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Bless the Lord, Oh my soul
And forget not all his benefits
Psalm 103:2

February 1, 2011

Memorial Service
11:00 am, Friday, February 18, 2011
Sargent Avenue Mennonite Church
Prelude and Processional Janet Hamm
Welcome and Invocation Martin Friesen
Scripture reading Philip (Psalm 23)
Martin Friesen (John11:25-27; 2 Tim 4:7-8)
Congregation Children of the Heavenly Father, #616
Eulogy Gerhard and Helen
Choral Music Selig sind die
Children Tributes Anne and Waldy
Grandchildren Tributes Brian, Gerald, and Tom
Family Trio Sarah, Lynette, and Gerald
Sibling Tribute Helen.
Choral Music Lieber Vater
Meditation Jake Harms
Choir and congregation For all the Saints, #636
Announcements Martin Friesen
Congregation Ich Weiß einen Strom
#606 (v. 2 and 4 in German)
Benediciton Martin Friesen
Postlude and Recessional Janet Hamm
Choir Director: George Wiebe
Accompanist: Esther Wiebe
Soloist: Victor Engbrecht
Pallbearers:
Philip Knerlein, Eric Ens
David Luzny, Tom Ens
Brian Luzny, Gerald Ens

See http://QJDUVSFTPGFXFDB(FSIBSE@&OT@.FNPSJBMIUNM for video and
audio of the funeral and a gallery of pictures.
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German Obituary

erhard Ens ist im Alter
von 88 Jahren, am
Sonntag, den 13 Februar 2011 im Kreise seiner Familie gestorben. Er bleibt für seine
Frau Anni, seine Kinder Helen,
Anne und Michael, Gerhard
und Denise, Werner und Christine und Waldemar und Janet;
seine Enkel Diana und Mathias, Philip, David, Brian, Eric,
Tommy, Karin, Gerald, Sarah,
und Lynette; seine Geschwister
Betty Ens, Sara Ens, Bill Penner,
Helen Ens, Abe und Helen Ens,
Adolf und Anna Ens, MaryAnne Zacharias, Werner und
Marlene Ens, und Armin und Caroline Ens und ihre Familien,
unvergessen. Vorausgegangen im Tode sind seine Eltern Gerhard und
Helena Ens, seine Brüder Franz, Heinrich und Ernst; seine Schwester
Margaret Penner, seine Schwägerin Jean, sein Schwager Franz Zacharias und sein Schwiegersohn Dietmar Ens.
Gerhard wurde als ältestes Kind von Gerhard Ens und
Helena Sawatzky am 4 August, 1922 in Gnadenthal, in der heutigen
Ukraine, geboren. Vor seinem ersten Lebensjahr wanderte die Familie
nach Kanada aus und liess sich in Reinland, Manitoba nieder. Dort
ist er bis zur 8. Klasse zur Schule gegangen und beendete dann die 9.
und 10. Klasse im nahen Gnadenthal, wo er bei seiner Grossmutter
wohnte. Diese 2 Jahre wurden für ihn mitunter die bedeutungsvollsten Jahre seines Lebens. Er lernte seinen Lehrer und zukünftigen
Mentor, Lehrer P.J. Schäfer, kennen.
Nach der 10. Klasse besuchte Gerhard die MCI in Gretna
wo er die 11. und 12. Klasse beendete, und im September 1941 wurde
er in der Normal Schule aufgenommen. 1 Jahr später fing er an in
Gnadenthal, unter der Leitung von Lehrer Schäfer, zu unterrichten.
Mitten im ersten Jahr erhielt Gerhard den Einberufungsbefehl zum Militär. Er beantragte und erhielt den Status als Wehrdienstverweigerer aber musste als Konsequenz seine Lehrerlaubnis abgeben.
Er arbeitete die restlichen Kriegsjahre als Zivildienstleistender in Portage la Prairie.
Nach dem Krieg wurde ihm 1946 eine Position als Lehrer
in der MCI, eine Privatschule die kein Lehrererlaubnis verlangte,
angeboten. Dort blieb er die nächsten 30 Jahre, die letzten 9 als Principal. Er glaubte dass Gott ihn zu dieser Schule geführt hatte.
Sein Lehrererlaubnis erhielt er ein Jahr später wieder und
setzte dann seine Ausbildung in Sommerkursen an der Universitt
Manitobas fort. Dort hat er, im Jahre 1948, Anni Niebuhr kennen
und lieben gelernt. Sie haben im Jahre 1950 in Reinland geheiratet und ihnen wurde in 60 Ehejahren 5 Kinder und 10 Enkelkinder
geschenkt.
Gerhard wurde im Jahr 1958 als Prediger ordiniert und
diente viele Jahre als Laienprediger in der Blumenorter Mennonitengemeinde und später, als die Familie 1997 nach Winnipeg zog,
in der Sargent Mennonitengemeinde.
Neben seiner Lehr- und Prediger Tätigkeit hat Gerhard
Ens sehr zur Förderung der Mennonitischen Kultur und Geschichte
beigetragen. Im Jahre 1957 war er Gründungsmitglied der Mennonite Historical Society, die, unter Anderem, das Mennonitische

