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God is . . . Our Help        July 13, 2019 
Speakers: Carla & Daniel Monnier 
 
CARLA 
I just want to thank all of you for all the prayers, meals, cards, gifts, and support you have 
shown my family and me throughout this season in our lives. You showed us Jesus in all that 
you did and are still doing. We truly thank you! 
 
When Daniel and I agreed to speak this summer, we chose this date because a good portion of 
my family was going to be here this weekend. I am cherishing this moment because I don’t think 
they will ever visit me in Florida again as they have been slowly melting away the past few days. 
They are here to celebrate my twin brother, Casey’s, and my 30th birthday. I am so happy to 
have them here because 30 is a milestone, but also because I almost didn’t make it. 
 
As many of you know, on October 18 last year as I was driving home from work, I was a victim 
of a drive-by shooting. Luckily, I was on the phone with one of my friends as we had just signed 
up for a race and were discussing our training plans. A car pulled out in front of me, and I 
started hearing guns shots. I told my friend “Someone is shooting at me!” I vividly remember the 
automatic weapon hitting my car multiple times before it finally hit me. I don’t remember having 
any pain, but I knew I was hit because everything was in slow motion. I was no longer holding 
my phone. It must have flown out of my hand at impact. I remember seeing my phone on the 
back of the dashboard, seeing my friends name lit up on the top of the screen, and hearing her 
call out to me, “Carla, what is happening? Are you ok?” I looked up and watched the car drive 
away. After that I blacked out and don’t remember anything for the 6 days that followed. 
 
I want to give you a little background about why this injury was so devastating for me in 
particular. When I was young, I was very shy. My sister was intelligent and sweet; my brother 
was hilarious and outgoing, and I didn’t really know what my talent was—until I found sports. 
Early on, I realized that the talent God gave me was athleticism. I gained confidence through my 
athletic abilities, and it gave me a sense of identity. Starting in elementary school all the way 
through grad school, sports is what gave me a name. Then, as I started my career, I fell in love 
with my job as a physical therapist and began finding my confidence and identity through my 
work (a physically demanding job). I believe this is why the spinal cord injury had to happen. If I 
didn’t sustain a spinal cord injury I wouldn’t have ever had to lean on God. Going from an 
extremely independent person to being totally reliant on others is devastating. After the injury I 
was unable to perform the basic functions of going to the bathroom or rolling in bed without 
assistance. I truly believe that, in order to break me, the devil knew he had to go for what 
molded me and made me the person I was...my mobility. Without mobility, I really had to lean on 
God for help. 
 
DANIEL 
We left the house at the same time that morning. It was October 18 – a Thursday. During the 
week, Carla usually left earlier than me, but today her first patient wasn’t until later in the 
morning. She was still going to head in early to catch up on some notes. As we walked out, I 
said, “My basketball game is at a decent hour tonight (7:30); you should stop by and watch.” 
Carla had taken in enough subpar city basketball the last few years, so I didn’t blame her 
hesitation. “We’ll see. I might be meeting with a friend to talk about the Ironman triathlon.” My 
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body trembles just at the thought of an Ironman triathlon.  
 
The day proceeded like many others, with little to note. I remember eating a Jimmy John’s 
number 6 veggie club. I remember spending a few hours in Excel wrapping up some 2019 
budget items. I remember calling Carla on my way to the game, reminding her that we were 
playing and making one last pitch to get her to come. “I promise I won’t pass it to Sam this 
game, we both know his jumper has been…sporadic.” She laughed but decided she would meet 
her friend instead for dinner. I remember playing (and losing) in our city league game. And then 
I remember the phone call immediately after the game ended. 
 
I had two missed calls from Carl. This was a bit strange, considering millennials like ourselves 
hate talking on the phone and would just prefer to text. I called him back immediately. There 
was a tremor in his voice signaling that something wasn’t quite right. “Hey man, Mollie and I 
aren’t sure what is going on, but something weird happened with Carla.” 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“Well, Mollie was talking to Carla on the phone when she suddenly heard a few ‘pops’ in the 
background, and then Carla moaned. Mollie tried to get Carla to respond, but the call was 
dropped. We are trying to backtrack her route home now. Can you tell us her usual route?” 
 
