On a chilly Tuesday after rush hour, a delivery van tapped the rear quarter of my sedan and spun me across two
lanes. The tires screamed, a sound my neck still remembers, and | came to rest against the center divider facing
traffic | could not see. The airbag taste is part chalk, part panic. | had the presence of mind to turn off the engine
and look for leaking fluids. | felt mostly fine, only a hot twinge down my shoulder. The tow truck driver suggested
an ER visit. | shrugged it off, told myself it was stiffness. By Thursday | could not lift a coffee mug with my right

arm.

| learned two hard facts that week. First, soft tissue injuries are invisible to anyone who wants them to be. Second,
the insurance company representing the delivery service would not accept responsibility unless they had no
choice. | had recorded statements to give, a car rental bill running, and an MRI that showed a small C5-C6 disc

herniation the adjuster called “"degenerative.” That word landed like a trapdoor.

If you have ever tried to argue with a claims handler about biomechanics or lane changes, you know the futility.
You can have a perfect recollection and a clean driving record, and none of it matters if the insurer thinks a jury will
believe you were already injured. | needed someone who could walk into that futility and disassemble it. | hired a

car accident lawyer whose name came from a physical therapist who sees the worst of our city’s intersections.

How a case that looked simple became a thicket

The police report named the van's driver as “at fault” for an unsafe lane change. Yet the insurer still denied liability
in writing. Their points were polished, almost elegant in their evasiveness. The driver claimed | braked hard without
cause. The telematics data from the van was said to be “unavailable.” My MRI, according to their nurse reviewer,

showed “pre existing changes.” The adjuster’'s opening offer was so low it felt like a dare to give up.

This is where many cases stall. People underestimate how rarely fault is conceded in rear quarter impacts. The
angle leaves room for competing stories. Did you accelerate into a gap someone else was already taking. Were you
distracted. Did you cut in and hit the brakes. Real lawyers spend their lives inside these gray zones. Mine, a quiet
man with a deliberate way of asking questions, told Auto Accident Lawyer me that we would not win on opinions.

We would win on testimony.

Depositions, he said, would be our lever.

What depositions do when they are done right

A deposition is a sworn interview, recorded and transcribed, where attorneys question witnesses before trial. The
word sounds administrative, like part of a notary’s day. In practice, it is where stories either harden or crack. Most
jurors will never read a police report. Many cases never reach a courtroom. But defense lawyers, risk committees,
and reinsurance auditors read deposition transcripts closely. Patterns pop off a page, and credibility either glows or

dims.

My lawyer lives in this zone. He has a map on his wall with color dots for every major bottleneck in the county. He
knows which companies train their drivers well and which rush through online modules. He knows which
orthopedic practices use careful charting and which write notes that defense counsel love to exploit. None of that

matters if you cannot pull clean, disciplined testimony from the people who hold the facts. That is the craft.

He explained his approach like an engineer explaining a bridge. We would depose the van driver, then his

supervisor, then the corporate safety manager. We would subpoena the fleet maintenance logs and the dispatch
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records. We would examine the recorded statements the insurer took within 24 hours of the crash. We would not

ask vague questions, and we would not assume the other side would hand over anything they did not have to.

The day everything started to bend

Our first deposition was in a windowless conference room with a table that felt two inches too high. The driver
arrived in a faded company polo, mid thirties, with the weary focus of someone who works too many shifts. He
looked more nervous than hostile. His lawyer cleared his throat a lot. The court reporter set up her small machine

and swore us all in.

My attorney began with tiny things. Did you sleep well the night before. What route do you usually take down
Alameda. Does your van have blind spot mirrors on both sides. The driver relaxed, forgot he was in a chess match,
and started speaking in whole paragraphs. He admitted he had been running ten minutes behind and had
received a call from dispatch asking for an ETA. He said he had two palettes of building supplies in the back,
heavier than usual. He mentioned that the right mirror had a crack that made the far lane harder to read in bright
light.

