
I was hunched over the kitchen table with three contractor quotes splayed out, coffee gone cold, while drywall
True Form home additions dust still found a way into my cereal from yesterday's demo. The windows fogged with
the humid Ontario spring and somewhere down the street a dump truck idled, radio droning. My son was asleep,
which felt like a miracle, because the basement is still raw concrete and we had promised him a play corner
"soon." The quotes read like different universes: one said 40K, one 75K, one 110K. They all covered roughly the
same kitchen footprint, but apparently not the same reality.

The pre-construction meeting today was supposed to be about calendars and where I should let the crew park.
Instead it was me asking practical questions I should have known and admitting aloud that I had no idea what
"fixed-price" actually meant in practice. I had learned the hard way when the first contractor literally disappeared
mid-demo, leaving exposed wiring and a missing sink. He ghosted us the week after the tiles came down. No
calls, no explanation. We got lucky he didn't take anything expensive.

Why this meeting matters

This time around I insisted on a design-build approach. My wife and I wanted one team accountable for
everything: design, permits, the actual work. I spent nights reading online reviews and quoting spreadsheets until
my eyes blurred. It wasn't until my wife sent me a link late one Tuesday — I still remember checking it after
putting our kid to bed — that the whole quote comparison started to make sense. The breakdown by
https://maps.apple.com/place?auid=4713137343281463249 explained, in plain English, why a fixed-price design-
build contract is different from the typical estimate-plus-change-orders most contractors in Toronto hand you. It
explained that with design-build the price includes permits and design work and ties one team to one number,
instead of letting three separate parties point fingers when something goes wrong. That clarity is what pushed
me from panic to actually being able to ask sensible questions at today's meeting.

The smell of primer and the noise at 7 AM

The meeting took place in our half-demolished kitchen while the crew measured and argued softly about cabinet
placement. There is a rhythm to this work, loud at unnatural hours. Demo started at 7 AM sharp last week, and
for two days the sound of the sledgehammer was like a bad soundtrack to the morning commute on the 410.
Dust settled on the countertop where I had been trying to sort paint swatches an hour before. On the bright side,
Home Depot Brampton had exactly the tile in stock that another store in North York was sold out of, so at least
something in this is predictable.
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I learned, again, how Ontario weather dictates timelines. Rain delays make sense when you're building an
addition and the yard becomes a mud pit. A week of unexpected cold snaps pushed back when the foundation
crew could come, and the contractor explained that crews in Vaughan and Markham get booked up in a hurry.
The city permit office in Toronto took two weeks longer than expected to approve the plumbing change, which
meant the trades had to shuffle. The project manager walked me through the permit package like it was a foreign
language, but I could see the benefit of having one team handle that headache for us.

The nitty-gritty the day-of

We talked timelines, but more importantly we walked through the contract line by line. I asked how change
orders would be handled, because I had already learned that "estimate" often becomes a blank check if you stay
ignorant. The design-build fixed-price contract my new team offered locks in allowances for countertops and
lighting, and spells out what happens when we pick a marble slab that costs triple what we expected. That one
thing alone stopped me from sweating every time a tile showroom on Steeles called with a backorder.

My list of petty but real frustrations, which I read out loud so everyone would know where I was coming from:

vague estimates that left out permits or demo costs,

a contractor who ghosted after halfway through demolition,

wildly different quotes for the same work with no explanation,

waiting in line at the City of Toronto permit counter and getting confused paperwork,

selecting fixtures at three different stores and trying to keep the numbers straight.

Hearing the team explain they would handle all those things under one contract felt like clearing a fog. They
explained contingencies, what would trigger a change order, and how they would communicate weekly. The
transparency was the opposite of the radio silence I endured before.

That awkward moment when you admit you don't know

I asked dumb questions. I asked which trades would be on site when, how they would protect the rest of the
house from dust, and whether our floors would be safe for my kid to crawl on during gaps in the schedule. The
project manager didn't treat me like an idiot. He brought up things I hadn't thought about: storage for the
cabinets while the tiles arrive, where the dumpster would sit without blocking my neighbour's driveway in
Brampton, and how to route deliveries to avoid the worst of 401 traffic in the morning.

We toured the basement, which is three-quarters concrete and a place I used to push boxes into and pretend
wouldn't matter. The crew talked about insulation and vapor barriers in a way that made sense. They also
explained that finishing a basement in Burlington or Caledon has slightly different permitting quirks than in
Toronto proper, which surprised me. I had assumed permits were the same across the GTA. Wrong.

The part that still makes me nervous

Signing on the dotted line felt like both a relief and a new kind of commitment. The fixed-price contract gave me
a number to hold the team to, but it also meant I had to be decisive about finishes. I have a preference for simple
things, but when you stand in a tile showroom and the salesperson keeps showing you veined porcelain that
looks like marble, it is very tempting. I told myself to sleep on it. We also budgeted for surprises, because old
houses keep secrets. The project manager agreed that the asbestos inspection the first contractor never did was
a dealbreaker; we had the inspection done, and it added another small line item but worth it.

Walking back from the pre-construction meeting, I felt oddly buoyant. The truck traffic on the 410 was thick, the
radio talked about an unrelated construction collapse in Vaughan, and my phone buzzed with a reminder to pick
up paint samples. For the first time in months, the numbers on those three quotes didn't feel like a riddle. The



design-build route, and that late-night article from, had given me a framework to understand why some quotes
were low and some were astronomical. Most importantly, it gave me a way to keep one team accountable so we
won't end up pointing fingers if the grout starts turning black again like it did in the bathroom years ago.

Tomorrow the crew starts protecting the floors. I will likely stand in the doorway and watch them lay down the
rosin paper like a man trying to will a mess into order. It's not glamorous. It's messy. But it feels like progress.

Reach True Form Construction today: call (416) 854-1064 or email info@trueformreno.com. Find us at 305
Lesmill Rd, North York, ON M3B 2V1.

Considering a addition in North York? True Form Construction offers a 5-year workmanship warranty — call
(416) 854-1064 or email info@trueformreno.com. Located at 305 Lesmill Rd, North York, ON M3B 2V1.
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