I gave them the directions then immediately called Carla. No answer. I grabbed Sam and told 
him to follow me, not sure what is happening, but something may be up with Carla. 
 
I jumped in my car driving from the Winter Park community center to my house, which was in 
southwest Apopka, just a minute or two away from the new Apopka hospital. As I’m speeding 
there, I called Mollie. She is already crying, and that’s when it hits me something may seriously 
be wrong. I told her everything is okay and that we will figure this out. I thanked her for being 
proactive and calling the police immediately. Carl called back a few minutes later, telling me the 
location of where to go: Boy Scout Road. Both of us drive this road multiple times a day to and 
from work and never sensed anything dangerous about it. But when I arrived, the street was 
blocked off on both sides. A police car was there along with Carl and Mollie. Sam and I walked 
up and asked the officer what was going on.  
 
A woman had been shot. Only one victim. They wouldn’t reveal the identity of the woman. I 
couldn’t see the car because the road turned at an angle where I couldn’t spot the crime scene. 
They assured me the ambulance was there and this person was being attended to. I waited 
there for over an hour. At this point, they figured out I was most likely the husband and didn’t 
want me to leave. At one point, an officer told me that the woman was conscious and talking, 
but confirmed she had been shot. At this point, I wanted to leave to the hospital where she was 
taken. They didn’t want me to leave, but during a jurisdiction shift between Orange County and 
Apopka Police, Sam and I were able to sneak away and head to the only trauma center in the 
area: Orlando Regional Medical Center.  
 
I called my parents and her parents to let them know what I knew at this point. I told them I 
didn’t have any answers, just to be prepared for what might come next. I texted close friends 
letting them know what was happening, and to pray. I called one of my closest buddies from 
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PUC, who had just graduated from medical school at Loma Linda. I told him everything, hoping 
in search of some positive feedback. In retrospect, it probably wasn’t fair of me to put that on 
him, but I was reaching. We arrived at the hospital greeted by my sister and other close friends. 
I felt positive, remembering the last thing I was told. “She’s awake, she’s conscious, and she’s 
talking.” That seems good! 
 
But then the truth hit me hard. The detectives were there waiting for me. They pulled me into a 
room and told me that she lost consciousness in the ride to the hospital. She was currently in 
the OR, and the surgeons were trying to save her life. My heart sunk. They reassured me that 
the best team was with her and that I could help by answering their questions. I complied. I 
answered every question they had for the next hour. I let them look through every inch of my 
phone. They read every text between me and Carla from the last year. Honestly, that was a bit 
awkward, but I had nothing to hide. I figured the more I worked with them now, the more they’d 
be willing to return the favor down the road. It did put me at ease a bit, but as soon as they were 
finished, I felt empty again with no update available yet. 
 
I remember sitting there in the private room after speaking with the detectives. I was just told my 
wife was in a life-threatening condition and was being operated on. Those thoughts that were 
running through my mind at the time…still jumbled to this day. I don’t remember if I was 
optimistic or pessimistic. Or neither. I just remember sitting there in utter disbelief. What 
moments led to this? What could I have done differently? What can I do now? Anything? 
Everything? 
 
Helplessness. It was in the hands of the surgeons.  
 
Hands in face. “Jesus, please. I don’t know what to say but you know my request. Please”. 
 