These were facts. Not conclusions, not spin. Facts shift a case.

We moved into the lane change. My lawyer had me draw a diagram earlier that week. Where | was, where | think
he was, how the lanes merged. He had the driver do the same on a large notepad with a bold marker. Then he
compared the two drawings and asked about the differences. The driver, after a long pause, said he thought | was
in his blind spot when he started to move over. My attorney never challenged him on whether | braked hard. He
only asked when the driver first saw my car. The answer was not until contact. Then he asked whether the van had
a functional blind spot monitoring system. The driver said he did not know if the light had ever worked on the

right side. That went into the transcript.

We broke after two and a half hours. The defense lawyer looked tight lipped. That is not a win yet. It is an opening.

Ringing the bell: the supervisor and the safety manager

Two weeks later we sat across from the shift supervisor. He was corporate smooth, quick with company phrases
like culture of safety and zero incident target. He swore that all vans are inspected daily and that cracked mirrors
get fixed within 24 hours. Then my lawyer slid a printed maintenance request across the table. The van’s number
matched. The request, dated five days before the crash, reported a “cracked convex mirror on right side impeding

view.” The bottom of the sheet showed “part ordered.” There was no entry that the mirror had been replaced.

What looked like a small defect in a busy system became negligence when paired with a collision that fit it exactly.
The supervisor pivoted. He suggested the driver may have been careless. My lawyer let the suggestion sit, then
asked how often dispatch calls drivers mid route to push ETAs. The supervisor said only for VIP clients. A follow up
question pulled the delivery manifest that showed a contractor with a million dollar account. The pattern drew
itself.

By the time we reached the safety manager, the tone had changed. Their lawyer objected more. My attorney did
not rattle. He brought out the company’s own training quiz, a boilerplate multiple choice sheet. He read a question
about blind spot checks and had the safety manager confirm correct answers. Then he asked whether the van's
model year had optional blind spot monitoring and whether their fleet had mixed configurations. He got the
manager to admit that new drivers are not always briefed on differences between models. Then he circled back to

the cracked mirror and the recorded phone call to the driver, time stamped six minutes before the crash.



Taken alone, none of these details decides a case. Together, and spoken under oath, they build a narrative that an
insurance company cannot easily wave away as opinion. They also build a paper trail of admissions. That is what

depositions give you when the lawyer treating them like a craft keeps his balance.

What the insurer tried, and where it failed

Defense teams do not just fold when facts start to slip from their grip. They adjust theories. In my case, they
leaned into the degenerative angle and suggested that the impact was too light to cause injury. They produced a
biomechanical expert who would later testify that bumper deformation was minimal and that forces did not exceed

what we experience on a roller coaster.

| will never forget my lawyer's reaction. He did not scoff. He asked for the van’s weight with its load that morning.
He subpoenaed the delivery manifest and calculated a range of cargo mass. He found photographs of the van’s
rear suspension taken after the incident and noted the sag compared to unloaded stock images. He talked to the
tow truck driver, who confirmed it took longer than usual to pull my car because the van had pushed it hard
against the divider. Then he scheduled depositions accident lawyer negligence cases for the two EMTs who

examined me at the scene but had not transported me.

In those depositions, he spent little time on pain scales. He asked instead whether | had guarding of the right
trapezius on palpation, whether there were signs of acute spasm, whether my range of motion in lateral flexion
was decreased compared to normal, and whether those signs would be consistent with a recent traction force on
the neck. Both EMTs, modest and unhurried, answered cleanly. They do not care about litigating. They care about

accuracy. The transcript said my body reacted to something more than a theme park ride.

Defense counsel later tried to minimize the EMT observations as subjective. My attorney had already cross
referenced them with early physical therapy notes and the radiologist’'s report, which described a small posterior
disc protrusion without cord compromise. No one promised a dramatic MRI. He just built the bridge between the

moment of force and the body's immediate response.