Museumsdorf in Steinbach errichtete. Er diente diesem Verein 50
Jahre lang- von 1989 bis 1998 als Vorsitzender und bis 2004 als
Ehrenvorsitzender.
Im Zuge der Vorbereitungen zu der Mennonitischen Jahrhundertfeier in 1974, produzierte er eine halbstündige Plattdeutsche
Radiosendung über Themen die sich auf Mennonitische Geschichte
bezogen und später auch Reiseberichte und seine eigenen Plattdeutschen Geschichten enthielten. Das Programm lief 30 Jahre lang
und hatte bis zum Schluss im Jahre 2006 zahlreiche treue Zuhörer.
Gerhard Ens war auch als Schriftführer der Mennonitischen Konferenz in Manitoba tätig und diente viele Jahre lang in
deren Erziehungskommitee. Hier schrieb er Lektionen für deutsche
Sonntagsschulen die in Kirchen in ganz Amerika benutzt wurden.
Als er im Jahr 1977 sein Amt in der MCI niederlegte und
nach Winnipeg zog, übernahm er die Schriftleitung des Botens.
Diese Tätigkeit führte er bis zum Jahre 1992 aus.
In Winnipeg gehörten Gerhard und Anni Ens der Sargent
Mennonitengemeinde an. Hier diente Gerhard als Prediger und
leitete 25 Jahre lang die deutschen Bibelstunden in der Gemeinde.
In 2008, als Anni nicht mehr in der Lage war ihn zu pfle-
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gen, kam Gerhard zu Donwood Manor Pflegeheim wo er 3 Jahre lang
täglich von seiner Frau und seinen Kindern besucht wurde.
Gerhard Ens war in allererster Linie ein Lehrer- ein Man
von Integrität, Humor, Űberzeugungskraft und Menschlichkeit. Er
hat seine Einsichten, sein Interesse an Mennonitengeschichte und
besonders seinen Glauben bereitwillig und gerne geteilt und einen
grossen Einfluss auf viele Menschen gehabt. Er hat unser Leben
bereichert.
- Helen Ens

English Obituary

I

would like to read you
a brief biography of
my father’s life, but I
would like to start at the
end because the last four
or so years of his life are
not really amenable to
biography or a Lebenslauf
which focuses on events
and
accomplishments.
Dad’s last years, after entering Donwood Manor in
2008 when mother could
no longer take care of him,
were largely eventless. It
was as if history stopped
for him or went backwards.
Indeed, during these years
Dad found it passing strange that his family had gotten old while
he was still young. Although my father’s quality of life in Donwood
seemed awful to many of us – he could no longer get around on his
own, his short-term memory almost entirely failed him, and eventually he lost his sight – he still found a purpose to his life. And it was
during these years that I got to know my father far better than I had
before. He helped me to see what had been hidden in plain sight
before. That life is an everyday affair and the sum total of unremarkable daily happenings defines its qualities. What makes a life good or
bad is how ordinary moments are lived. Though Dad spoke very little
in his last years he listened very carefully, interjecting only when we
made mistakes or misspoke. This action of listening carefully communicated love, the importance of family, and the need to pay attention to the small things in life. True love and true life are experienced
at moments that are barely noticeable at all. I say this at the outset
to convey to you that my father’s life was more than the sum of his
accomplishments.
Gerhard Ens was born on August 4, 1922 the eldest son
of Gerhard Ens and Helena Sawatsky. He was born in the village of
Gnadental in the Baratov Colony in present day Ukraine. Before he
was one year old his family migrated to Canada and his first birthday
was spent in Southampton, England awaiting transport by ship to
Canada. For Dad this was a significant event for it somehow established his bona fides in the British Empire.The family settled in the
village of Reinland in Manitoba where he grew up and went to school
until grade eight.
Since the school district of Reinland was
not ready to accommodate grades 9 and
10, it was arranged
that Gerhard would
go to school in Gnadenthal and live with
his recently widowed
grandmother. For him
this was both traumatic and a revelation. The two years in

