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Dr. Evangeline Asafor Ngwashi is an author, speaker, advocate, and woman of faith whose writing is deeply rooted in resilience, purpose, and the transforming grace of God. Born in Cameroon and later building her life in the United States, her journey has been shaped by faith, motherhood, cultural transition, sacrifice, and the quiet strength required to persevere through seasons of uncertainty and personal storms. As the author of When Pain Became Purpose: My Walk with God Through the Storm, Book Two of The Purpose Through the Storm Series, Dr. Ngwashi writes with honesty, vulnerability, and spiritual depth. Her memoir reflects the realities of rebuilding life in a foreign land while navigating immigration, motherhood, education, work, emotional battles, and life-changing transitions. Through every chapter, she shares powerful moments of pain, growth, and restoration, reminding readers that even in the hardest seasons, God can bring healing, clarity, and purpose out of brokenness.

Dr. Ngwashi is also known for her passionate advocacy for families and children on the autism spectrum. As a devoted Mother and advocate, she has used her voice to encourage, educate, and empower families navigating autism, disability advocacy, and the importance of community support. Her work often reflects the power of faith, advocacy, and the strength found in having a supportive village. Through her books, speaking, and advocacy, Dr. Ngwashi encourages readers to remain grounded in faith, trust God through uncertain seasons, and embrace the truth that pain does not have the final word. Her message is one of healing, perseverance, hope, and purpose. She lives in Tampa with her family and continues to write, advocate, and inspire through stories that honor both the struggle and the grace found along the journey. With FAITH As My Foundation, PURPOSE As My Calling, And GOD As My Anchor, I Continue To Trust Him Through Every Storm—And Every Storm Continues To Reveal Purpose.
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This Second Book in The Purpose Through the Storm Series is Lovingly Dedicated to my Beloved Mother, Mama Philomena Mbuh Asafor. In 2002, with remarkable courage and a Mother’s unwavering love, you traveled from Cameroon to the United States to stand beside me during one of the most demanding and transformative seasons of my life. You left behind the familiarity of home and crossed an ocean to help carry responsibilities that would have been overwhelming for me to bear alone.

For five precious years, your presence in our home became one of God’s greatest gifts to our family. You helped care for the children with patience, strength, and tenderness while I pursued my nursing education. You created stability in seasons that often felt uncertain. You brought peace into busy days, wisdom into difficult moments, and comfort into the exhausting balance of motherhood, marriage, immigration, and school.

Your love was steady. Your sacrifices were quiet but powerful. Your encouragement gave me strength when I felt tired, overwhelmed, or uncertain. You nurtured not only the children, but also my dreams. Because you stood with me, I was able to continue moving forward and eventually complete nursing school and graduate. So much of what I accomplished during that season was made possible through your love, your prayers, your resilience, and your willingness to serve our family with such humility and grace. 

You filled our home with warmth, laughter, wisdom, and the beautiful reminder of where we came from. You brought the heart of Cameroon into our daily lives and gave the children the priceless gift of being deeply rooted in family, culture, and unconditional love. You nurtured us with your Doctrines of Gratitude and financial wisdom. Mama, thank you for every prayer you whispered over our family. Thank you for every sacrifice you made without complaint. Thank you for every meal prepared, every comforting word spoken, every helping hand extended, and every moment you stood in the gap for me. Your presence brought love. 

Your hands brought comfort. Your strength brought stability. Your faith brought peace. And your unwavering support became part of the foundation that helped turn difficult. seasons into testimonies of grace. This book is written with profound gratitude and deep love in honor of you. Thank you for walking beside me through the storms and helping me hold on to faith until purpose could shine through. 

With All My Love And Gratitude, Rest In Perfect Peace Till We Meet To Part No More. 
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A Season of Healing and New Possibilities

Standing at the Crossroads of Motherhood, Calling, and New Beginnings

By this stage of our journey, life had finally begun to feel a little calmer. For more than six months, I had stayed home caring for my babies through one of the most emotionally exhausting seasons of motherhood. The days had often felt long, uncertain, and overwhelming. There were moments when the crying felt endless, when fatigue clouded my thoughts, and when I wondered if peace would ever fully return to our home. But slowly—little by little—everything began to change. The constant crying eventually faded.

My precious baby, who had once cried through long restless days and sleepless nights had become happy, calm, and deeply attached to me. She still wanted to be close—always reaching for me, always watching to make sure I was near—but her tears had softened into smiles, her restlessness had given way to laughter, and the heaviness in our home had begun to lift. I could breathe again. The peace felt fragile at first—as though I was almost afraid to trust it. But day after day, joy began settling into our routines. My baby’s laughter filled spaces that had once been occupied by worry and exhaustion. With the return of calm came something else I had not felt in a long time: The ability to dream again.

For months, my entire world had centered around surviving each day—caring for my children, preserving my strength, adjusting to life in a foreign land, and holding tightly to faith while navigating emotional uncertainty. But now my mind slowly began to stretch beyond survival. I started thinking seriously about school. The desire to become a nurse had stayed quietly in my heart for some time. Working as a CNA had opened my eyes to healthcare in America and had awakened something deeper within me. I enjoyed caring for people. I respected the nurses I worked alongside. I admired their knowledge, confidence, and the meaningful role they played in helping others through vulnerable moments. And somewhere in my own storm-filled journey, that dream had taken root.