The human piece that numbers do not catch

Law can calcify into exhibits and data. That can make injured people feel like paper. Good lawyers prevent that.
Before my own deposition, my attorney spent a long afternoon with me, not telling me what to say, but teaching
me how to listen to a question and answer only that, directly and without garnish. He warned me that defense
counsel would make long pauses. He told me that saying | do not remember is better than guessing, and that | do

not know is an honest sentence if true.

He also told me that | would feel the urge to fill the room with my pain, and that depositions reward plain words
and clean chronology more than adjectives. He was right. The defense lawyer asked me about my work as a
project manager, about deadlines | missed while doped on naproxen and muscle relaxers, about the night my
daughter asked me why | winced while lifting her from her car seat. He asked if | posted gym photos before the
crash. | had. He asked how many after. None for months. Then he showed me a picture from a friend’s barbecue
where | held a plate high in my left hand and looked fine. The camera sees what it wants. | told him the truth, that

it was the first day | could stand for longer than an hour without a pulling sensation under my shoulder blade.

People sometimes imagine that sincerity alone wins depositions. It does not. Sincerity without structure can drift

into traps. My attorney’s structure saved me from my own compulsion to explain.

Prep that made the difference
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| had been in enough conference rooms to believe | could perform without rehearsal. That arrogance would have
cost me. My lawyer ran me through mock rounds with a paralegal playing defense. They asked me enough
variations of the same question that | learned to hear the pivot points. They marked out topics we would not
concede, like prior injuries | did not have, and topics we would accept, like the fact that | waited two days to see a

doctor. They worked through photographs, time lines, and the likely land mines in my medical chart.
Here is the tight checklist we used the week before my deposition. It is simple, but | would not skip a single item.

® Review your own medical chronology, date by date, not from memory but from records.
* Practice listening to a question fully before you speak, and ask for clarification if it is compound.

® Read your social media from six months before the crash through the present and flag anything that can be

misread.
* Set boundaries with family and co workers so your phone will not buzz during your testimony.

e Sleep. It matters more than you think for recall and patience.

The point of preparation is not to script answers. Juries and judges sense scripts. The point is to strip out the

nervous tics and the urge to guess.

The moment the case broke

We were deep into the safety manager’s deposition when my attorney asked a question that felt almost casual. He
asked whether the company tracks collisions per million miles, and whether near misses are logged. The manager
said yes. Then my attorney asked how many lane change incidents the company logged in the prior year for the
same model of van. The manager said he did not know. My attorney handed him an internal email chain produced
in discovery, where the fleet team discussed an “uptick in right lane change contacts on units with cracked convex
mirrors awaiting parts.” The email recommended restricting those units to routes with fewer multi lane merges

until the parts arrived. The van that hit me was not on the restricted list.

There was a long silence. The defense lawyer asked for a break. We took ten minutes. When we returned, the
manager was more careful, but the admission was on the record. They knew there was a problem pattern, they

had a mitigation plan, and they had not applied it to the van that struck me.

The transcript changed the settlement posture within a week. Numbers that had seemed fictional became
foundations of a new offer. Adjusters answer to layers above them, and those layers read risk in lines of testimony,
not just medical billing. The insurer’s old theory that my disc issue was inevitable aging sat poorly next to their

own safety memo admitting a preventable risk they had flagged.

Dollars, sense, and the parts you cannot price

People ask what the case settled for. It is the question that follows any story like this, and it is fair. | will give the
range without glamour. The initial offer would not have covered my treatment and lost time from work, even
before attorney fees. The final number landed between three and four times my medical specials, enough to pay
for therapy | still needed, cover out of pocket costs, reimburse my lost hours at a rate that felt respectful, and
leave a cushion that meant | did not need to pretend | had fully healed before | had. It did not make me rich, and

that is fine. Money is how we fix what we can. It is not how nerves knit or sleep returns.

| have seen cases where depositions do not move the needle much. Sometimes witnesses rehearse well, or the
facts are truly mixed, or a plaintiffs own contradictions damage credibility beyond repair. That is the humility

anyone should keep when they tell you about their legal victory. The reason | am writing this is not to claim



inevitability. It is to put light on the way a car accident lawyer earns the part of their fee that you never see on a
billboard, in hours spent building transcript lines that will withstand the cold reading of someone who has never

met you.

