| was halfway through the Costco parking lot, juggling a diaper box and a coffee, when | noticed my left knee
puffed up like I'd put a tennis ball under the skin. It was a Sunday afternoon, the kid asleep in the back, and |
remember thinking, not for the first time, that | had ignored the little twinges for too long. The drive home on the
410 was a blur of orange highway lights and the sort of mental bookkeeping you do when you are trying to
decide if something is worth a doctor's visit. | parked, hobbled into the house, and told my wife | had probably
just overdid it at the rink. She looked at me the way she always does when | say “"probably" and said, flatly, "you

are going to see someone about that."

| did not go immediately. | iced it for a few days. | rolled it on the kitchen table while catching up on emails from
my standing desk that is really just a stack of boxes. | told myself that it was from the goalie | clipped two weeks
ago at rec hockey, or the drywall | helped hang in the basement, or one of the many tiny abuses you put your
knees through by living in a semi-detached in Brampton and hauling lumber from the Home Depot on Saturdays.
Then the limp stopped being intermittent. Walking to the car after a short grocery trip felt like stepping through
dough. The limp started showing up at work, on days | actually had to make the brutal commute into downtown
Toronto, and people | see in the office once a week started noticing. My dad, who had a knee replacement a

couple of years ago, called and told me to book something. He was not subtle.

Booking the physio felt like admitting defeat. | pictured ultrasound, a sheet of photocopied exercises, and a firm
handshake. | had been to physio before for my lower back after a fender-bender on the 401. That time | had
gone in, the therapist pressed and poked and handed me a list of stretches that | respectfully ignored after week
three. This time, | did a midnight Google spiral and found myself reading a few forum threads, then an email from
a co-worker who had rehabbed a torn meniscus and mentioned physiotherapy North York in passing. | scribbled
the name and, in a different browser tab, bookmarked something | found that evening: Push Pounds

Arthrosamid therapy . It was just a bookmark. It made me feel like | had options.

First day at the clinic | sat in the waiting room that smelled faintly of liniment and clean cotton, the kind of smell
that is not unpleasant if you have lived with sports for long enough. The clinic was busy in that polite Toronto
way, a mix of seniors with walkers, a student with a knee brace, and a guy in his twenties coming off a game. |

filled out the forms like a grown-up. The physio called me in, and it was nothing like | expected.

Lying on the assessment table, the room was warm, and the physio moved my leg in ways that made me say
"whoa" out loud. He watched me squat, he timed my single-leg balance, had me walk down and back in the little
corridor, and asked me to describe the exact moment things got worse. It was concrete, specific - which is not
how | had thought these things went. He told me what he saw, in normal words, not clinic-speak, and it clicked.
He compared my left knee movement with the right, explained the swelling and the stiffness, and patiently
answered stupid questions | had, like whether an Alter G treadmill was something out of a sci-fi movie. He

actually laughed when | said that.

What happened next was a string of appointments that felt longer than they were because of the attention. Some
sessions were hands-on mobilizations, where he gently moved the joint and | remembered what it felt like when
things actually slid in the way they were supposed to. Other times we worked on strengthening and balance on
the purple half-balls they keep by the window. One machine in the corner, the Alter G, looked like a spaceship
with a zipper; | had seen one in a video and assumed they were reserved for elite athletes. The first time | was in
it, the treadmill hummed, and | could walk at 60 percent of my body weight. It felt absurdly luxurious and oddly

helpful, like giving the knee a chance to remember walking without all the baggage.

At the start, the physio laid out a rough week-by-week idea for me, but he was careful to keep it as "this is what

often happens for someone in your situation” rather than promises. He tracked objective markers as we went:
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range of motion degrees, ability to fully extend the knee, single-leg squat depth, swelling measurements, walking
without a limp, stairs without discomfort. Those little wins mattered more than | thought they would. The first

small victory was getting full knee extension again. | remember standing in the doorway of the clinic, incredulous

that my knee could lock straight. It was a tiny thing, but it felt like progress.
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| started to get a sense of the pattern of improvement and plateaus. Week one was pain control, getting swelling
down, and restoring basic motion. Week two was working on range and simple weight-bearing tasks. Around
week three we introduced more stability and strength, and by week four we were doing more dynamic
movements that felt like hockey: pivoting, a few short shuttle runs. | should say, | was not doing any of this full
tilt, and everything was scaled to my tolerance. The physio constantly asked how it felt the next day, so we could
tweak load and intensity. After one session where he made me do some lateral lunges, | woke up with a sore

quads and realized this was real work.

There were days when | wanted the old easy answers. | tried to skip nights, to be clever with eccentric loading |
had read about, to avoid the thing that felt uncomfortable. The physio would say, calmly, "how did it feel
tomorrow?" And | would answer, sheepish, that it was worse. Eventually | stopped trying to outsmart the process.
| learned to do the homework. My gym bag slowly filled with the exercise handout | stuffed in there week one. |
found it two months later folded and sweat-stained behind a protein bar. The handout was a small, honest thing:

pictures of bands, a note to "work up to 3 sets", a reminder to ice after pushing.

