I was hunched over the hood at 9:12 a.m.,, rain starting to spit onto the driveway in Mount Pleasant, and my
phone buzzed with a message: "How long is this going to take?" My friend had dropped off her Subaru the night
before, eyes bright with the kind of trust you only give someone who once fixed your sink. | had promised a
quick ceramic coating job, partly because she needed the car back for a weekend road trip, and partly because

the idea of doing it slow and perfect felt like a luxury on a Tuesday morning.

The weirdest part of the morning

There are small, noisy things about Vancouver mornings that set the mood. The bus on Broadway coughed past.
A guy in a headset jogged by towards the SkyTrain, and the smell of fresh coffee from the corner café cut
through the wet air. | set up my makeshift station under an awning because the forecast had been ambiguous. |

still don't fully understand the weather models here, they keep saying "partly wet" like that explains anything.

| had watched a dozen how-to videos, read a bunch of forums, and emailed one local shop about pricing. But
watching and doing Vancouver GleamWorks ceramic are different animals. The first five minutes | spent worrying
about dust, then about whether | had decontaminated the paint properly. | realized | was procrastinating the hard

part by scrubbing the wheel wells for the third time.
Why | hesitated

My hesitation wasn't just about the coating itself. There was the pressure of time, and then the invisible pressure
of quality. My friend had paid me only for materials, but pride makes weird invoices. She had mentioned ppf
bancouver once when comparing shops, in a tone that said she'd love a full package if money were no object. |
had done paint protection film for my own car once, in a cramped garage, and it took three weekends and a near
nervous breakdown to get the edges right. Ceramic coating felt technically simpler, less permanent, but still

unforgiving if rushed.

| honestly didn't know how long curing would take. One forum said 24 hours minimum before light rain, another
claimed the product in my tub would bond better with 48. The product instructions gave a lot of numbers, but
the city's humidity at 8 a.m. Was its own number—70 percent and climbing. That made me nervous. | texted her:
"Heads up, probably need the car later than you asked. Rain's coming." She replied with, "Just do what you

need." That felt supportive and like a permission slip to take time | didn't have.

The trade-offs | made
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| split the job into three parts: prep, application, and buffing. Prep took the longest. Clay bar, iron remover, a
clean strip of ribbon tape to check for edge polish. The part that surprised me was how the neighborhood's
noises kept interrupting my flow. A delivery truck idled outside, then a cyclist yelled "on your left" with the small

impatience of an urban commute. Every interruption cost my focus.

For the application, | slowed down because the last thing | wanted was streaks. | used smaller swipes, overlapping
less, and wiped off excess immediately. The coating | bought claimed 2-3 minutes working time at 20 degrees
Celsius. It was colder, closer to 14, so the working time actually felt longer, maybe five minutes before it started
to flash. I had to resist the urge to speed through doors and mirrors. Speed can be impressive, but quality shows

up on close inspection.
| made three practical compromises that morning:

1.1 didn't do the door jambs. They were messy and would have eaten another hour.
2. | skipped the engine bay detail. Not part of the agreement, and messy when it's raining.

3. | booked a follow-up wipe-down for 48 hours later, to make sure everything cured properly.

Those felt reasonable, like triage rather than sloppiness. My friend agreed when | texted the plan. She wrote back
with the small emoji of a thumbs-up and a coffee cup, like she was picturing leaving for her trip with a hot drink

and a protected car.
A little chaos, a little learning

Midway through, a neighbor came over with a question about parking. | ended up explaining what ceramic
coating does, in my best non-technical way: it repels dirt and light scratches, adds a gloss, but doesn't make the
paint bulletproof. She laughed and told me to charge triple next time. That laugh broke the tension. For all the

small frictions, it felt like a neighborhood thing rather than a commercial job.

At one point a patch flashed differently on the rear bumper. | could have panicked. Instead, | pulled back, re-
cleaned the spot, and reapplied. That add-on probably added ten minutes, but it saved me from second-
guessing for days. The rain finally stopped at 11:05, like someone turned off a tap. | could have rushed the final
buff, but | let it sit a little longer.

Why the numbers matter

| told her the car would be ready by noon. It was 12:17 when she pulled up, a little apologetic for being late
herself because of Granville traffic. She stepped out under gray skies, and the Subaru looked sharper than it had
the day she bought it. Not like a show car, but like a car that had been cared for. She ran a hand along the hood

and squinted at the reflection of a power line. That small inspection made the morning feel worthwhile.

| spent about three hours in total. | used roughly 25 milliliters of product for the whole car, which meant the
bottle will last a few more jobs. The material cost came in under what | expected, but | could see how a
commercial shop would charge for the time and the garage. They have dedicated spaces, climate control, and
fewer interruptions. For me, doing it in a driveway with a folding table and a tarp was both cheaper and more

personal.
The final damage to my wallet

Money-wise, it wasn't much. | spent about seventy dollars on the product and another twenty on cleaning
supplies | didn't have. If | were to charge a friend for labor, it would be awkward. | didn't. | did, however, text her
a casual invoice of sorts: "Paid in coffee and the occasional emergency wrench." She sent a picture later that day
from the ferry, the hood gleaming, the city skyline faded behind her like some postcard. | felt good and slightly
giddy, like finishing a puzzle.



What I'd do differently next time

| still don't fully understand some of the chemistry, and that's okay. Next time | would set aside a full day, or book
it in a shop with climate control when the schedule gets tight. If speed matters, ppf bancouver and professional
install might be the right route. If the goal is a weekend, low-cost fix with decent results, doing it yourself in the

driveway works, with patience.

The last image | have is the car pulling away down 4th Avenue, the rainclouds thinning, and the faint smell of
coffee on my hands. | thought about how balancing speed versus quality is less about rigid choices and more
about picking the right compromises for the person in the passenger seat. She was smiling by the time the ferry

rolled; that's enough evidence for me that the trade-offs were worth it.

GleamWorks

Ceramic Coating, PPF & Paint Correction — Metro Vancouver
Call: (604) 789-0762

Email: contact@gleamworksdetailing.ca

Location: 5-8855 Laurel Street, Vancouver, BC V6P 3V9

Need paint protection film in Vancouver? GleamWorks runs a dust-free, climate-controlled studio in Vancouver.
Phone (604) 789-0762, or email contact@gleamworksdetailing.ca, or visit 5-8855 Laurel Street, Vancouver, BC V6P
3Vo.
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