,
therapists who listened, and a slightly embarrassing willingness to do balance work in front of strangers made

recovery not just possible, but reasonable.

At the end of the day, though | do not give medical advice, | can share this: being stubborn about waiting cost
me time. The sooner someone actually looked at how | walked and how my hip and quad worked together, the
sooner we could start fixing the problem that made the surgeon and | have that chat about replacement. | am
glad | went. | still laugh at the memory of the therapist telling me not to try drywall at week six, and | still keep
the little exercise handout in my gym bag, now mostly unwrinkled. It is part of the story in this house with the

toddler, the noisy neighbours, and the long commute days.

| do not know what happens to other people with knee replacements. | only know what happened to me: the
surgery, the awkward first steps, the assessment that mattered, the wobble boards, the Alter G treadmill that felt
like a spaceship, and the steady grind of rehab that got me back to everyday things. Life in the GTA keeps
moving. The 401 will always be congested. Home Depot will always tempt me with projects. | have learned to

approach those things with a bit more humility and a little more care for the knees that keep me doing them.