Grandethal (1937-39) turned out to be among the most decisive in
his entire life. He found that he thoroughly enjoyed studying and
was successful in it. His teacher there was Mr. P.J. Schaefer, who later
became his mentor in both school and church.
After grade 10, Gerhard attended the MCI in Gretna for
his remaining two years of high school and was admitted to Normal
School in September of 1941. He began teaching a year later in the
Gnadenthal school under the principalship of his former teacher Mr.
Schaefer.
In the middle of his first year of teaching he was called up
for military service. He applied for Conscientious Objector status,
which was granted, but his teaching certificate was cancelled and so
he performed alternative service for the balance of the war. After the
war ended he was offered a job teaching at the MCI where a teaching
certificate was not required. He was to stay at the MCI for the next
thirty years – the last nine as principal.
His teaching career at MCI started in 1946, the same year
that he was baptised. Though hired for only a year, Gerhard stayed on
one year after the other. Staying was not accidental. He believed that
God had led him to his calling. He also stayed because he thought the
school needed him, and because Mr. Schaefer wanted him.

4

In the course of his career at the MCI he regularly attended
summer school at the University of Manitoba eventually earning BA
and BEd degrees. It was while attending the 1948 session that he
met and fell in love with Anni Niebuhr, a recent immigrant from the
Soviet Union, and they would be married in Reinland in 1950.
Besides teaching, studying and parenting, Dad also served
as one of the circuit ministers in the Blumenorter Church having
been ordained in 1958. During his Gretna years, Dad also got into
radio broadcasting and in the lead up to the Manitoba Mennonite
centennial celebrations in 1974 he also began producing a weekly
half hour broadcast of Mennonite history in Low German which he
continued broadcasting until 2005, producing more than 1400 programs. In the first two years the program was almost all about Mennonite history, but after that he began incorporating short stories he
had written in Low German, and reading stories written by others.
For Dad these programs were his creative outlet.
This Low German Radio Program originated in the work of
the Manitoba Mennonite Historical Society which Gerhard helped
to start in the 1950s. The main purposes of the society was to build a

village museum, prepare for the 1974 centennial, and to educate the
Mennonite youth in their history.
After retiring from the MCI in 1977, Mom and Dad moved
to Winnipeg and Dad took up the duties of editor of Der Bote which
he continued until 1990. He enjoyed this work because it kept him in
contact with Mennonites in North and South America, and Europe.
In particular it was a connecting link between the 1920s immigrants
and their descendants, particularly those who spoke only German.
For Dad, the work on Der Bote was the most immediately satisfying
work he did. Dad finally retired from Der Bote in 1992.
While in Winnipeg Mom and Dad joined Sargent Avenue
Mennonite Church where Dad served as the leader of the German
Bible Study for 25 years. After his retirement Dad enjoyed the visits
and company of his siblings, children, and grandchildren and he kept
his hand in radio broadcasting producing his Low German program
until 2005.
This brings me to where I started and the beginning of the
end of his life. He died on February 13, 2011 with his family by his
side. Rest in peace Dad.
- Gerhard J. Ens

Lieber Vater
You said “Give me the feets!” and then
hoisted us aloft
sure and steady hands
gripping small feet
our faces echoing glee and terror
arms outstretched to waiting socked feet
transporting us to safety
You whispered “Anni” and “Water”
your face a mask of teary sadness
and then
she placed drops of water
into chapped mouth
you settled into long peaceful
sleep until finally transported
into safety
Lieber Vater in the background
- Waldemar Ens
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Annie’s Tribute

n 2000 Justin Trudeau gave a tribute to his dad and said. “We
were the luckiest kids in the world” I remember thinking that was
exactly how I always felt about our family. That we kids were so
lucky to have Gerhard Ens for a dad.
My memories of him when I was little are that he was the
one who would carry us all from the warm car into a cold house after
spending a winter’s day in Winnipeg. He was the one who would
carefully wrap our legs in towels when we complained about “reiting”
(growing pains) and he told us such great stories. In both English and
German, in his clear Gerhard Ens voice he would enthrall us. It is no
wonder that all 5 of us still love a good story.
Even after he became so busy with his extra curricular activities, including writing his soon to be published Low German short
stories, he was still our dad. He had summers off and he would make
us pick beans in his big garden on summer mornings. (By the way
we hated those beans but we loved the corn, he grew the best corn. I
can still picture him standing in his cornfield with our dog Harry at
his side, with the stalks as tall as he was.) In the afternoons he would
drive us and our friends to Neche to swim. He never had a problem
with giving us the car, and often would volunteer Mom to do things
for us. This volunteering Mom became a great treat for us after we
had our own children. Bring the kids over he said, we’ll babysit. Bring
them for lunch, let them stay the night. We’d look over to Mom but
before she could say anything the deed was done. Again lucky us
Helen even took him up on sending Kuki to stay with them
for a year. How my dad loved that. While my mother and I took care
of her, he would do crosswords with her, drive her places until she
learnt to drive his car, and basically asked her the same question every
day. “Do you love
Annie?” For years
after she left, every
time I walked into
his house he would
say, “Do you miss
Kuki, I do”.
In 1991 he
drove four year Brian
to and from nursery
school. He was never
a very confident
driver and little Brian
would often have to
give him directions.
That’s a parked car
Opa, you don’t have
to wait for it. He
took it in stride and
would often tell me
and anyone else who
would listen, how
smart my Brian was.
		