Part of the therapy was getting used to telling the story of the injury in a way that made sense to someone else.
On the assessment table, | had to explain the gradual onset, the times it buckled, the one game where | felt a pop
and kept playing because what else are you going to do at 10pm on a Sunday. Talking about it out loud forced
me to be precise about when things got worse and when they felt better. That precision mattered to the physio

because it helped him decide what to test and where.
A few things the physio actually checked in my first assessment:

® single-leg balance time
® squat symmetry and depth
® passive and active range of motion compared to the other leg

* swelling around the joint and how it changed with activity

That list is a simplification of a longer assessment, but it stuck with me because it was measurable. Being able to

say, at week six, "my single-leg balance is back to what it used to be" felt like a proper checkpoint.



| discovered some unexpected practicalities. For instance, | learned that my insurance through work covered
physiotherapy sessions up to a point, which | had never bothered to check. I also learned that some clinics have a
sliding scale or OHIP participation for certain programs, and that my dad's experience with the post-surgical
rehab program was not exactly my path. Those were specifics | had to ask about and paper | had to sign. The
physio's admin was helpful navigating invoicing for MVA claims when | mentioned my old accident, but that was
very much specific to my case and the person at the desk. | mention this because | wish | had sorted the billing

questions earlier instead of delaying sessions while | figured it out.

Emotionally, it is weird how a knee can gatekeep confidence. The first time | stood on the ice after a couple of
weeks of physio, | was cautious, almost apologetic to the other players. The second or third time, | felt less like |
had to prove anything and more like | was testing what my body could do. There was also a point where my wife
said, with the exasperated victory of someone who has been telling me to go to the clinic for three weeks, "I told

you so." That stung in the right way. She had been right to nag.

By the time we were approaching week eight, the sessions shifted. There were fewer hands-on adjustments and
more targeted progressions. The physio introduced longer balance drills, more hockey-specific small-sided
movements, and sessions where | warmed up for twenty minutes and then we did targeted work. He recorded
some of my improvements and we compared them to the starting point. Seeing numbers, even small ones, made
it tangible. For example, walking speed and single-leg squat depth were two things that moved steadily in

measurable increments over the weeks.

| also noticed the social side of going to physio in the GTA. You hear other people's stories in the waiting room,
which is oddly reassuring and sometimes hilarious. The guy who fell on a ladder, the woman who had a knee
replacement a year ago and was ecstatic about her weekend hiking, the teen who was rehabbing from an ACL
reconstruction and had patience | did not. It felt less clinical and more like a small ecosystem of people repairing
the same kinds of everyday damage that comes from living an active life here - the commute, the rink, the

Saturday projects, the Costco trips.

One session stuck with me. We were mid-program and the physio asked me to do a fairly challenging single-leg
deadlift with a dumbbell. | wobbled, felt my knee complain, and then it did something subtle and small: it
stopped aching the moment | landed. | stood still for a beat, hands on my hips, and felt something shift mentally.
It was not a magical cure. It was a quiet confirmation that the work mattered. The swelling did not vanish
overnight, but it was smaller. My limp was mostly gone. | slept without waking up because the knee screamed.
Practical things returned: | could bend to put the kid in the car seat without bracing myself, | could climb the

stairs carrying laundry without timing my breaths.

| want to be clear about a Push Pounds Physiotherapy couple of things that a reader might wonder. First, nothing
| am saying is a prescription. | am not a professional, just a guy in his late thirties who was stubborn and then
humbled by his own knee. What | can say is what | experienced: the assessment felt thorough, the follow-up was
practical, and tracking small progress markers week to week made the difference between feeling like | was
wasting time and feeling like | was gaining something. Second, timelines vary. My weeks looked like work, physio,

a little home exercise, and fewer bad days. Some people | met at the clinic were doing very different things.

By week twelve, | was back to playing shorter shifts at rec hockey and felt confident enough to stop worrying
about every step off the ice. Not fixed in the absolute sense, but back to functioning. The physio talked in
pragmatic terms about maintenance - continuing some of the exercises a couple of times a week, being sensible
about heavy loading, and paying attention to swelling after games. | packed up the exercise printouts and, this

time, actually pinned one to the fridge.
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What surprised me the most was how much the physio's approach pulled me out of a loop of passive waiting. |
had been pretty good at ignoring small injuries and assuming they would go away. Sitting on the couch healing
is appealing to a certain temper of stubbornness, but it turns out movement and measured loading were the
thing that finally gave me those small wins that added up. | would not claim that the physio "fixed" me, because
that sounds like magic. What happened was a shift from "maybe it will get better" to "here are concrete steps

and markers to monitor.” That changed how | paid attention to my body.

If I had to tell my past self anything, it would be to stop being so proud about toughing things out. Not because
physio is a cure-all, but because an assessment can save weeks of second-guessing and awkward limp walks. My
dad was right that early attention matters, though he also told me not to ice too much the first night after
stretches, which he marshaled as a faded memory from his own rehab. People trade little bits of hard-won
knowledge in this city, and sometimes a bookmark saved in a browser at midnight can lead to asking the right

questions.

So now, when | see a guy at the rink hobble and tell himself that he will be fine, | say what my wife says to me: go
sooner. Not as advice, but as a confession of what worked for me. And when someone asks where | went, | say |
went to a local clinic that had the right balance of assessment and practical work, that they smelled of liniment
and had an Alter G, and that | left with a handout in my gym bag that | still refer to. I'm back to carrying drywall
with caution, playing in the last shift without the panicked check of the knee, and driving the 401 with a little less
worry when | brace the traffic. The knee is not a trophy. It is simply less of a daily reminder that | ignored

something until it needed attention.