How a lawyer’s temperament shows up on the page

There is a way to ask a question that invites the other side to dig in. There is another way that lets them speak
more than they planned to, in a tone that sounds reasonable until the words are read back. My attorney practiced
the second way. He did not badger. He did not try to catch gotchas. He asked clean, short questions, then let

silence do its work.

He also knew when to push for specifics. Vague words like sometimes and usually die under follow up. He would
ask, what days of the week, what time windows, who else was copied, what test was used, which version number
of the training module. He was not trying to be clever. He was building a record. It is a style not all lawyers share.

Some chase drama, others drown in detail. The best seem to feel when detail turns into proof.

If you are looking for a lawyer after a crash, skip the slogans and ask how they handle depositions. Ask who writes
their outlines, whether they tailor questions to each witness or reuse a standard script, and how often they depose

non party witnesses like EMTs and dispatchers. Listen for answers that sound like a craft, not just a service.

The quiet work of credibility

After the case settled, | went back and read the transcripts. It is a strange thing to study the words that described
one of the worst days of your life. You will notice small things you did not catch while sitting under fluorescent
lights. The court reporter’s punctuation choices, the way um and uh vanish into ellipses, the stiff capital letters on

job titles. You also see who comes across as careful and who reads as performative.

My own testimony read smaller than it felt. It was spare, almost clipped. My lawyer said that is what we were
aiming for. Plaintiffs who read as measured live better on the page over weeks of review. The driver's testimony
read human and harried, not malicious. The safety manager’s read polished until it hit the internal email, then
hedged. The supervisor's read expedient. None of these impressions were accidents. They flowed from how

questions were asked and followed.

The defense counsel did their job. They asked me whether | had considered that age might be a factor, whether |
had fully complied with home exercise plans, whether | had seen a chiropractor despite my primary care doctor's
skepticism, whether | had looked both ways twice before moving lanes. The transcript shows | answered calmly.

Preparation gave me that. It did not give me lines. It gave me the habit of hearing.

What | wish someone had told me sooner

If | could back up to the hour after the crash and talk to that sweaty, shaking version of myself, | would tell him

three things.

* Write down what happened while it is fresh, with times and landmarks, even if you think it is simple. Memory
evaporates in stress.

® See a doctor fast, not for a lawsuit, but because objective records matter when your body’s reactions do not
show up on an X ray.

* When you hire a car accident lawyer, ask about their deposition plan early, not just their settlement

percentage or their trial verdicts.



The legal system cannot make you whole. It can make you more steady. The steps that look procedural often carry
the most weight. Depositions are one of those steps. They are not television, and you will not get a monologue.
You will get lines of text that other people will read far away from you, men and women in offices who make
decisions about money while sipping coffee.

Those readers are cynical for reasons that are not personal. They have seen exaggeration and fraud, and they have
been trained to sniff out overreach. They also respond to quiet coherence. That is what my lawyer gave them. He
deposed the right people, in the right order, with questions that held shape under objection. He caught the details

that showed negligence was not a phantom. He did it without theatrics.

Months after we closed the file, | turned my head to check my blind spot and felt no pull. It felt like an apology my
body finally made to me. | had money in the bank to pay for the last round of physical therapy. | had returned to
lifting my daughter without bracing. | still drive past the spot on the freeway where the van kissed my quarter
panel and sent me into a concrete wall. | breathe differently when | pass it, not because | am remembering an
argument with an insurance company, but because a quiet series of questions in a beige room turned noise into

proof.

If you are sitting with an ice pack and a sheaf of claim forms, if you are getting politely minimized by people
trained to do it, find the person who knows how to pull the truth out in transcripts. It will not feel dramatic. It will
feel patient and precise. That is where cases change. That is where mine did.