I began studying for the entrance exam at Erwin Technical Center with determination, discipline, and cautious excitement. Each page I reviewed felt like a small step toward something greater—a new possibility, a new chapter, and a new way forward for my life and my family. The dream of nursing no longer felt like a distant thought resting quietly in my heart; it was beginning to feel like something I could actively pursue. I studied whenever the children were settled, whenever the house became quiet, and whenever my mind could focus long enough to absorb what I needed to learn. Some days I felt encouraged and hopeful. Other days I felt nervous, wondering whether I could truly manage school, motherhood, marriage, and life in a foreign land all at once. Still, I kept going. Every hour of preparation became an act of faith, a quiet declaration God was opening a door and preparing me for the next season.

At the same time, I was considering another deeply personal decision: inviting my Mother to come spend time with us. The thought brought immediate comfort to my heart. Her presence would mean more than help with the children; it would mean wisdom in the home, encouragement during uncertain days, and the familiar warmth of Cameroon surrounding us in America. I imagined hearing her voice nearby instead of across an ocean, watching her love on the children, and feeling the strength that only a Mother’s presence can bring. The idea felt both practical and deeply emotional. I knew her support could help me prepare for school, but I also knew her presence would steady my heart during a season when I was trying to rebuild, dream again, and move forward. And then there was work. Part of me wondered whether I should return if I could find dependable childcare. The possibility carried hope, but it also raised questions about timing, balance, and whether I had enough strength for everything life was placing before me.

Part of me considered returning. If I could find dependable babysitting support, perhaps I could step back into work while continuing to pursue school. The thought brought both hope and anxiety. There were so many possibilities. Motherhood still needed me. School was calling. Work remained an option. Family support felt necessary. And beneath all of it, I was learning something important: Healing often creates room for decisions you were too overwhelmed to make during the storm.

I was no longer simply trying to survive difficult days. I was beginning to ask what came next. What future was God preparing? What doors was He opening? What dreams had been waiting patiently for this exact moment? I stood at a crossroads between motherhood and calling, between caution and courage, between what had been and what could become. And though I did not yet know every answer, I could feel God gently leading me forward. The storm had not disappeared overnight. Life was still demanding. There were still responsibilities, unknowns, and sacrifices ahead. But something had changed inside me. Hope was returning. Strength was rebuilding. Purpose was beginning to feel clearer. And with each small step, I could sense that God was preparing my heart for the next chapter of our journey.

Reflection

Looking back, that season taught me that healing is often quieter than we expect. Sometimes healing is not dramatic. Sometimes it arrives in the ordinary moments—when the crying becomes laughter, when peace returns to your home, when your thoughts feel clear enough to dream again, and when your heart finds the courage to consider what comes next. That season reminded me that God does not only sustain us through the storm. He also gently prepares us after the storm. He restores strength. He rebuilds confidence. He renews vision. And He gives us grace to imagine a future we were too exhausted to see before. Sometimes the first sign of healing is simply this: You begin dreaming again. With GOD As My Refuge, FAITH As My Foundation, And PURPOSE Rising Through Every Storm, I Began To See Healing Create Space For New Possibilities. The Tears Had Quieted, Strength Was Returning, And GOD Was Gently Preparing My Heart To Move From Survival Into PURPOSE—Transforming My Pain Into PURPOSE And My Trials Into Testimony.
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The First Anniversary of 9/11

Remembering the Storm, Holding on to Faith

The first anniversary of September 11 arrived with a quiet heaviness that words could barely describe. Although an entire year had passed since that tragic morning, the memories remained vivid, painful, and deeply unsettling. It felt as though time had moved forward, yet part of the nation’s heart was still standing still in remembrance. Across America, flags flew at half-staff, television stations replayed images that had already been engraved into collective memory, and churches opened their doors for prayer, reflection, and comfort. Families gathered closer to one another, communities paused to honor the lives that had been lost, and a solemn silence seemed to settle over the country. For many, September 11 was no longer just a date on the calendar; it had become a wound in history, a sacred place of remembrance, and a reminder of how quickly ordinary life can be changed forever.

For me, it remained deeply personal. I was a young heavily pregnant immigrant Mother in a foreign land, carrying the responsibilities of motherhood while trying to find my footing in a country that still felt unfamiliar in many ways. My heart was filled with gratitude for the opportunities before me, but also with uncertainty about what the future would hold. I was raising little ones, adjusting to life far from home, and trying to remain emotionally grounded while carrying the invisible weight that many immigrants quietly bear.

The anniversary of 9/11 stirred emotions I had tried so hard to push aside. As the nation remembered that painful day, memories returned with a heaviness I could not ignore. I remembered the fear that settled over my heart when the attacks first happened. I remembered the shock and helplessness I felt when my baby stopped moving in my womb, and how every quiet moment afterward seemed filled with uncertainty. I remembered how quickly ordinary life changed—how homes, streets, workplaces, and even simple conversations seemed to fall under a shadow of silence. Life suddenly felt fragile in a way I had never understood before. 

The future felt uncertain, the world felt unsafe, and my own heart carried both personal fear and national grief. Yet even in that place of remembrance, I could still recognize the hand of God. The pain had been real, and the fear had been real, but so had His faithfulness. He had carried me through panic, protected the life within me, steadied my spirit, and reminded me that even when the world trembles, Heaven remains near. In the middle of tragedy, uncertainty, and sorrow, God had not abandoned us. His presence remained steady, tender, and faithful through the storm.

A Prayer in the Shadow of 9/11

A Reflection from the Storm

Abba Father,

September skies once painted blue turned dark with smoke, confusion, and sorrow. A nation stood still in disbelief, wondering what tomorrow would bring. Hearts trembled. Families wept. Fear traveled through every home. And uncertainty settled heavily upon the world. In the middle
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