Carla and I met at Pacific Union College in the Napa Valley.  She played on the basketball team 
and was taking pre-reqs for physical therapy school. Our first date was supposed to be at 
church (such an Adventist school thing, right?), but I was 20 minutes late and she ended up 
sitting with another guy. We eventually figured it out. Carla played all 4 years on the team and 
holds records for most points, assists, steals, minutes…..and turnovers. For those of you who 
don’t know basketball, the turnovers stat is not a good one to be a leader in. I was able to look 
past that and see this athletic, selfless, caring and just all-around awesome woman. We almost 
broke up multiple times because we would play on different intramural teams, and hers would 
always beat mine. In an ultimate frisbee championship, she scored 6 touchdowns against my 
team, and I was not happy about it. She started at shortstop for our co-ed softball team, played 
every racket sport offered, I mean you name it she did it. She may be diminutive, but she was 
probably one of the best athletes that school had ever seen.  If for no other reason (and there 
were lots), she was worth marrying to breed those athletic genes alone. I don’t have much to 
offer, though I guess the height helps. I’m crushing on Carla like this to illustrate WHO she was. 
This amplifies the current situation she finds herself in.  
 
My junior year we took a class called “God and Human Suffering.” It was a religion course built 
around the premise of essentially “why does God let bad things happen?” I didn’t take the class 
seriously. It was an easy A. Do college students actually think about this stuff? I should’ve 
known better. During that class, one of friend’s brother tragically died. It was completely 
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unexpected. I was an RA on his floor and would visit him periodically. He was a mellow guy 
already, and we would just talk small stuff. But I could see the pain in his eyes. In class people 
would ask questions and everyone would look at him for his perspective, for answers. Broadly 
speaking, I wasn’t asking the question or in search of answer, but it became quite clear to me: 
We don’t have those answers. I couldn’t imagine the agony of helplessly trying to seek them, 
until I could.  
 
I sat in the chair for what seemed like forever awaiting the physician report. At this point, I lost 
track of time, but we were deep into the night. More friends had joined awaiting the word. 
Finally, the detective came in and told me that the surgery had gone well, that Carla was resting 
in the ICU. I breathed a huge sigh of relief. “She’s still here,” I told myself. “Thank you, Jesus.” 
The detectives guided me through the hallways to the ICU waiting room. Only two of us could 
enter, so my sister was by my side while everyone else waited behind.  
 
What came next is an image that will never leave me. My sweet, beautiful Carla just clinging to 
life.  
 
Pause. 
 
A high caliber bullet that entered the left side of her chest, right below her heart. The surgeon 
said it was like a bomb exploded inside of her.  
 
List of injuries sustained: 

• T6 complete spinal cord injury (no sensation of movement below belly button) 
• Left kidney removal 
• Left adrenal gland removal 
• Partial pancreas resection 
• Colon resection with colostomy 
• Stomach resection 
• Shredded diaphragm 
• Spleen removal 
• T10-T12 vertebre fracture 
• Liver contusion 

I work in healthcare, but I’m not a medical practitioner by any means. Very far from that actually. 
Everything the doctor said didn’t comprehend in my mind. I asked my sister, who is an ICU 
nurse across the street, to translate everything as if I was a 10-year-old.  
 
I was in and out of her room until 6 AM. The doctors would provide updates, and I would try to 
repeat that to our friends waiting nearby. Usually, I could only get a few words out before the 
tears took over. My mom drove all night from Chattanooga, Tennessee. She arrived early in the 
morning. A few hours later Carla’s family arrived after jumping on the first red-eye flight from 
Loma Linda and North Dakota, respectively. My dad was in South Africa, so it took him a bit 
longer to get here. We made it through the first surgery, but the most important one was still to 
come. Friday evening, she was scheduled to go back in to repair the damage that had been 
done, to create a sustainable ecosystem in her body with all the damage her organs had taken. 
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The doctors reiterated that despite saving her life the night before, this surgery was just as 
crucial and dangerous, that we weren’t there yet. Over the course of that Friday, numerous 
friends and colleagues came to the hospital to show love and support. I will never forget this.  
 
I did my best to answer questions, but I had so many “Whys?” about everything that I’m not sure 
any of my responses were coherent. All I could think about was the operation to come and the 
risk that it carried. Once again, completely helpless.  
 
Carla had been heavily sedated since I was allowed to see her, so there hadn’t been any 
recognition to that point. Just before taking her to the operating room, I grabbed her hand and 
whispered in her ear, “Carla, I love you so much. Keep fighting. I’ll always love you.” 
 