But then there was nobody smarter than our
dad. He was our Google way before Google existed. We did not need
dictionaries or encyclopedias, we had dad. I am so glad my kids got
to experience that part of him as well. If we did not know something
we would say “Call Opa.”

Later after my dad and I became a “team”, I would often say to him.
“Don’t become too dependent dad, not until I’m retired.” He almost
made it. Last week when I got my knee replaced, I said to him, don’t
die Dad don’t you die while I’m gone. He almost made it. You know
he could not stand for any of us to be in pain. When I used to get
migraines I would feel much better when I could hear him pace outside my door. Well Dad you can pace in heaven now.
- Anne Ens
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Sibling Tribute

feel honored that Gerhard’s family asked me to give a tribute for
the siblings.
We all grew up in the village of Reinland, a home that was
very dear to Gerhard to the very last years. But he probably spent
less time there than any of the rest of us. Already at age 14 he went
to Gnadenthal for his Grades 9 &10. There the Sawatzky /Peters
cousins had the privilege of learning to know him during those very
important teen-age years. They still reminisce of those times! After
that it was Gretna MCI, Normal School, Alternative service, again
Gretna MCI so that I don’t recall that he ever spent a complete year
at home after age 14. We shared our oldest brother with many others.
All my younger siblings remember him as their teacher at
the MCI and speak highly of his teaching gifts. – (not only my siblings, hardly a day passed that someone didn’t inquire about him and
usually added how they learned to like History because of him). Let
me quote my brother Werner: “I was his student at the MCI and
enjoyed all his classes, even the year he had to teach Health and Guidance to Grade 11. His comment was ‘I think you need a lot of guidance, especially in Canadian History,” and used most of those classes
for that subject. He did do justice to health and guidence also.” MaryAnne credits his teaching that she managed to pass Canadian History,
even though he had grave concerns about her abilities in the field of
history. He was very proud of her as a very pretty baby sister.
Armin respected and admired Gerhard not only for his teaching abilities but also for
his practical political
views and assessments.
Abe remembers how
he was often called to
Gerhard’s
assistance
when there was something mechanical to
be fixed at the MCI
during the time Gerhard was dean in the
boy’s residence. We all
seem to remember his
lack of technological/
mechanical abilities yet
he was able to produce
his low-german radio
broadcasts and he
owned a video camera
long before they were
the order of the day.
Henry of course operated it more than he
did. Armin and Caroline will not forget that the oldest brother officiated at the youngest one’s wedding, even though that meant a trip
home from summer school in Elkhart Seminary. Abe was honored to
be his “best” man at his wedding. All his younger siblings remember
him not only as teacher and brother but also as a friend.
My older siblings are no longer with us. In the last two years
Gerhard asked for brother Frank very often. Betty says she always
appreciated the down-to-earth applications of his Bible Studies,
when he conducted them in the Blumenorter Church, where they
all were members at the time. Sara fondly remembers their Gretna

years, when both Gerhard and Henry taught at the MCI. She says
that Gerhard and Anni made an important contribution, not only
to the MCI but also to the community of Gretna. Gerhard remembered how Margaret commented after one of his early sermons, “Er
lehrte gewaltig, und nicht wie die Schriftgelehrten” because Margaret’s opinion mattered to him. I remember her saying,”Na, well wie
daut ooli eascht vibruchen” (Let’s first use up the old stuff ) referring
to having Gerhard lead the Christmas meditation as was our family
tradition.
Gerhard was six years and six days old when I was born.
My earliest memories date back to the little house that was situated
just west of the present Ens Farms offices. Up in one corner we had a
book shelf that housed the church library. Gerhard was an avid reader
and I believe he had read all those books. I was always fascinated
when he and father would discuss certain books, the pros and cons,
plot, language and how he early on could form opinions and express
them well. When he was in Gnadenthal Mr. Schaefer felt Gerhard
wasn’t challenged enough with what the curriculum required at the
time, so he made him read extra books on Church and Mennonite
history. I still remember a paper he had to write on Johannes Huss.
This inspired me and I too, became a reader. When Gerhard was in
Normal school he found second-hand book stores and he kept me
and later on also MaryAnne supplied with good literature.
Gerhard was the first president of the MMYO and was
in charge of the
first youth retreat at
Camp Assinniboia.
He was a handsome
young man and Anni
Niebuhr had not yet
arrived on the scene.
I was at that retreat
and I was puzzled
why I was suddenly
so popular with the
older girls at camp,
when it dawned on
me that they would
not mind a personal
introduction to the
camp director.
		
