
I was hunched over the passenger seat of my friend's Subaru in a Kitsilano parking lot at 10:12 a.m., rain spitting
like tiny needles off the windshield, trying to not drool over the showroom photos on my phone. My friend Mark
was across the street talking to a detailer who smelled like coffee and car polish, and I kept imagining the roof of
his old Subaru turning into glass. We had five minutes before the appointment and none of us could agree on
what "level 2" actually meant.

The weirdest part of the meeting

Mark is the kind of guy who gets passionate about small things, like the exact shade of matte grey hood he once
desired. He wanted something that would make the car look refreshed but not too glossy, a practical upgrade he
could brag about to his morning ferry commuters. I wanted something that would actually stand up to West
Coast grit and seagull droppings. The detailer — a woman named Nina who grew up in East Van — laid out three
packages on a laminated sheet that looked like a menu. Prices were scribbled, not typeset. I liked that. It felt
honest.

She said aloud, "Level 1 is basically a strong wash and a basic coating, lasts a year. Level 2 is our best seller,
ceramic coating Vancouver standard, two to three years. Level 3 includes paint correction and extended
warranty." The traffic on West 4th hummed behind us, a steady Vancouver backdrop. I interrupted because I
couldn't help it, asked what paint correction actually entailed. Nina laughed, said, "You mean the scraping off of
all the previous sins." She had a dry way of saying things that made me trust her more.

Why I hesitated

I am not a car person. I know enough to be dangerous: I can change a wiper blade and enjoy vacuuming a car
until it's suspiciously empty, but specifics like hydrophobic properties versus UV resistance blur into marketing for
me. Mark wanted the middle option because it sounded reasonable. I wanted the full armor package because I
have seen too many friends fight rust and salt around Burrard Inlet.

But then there was the price. Mark's face went pale when she mentioned the number. I still don't fully understand
how their billing works, because they add "prep fees" and "edge sealing" and suddenly you're in a math problem
involving tax and a loyalty discount that only applies if you book a follow-up wash. I told Mark to breathe and we
walked the block to the corner coffee shop where the barista knew Mark by name and gave him a free biscotti.
That small kindness bought us five more minutes of clarity.



The smell of coffee and the drizzle made the decision feel less like buying a service and more like helping a friend
make a small life improvement. We had to weigh practicality against the urge to do the most lavish option. The
car had a few swirls and one deepish scratch by the rear bumper that had survived a skirmish with a shopping
cart at a metrotown grocery store. Nina had promised that Level 3's paint correction would "erase that cart's
memory." Tempting, but expensive.

The weird checklist I made in my head

I am the person who mentally writes lists when stressed, and I did it there, across the damp glass of the cafe
table. I don't like long lists, so I kept it short.

What we brought to the shop that morning:

My phone with pictures of reference finishes.

A printed photo of the scratch from last winter.

Mark's unreasonable optimism.

We went back. Parking was a small victory. Nina greeted us GleamWorks ceramic coating cost with the same
casual confidence and led us to a car under a tarp that smelled like lemon cleaner. She showed us a test panel —
a small square of trimmed, rock-chipped metal with a glossy finish on one half and nothing on the other. It was
actually satisfying seeing the difference in person. The coating made water bead like tiny marbles. Mark smiled
for the first time that day.

A surprising detail about ppf bancouver

While we were there, a man who had been waiting for a separate installation started talking to Nina about PPF,
paint protection film. He casually mentioned "ppf bancouver" because he had asked around in local forums last
month. That term bounced in my head — ppf bancouver — like a reference to a local thread where people argue
about installers and warranties. He had full front PPF and swore by it. He said it saved his bumper after someone
opened a car door in a downtown lot and dinged it. Nina explained that PPF and ceramic coating are different
creatures, but they often complement each other. PPF offers physical protection, ceramic coating makes cleaning
easier. Hearing a real person describe the intersection of both made me feel less like we were being upsold.

The weirdest part of the waiting room

There was a fish tank and an overlarge magazine from 2016. Mark asked me if we were doing this to impress
anyone; I said probably only himself. The waiting room music was a playlist of laid-back indie songs that made
me suspect someone on staff DJs in their spare time. The normalcy grounded us.

Why we chose Level 2 for him

We chose the middle package. Not because it had the best marketing line, but because it matched Mark's actual
needs. He drives to Richmond and back every day, parks under trees in the rain, and has a habit of leaving his
bike on the back rack. He needed durability and a finish that made weekly washes quick. Level 2 promised two to
three years of protection, and it included a ceramic top coat that repelled water. We accepted that a deep scratch
might remain visible but the area around it would be much easier to maintain. Nina booked the job for a
weekday and gave us a window: drop off at 8 a.m., pick up before rush hour the next day.

The little things that mattered

Two things stuck with me during pick up. First, the car looked better than I expected without looking like it had
been photoshopped. The finish caught the late afternoon sun in a clean way, not the glazed, fake gloss you
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sometimes see. Second, Nina gave us a short maintenance card: avoid automatic car washes for three weeks, use
pH-neutral soap, and don't park under the biggest cottonwood near Cambie if you can help it.

I told Mark not to obsess, that the coating would save him time and small arguments about cleanliness. He
thanked me like I'd been part of a big decision. I felt ridiculous and proud at the same time.

What I still don't know

I still don't know exactly how long the coating will last on his car, or whether adding PPF in the future would be
worth the extra cash. I also don't fully understand the warranty fine print, and I'm okay admitting that. The person
who does know all that will be Nina and the technicians in the back bay. For me, the important thing was that we
chose something that fit Mark's life: practical, modestly priced, and effective against the kind of urban wear
Vancouver dishes out.

Walking away, rain stopped. The seagulls were noisier than usual, and the Pacific smelled faintly of kelp and tide.
Mark ran his hand over the hood like it was a new coat he had made himself. I told him to go easy on the bike
rack. He promised. We both knew he'd forget in a week. The car, though, would be easier to live with, and for the
kind of maintenance battles most of us wage quietly against weather and city grime, that's enough.

GleamWorks
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Call: (604) 789-0762
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Studio: 5-8855 Laurel Street, Vancouver, BC V6P 3V9

Searching for ceramic coating in the Lower Mainland? GleamWorks operates from a dust-free, climate-
controlled studio on Laurel Street. Call or text (604) 789-0762, email contact@gleamworksdetailing.ca, or find
them at 5-8855 Laurel Street, Vancouver, BC V6P 3V9.
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