Before pulling my hand away as they wheeled her off, she squeezed. Very strongly. She heard 
me. And she was reciprocating the feeling.  
 
“Jesus, please. You know my request.” 
 
For the first time since receiving the initial phone call, I felt peace. Hours later I was able to tell a 
waiting room of over 35 family and friends that the surgery was successful. Cheers erupted. We 
had passed another hurdle.  
 
That’s all we could do, right? Celebrate the wins and mercifully pray for more. Maybe “wins” isn’t 
the right word. It doesn’t seem like anyone really wins in a situation like this. You just 
compartmentalize as best as you can and push forward. Trust in Jesus even though you have 
so many questions about everything.  
 
Carla rested the next couple days before one final major surgery to clean-up and knot any loose 
ends. It was “minor” compared to the other two, but still a major surgery. The surgeons, once 
again, did an excellent job and Carla was 3 for 3. One more win to celebrate. But a painful 
reality was still to come for Carla.  
 
I was aware of a potential spinal cord injury because they showed me the trajectory of the bullet 
and confirmed that it struck her spinal cord that caused major swelling. It wasn’t a priority those 
first few days because of the other more immediate injuries. Monday morning, the day after her 
third surgery the neurologist came in a ran some extensive tests with Carla. As he asked 
questions if she could “feel” various touchpoints, it quickly registered with her what was 
happening. Despite still being heavily sedated and intubated, tears began to roll down her 
cheeks. She understood. Standing there witnessing this, my body was numb too. I could not 
comprehend – and still cannot -- the emotional turmoil to go along with the immense physical 
pain Carla was going through.  
 
For the next few days the family took shifts sitting with Carla. We usually paired up. Tuesday 
night Casey (her brother) and I stayed with Carla. They were reducing the amount of sedation 
as they prepared for Carla to breathe on her own. This caused a great amount of discomfort for 
her. We also kept her hands tied for safety reasons. That night was a tough. She shook, 
moaned and struggled the entire night. Casey and I stood by her side the entire time, holding 
her hand. Other than that, we were completely helpless.  Carla’s parents came in at 4 AM to 
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relieve us.  
 
I slept with my phone next to the bed, always hoping that it would never ring. That first week, as 
far as I was concerned, any phone call would not be a good one. Going to sleep every night and 
awaiting a potential call was terrifying. This call, however, was not what I expected. Her dad 
called to tell me that Carla had been extubated and wanted to see me. She was awake! She 
was talking! 
 
I threw some clothes on, brushed my teeth (can’t have the breath smelling bad right before 
talking to my girl) and sprinted to the hospital that was across the street. Seeing her awake and 
cognizant – such a wonderful moment. Since we started dating years ago, that was the longest 
it had been since we had not spoken. I missed it so much. Her voice was raspy – very raspy. 
Listening to her try and talk was quite endearing. One question loomed in the back of my mind, 
however. Is Carla actually back? Or did she sustain a head injury as well. It didn’t take long to 
answer this.  
 
Within minutes of me being in the room with her, something scary happened. I’ve already 
shared this publicly, so I can’t get in trouble for saying it again. My mother-in-law, Sandy, tooted. 
Not just a squeaker either. Loud enough for the four people in the room to hear. She 
immediately looked at me. I was staring at her but kept a blank face, because, well, this was a 
wonderful moment with Carla and I wasn’t going to put mom-in-law on blast like that. Then, with 
a lot of conviction, we heard the words fight through the raspiness, “Did mom fart???”  
 
I knew her mind was right. And it is. Another hurdle passed. The first thing she said when she 
woke up is “I was shot”. She has pretty good recollection of what happened. Quickly, I’ll share 
that the detectives were great to work with and very sympathetic to the situation. They worked 
tirelessly to figure out what happened. Unfortunately, neither a motive nor prime suspect 
emerged as the case remains unresolved in this drive-by shooting.  
 
Carla spent 7 days in the ICU at Orlando Health. She was transferred to step-down where she 
stayed for 10 days before being transferred to the rehab unit at AdventHealth Orlando. We were 
still on 24-hour watch with Carla. A lot of family had to go home and arrange their affairs 
considering the expediency in which they arrived. Shout-out to all of Carla’s friends who slept on 
the couch in her room during the nights shifts.  The awesome team there took great care of her 
before we decided that she should transfer to Shepherd Center, a spinal cord injury 
rehabilitation center, to receive the best treatment in the southeast for Carla’s type of injury. We 
had reached the point where all of Carla’s injuries had become manageable, and she wasn’t at 
immediate risk. The primary focus now was the spinal cord injury. Carla is classified as a t-6 
paraplegic. Essentially, high waist and down she has no feeling or control. 
 
Carla transferred via medical plane to Atlanta, where Shepherd Center is located. She left on a 
Friday afternoon with her mom and sister. This was the first time since the injury that I wouldn’t 
be minutes away from Carla. I was comfortable with this because she had made great progress 
and would be with the clinicians in the family. I’m nice to have around, but I don’t add value like 
those ladies do. Carla was at Shepherd making great progress with her strength and 
independence. We are hoping and praying for return, but the objective is to be as independent 
as possible. Carla was learning quickly – surprise. The entire family was able to be there to 
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have a Thanksgiving celebration at a Mexican restaurant down the street. For Christmas we 
drove a couple hours north to my parent’s home. This was Carla’s first time being away from a 
medical center for an extended period. More hurdles cleared! I would fly up twice a month and 
spend long weekends with her. We were able to have our first date night on our 4-year 
anniversary right before Christmas. A semblance of normalcy began to set in. I was easing back 
into work, and Carla was increasingly independent. By this point it was early January, and Carla 
would be coming home soon in great health, relatively speaking. Then the call came. It was her 
sister, Chelsea. 
 
“Daniel, Carla is at the hospital and currently in septic condition.”  Okay, it wasn’t that dramatic, 
but things happened very quickly where I was stunned at the development. Everything was 
progressing so well! What happened? Like most things in life, progress isn’t linear. Sepsis is life-
threatening. That night I was a wreck. I couldn’t drive up there immediately for various reasons. 
So, instead of being completely helpless from her bedside, I was completely helpless 6 hours 
away. Hold this spot. Everything worked out from here…Carla was in the hospital for a couple 
weeks. She lost her strength so wasn’t ready to return to Shepherd. She was able to go home 
and continue her rehab.  
 
This is when I started to get angry. How could God allow this to happen, after everything Carla 
had already been through? If I’m being completely honest with you, I’m still a bit angry. Carla is 
such a beautiful person. She leads a selfless life in complete service of others. How could this 
senseless and random act of violence happen? I’ve played many different scenarios in mind 
about how this could’ve played out differently. All of it makes me angrier. Couldn’t he have 
intervened? He probably did intervene saving her life afterwards, but couldn’t he have done it 
during the accident? I wrestle with this. These questions lead to places of despair. I can’t do 
anything to help her back to her feet and I don’t have answers for why any of this happened. 
Helpless. Will I always be this way? 
 
Carla brings me back. I’m supposed to be the rock for her, but it is clear she, despite going 
through all of this, has steadied me. My family, my friends, my colleagues, my church family at 
large, you all bring me back. I stubbornly search for Jesus in the miraculous form when He is 
sitting in front of me every day in Carla, in all of you. Throughout all of this, I’ve been broken. 
Humbled. Cut to my core.  
 
I’ll always have questions. Despite our differences right now, Jesus is my friend. We will work 
through this. Even if I don’t always see it immediately, or ever, He is our help.  
 
CARLA 
In preparing for this sermon, Tami sent us an email asking a variety of questions. One of them 
being describe your perfect day. My immediate thought when I read that question was “Every 
day prior to my accident was perfect.” Prior to this I absolutely believed God had guided me and 
played a major role in getting me to where I was; but I also think I took a lot of credit. I had 
worked really hard. I’d like to think that if I hadn’t sustained a spinal cord injury, or if God had 
healed me, that I would give all the credit to God and make this an amazing testimony. But I 
can’t say for certain that I wouldn’t have made it about me. I mean, not just anyone can take a 
bullet and survive. Having sustained a SCI and being in such a vulnerable position has made 
me rely on God in ways that I never have had to in the past. And to be honest I struggle a lot. 
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There have been many nights where Daniel and I just lie in bed and cry. We grieve the life we 
had, the struggles of this life, and the life we won’t be able to live. But I know now that I used to 
take so many things for granted. God never promised us a life without suffering. In fact, God 
didn’t promise us that He wouldn’t give us more than we can handle. What He did promise, is 
that He would never leave us. 
 
A friend of mine sent me a devotional by Lysa Terkeurst that mentioned a story about how, 
when someone is broken, the pieces are picked up and glued back together, and God’s light 
shines through the cracks. What a beautiful story, right? But what happens if someone is so 
broken that there aren’t any pieces to pick up? What if we are so shattered that all that is left is 
dust? I think there are a lot of us that go through trails that completely shatter us to dust. It’s a 
good thing dust is one of God’s go-to ingredients. God formed Adam from dust, Jesus used dust 
and spit to restore a man’s sight, and when water and dust are mixed clay is formed. Isaiah 64:8 
says: 

 “Yet, you, LORD, are our Father. We are the clay, you are the potter; we are all the work of 
your hand.” Isaiah 64:8 NIV 
 
Truth is we have been broken, and God is helping us and forming us into a beautiful pot, but 
right now we are dust. We don’t have it all together, we don’t have an amazing story to tell; we 
are still trying to figure it all out. But I do know that one day we will see the handy work of God, 
and we will be filled with joy again. 
 
I believe that’s where the church’s role is so crucial. Jesus is unable to physically be here in the 
flesh. It is our job as Christians to be His embrace to others going through trials. It is important 
to note that not everyone’s trials are as visible as ours, but suffering can take many forms. I 
encourage you to be Jesus’ embrace to those around you just as you were to my family and me. 
 
One of the books that I have been reading is called When God Doesn’t Fix It. And one of the 
chapters really resonated with me. Let’s go to Mark 1:35-38. 
 
In the verses prior to this passage, Jesus was on a healing spree. It said that the entire town 
gathered at the door where Jesus was staying, and He performed many miracles of healing and 
driving out demons.  

Very early in the morning, while it was still dark, Jesus got up, left the house and went off to a 
solitary place, where he prayed.  Simon and his companions went to look for him, and when 
they found him, they exclaimed: “Everyone is looking for you!” Jesus replied, “Let us go 
somewhere else—to the nearby villages—so I can preach there also. That is why I have come.” 
Mark 1:35-38 NIV 
 
Jesus didn’t come to heal us physically. Although He did a lot of healing while He was here, 
Jesus’ mission was to heal us spiritually. Every person here has experienced pain and suffering. 
As much as I want Jesus to heal me physically and how badly I want to walk again, that isn’t 
Jesus’ priority. He came down to this earth to make sure that we spend eternity with Him in 
heaven. Reality is, He cares much more about my soul than about my legs. 
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I don’t know why all of this happened, and I hope that God can use this terrible situation to help 
someone, somewhere, in some way. I haven’t lost faith, and God has helped me to find peace. 
A song by Mercy Me, Even If, puts my situation into perspective nicely: 

I know You’re able, I know you can 

I know the sorrow, I know the hurt  

Would all go away if You’d just say the word 

But even if You don’t 

My hope is you alone 

It is well, It is well with my soul 
 
Now when I think of my perfect day, I don’t think about this world because I don’t think there will 
be a day in this world where I won’t have physical or emotional pain. My perfect day is being 
with the ones that I love, WALKING next to Jesus in heaven. 
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