Gerhard was
also my letter of reference. When I was in
Akron for orientation
as MCC volunteer,
the Mission Board
got an SOS from Mexico to send them a teacher who knew German.
The Mission Board connected with MCC and asked for a recruit. I
was a logical candidate. By telephone I had an interview first with the
Mission Bd. chairperson, then with J.J.Thiessen. He wanted to know
who I really was. I finally asked him if he probably knew my brother,
Gerhard Ens of Gretna. “Gerhard ist der Bruder? Lenchen, willst du
nicht auf fuenf Jahre gehen?”he replied. (Gerhard is your brother!
Helen, don’t you want to go for a five year term?)
I was in Grade XII at the MCI when Gerhard taught his first
year there. Our Grade did not have him as a teacher but I remember
7

one of his “Morgenandachten” –morning devotions- clearly. His
text was Luke 17, 20; the kingdom of God is among you. For him,
“Lieber Vater hoch im Himmel” which was an all-time favorite song
of ours after father taught it in the Reinland SS, - was not just a
“Vater hoch im Himmel” but the kingdom of God is among us. And

W

Brian’s Tribute

hen I look back at the time my brother and I shared with
Opa, there are many things I could talk about. Like the
times he babysat for us, letting us sleep over at his house
and he would recite poetry and rhymes until we fell asleep. But the
thing that was unique to us, was that we got the privilege of mowing
his lawn. Yes, because we were the grandchildren who only lived 5
minutes away, we cut his grass. David was first for a few years until
he got a real job and then I took over until they moved. And, yes it
was a privilege! Not only did I get to put on my resume that I was a
“self employed landscape technician for seniors” but it also us taught
many things about life, commerce and geometry.
He was a very “hands on” employer and before we even got
started he would be there, sitting on his lawn chair in a funny hat,
watching us. Whenever we stopped to empty a bag we would quiz us
everything from math to social studies. These homework checks may
very well be the reason David and I did well in school.
Then commerce: As soon as we finished, without hesitation,
he would say “Anni” or “Oma where is my wallet?” and he would
pay us $10. He would always ask us where we would spend all that
money. That is how I earned my first snowboard.
And lastly… geometry: I learned as David did before me,
that every part of the lawn had to be cut a different way. The side
was to be cut up and down in single lawn mower width rectangles,
the front cut in a diagonal, and the back was also in a diagonal but
in the other direction. I would fight this method internally every
time because it took so long, but then I would look up and see him
watching me with joy, I would mow the lawn exactly how he wanted
it.
Well Opa you taught us many things including patience
and structure. Whenever we feel like taking the easy way out, to cut a
few corners, we remember you watching us and guiding us along the
correct path. We love you Opa!

he lived this conviction. His first allegiance was always to God and
his kingdom.
Thank you Gerhard, for being our brother, our role model
and our friend. Ruhe sanft.
-Helen Ens (Sister)
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Gerald’s Tribute

or as long as I can remember, curiosity has been one of my
defining characteristics. When, at the age of 12 or 13, this
curiosity turned to the rise of the Roman Empire, my parents’
answer to my questioning was simple: ask Opa. The next Sunday
afternoon, Opa proceeded to tell the story of Rome’s foundation,
beginning with the legend of Romulus and Remus and ending with
the Punic wars. That was perhaps the first moment I became somewhat aware of the staggering amount of knowledge my Opa had
accumulated.
In subsequent years, as I have encountered more and more
people from the Mennonite community who have been deeply influenced by my Opa, I have become increasingly aware of the insight
attached to his knowledge and the tireless generosity and faithfulness
with which he shared his insight. As I attempt to quench my thirst
for knowledge through my studies in university, I can only hope
that I might come to share in some of his insight, generosity and
faithfulness.

M

Karin’s Tribute

O

y Opa was always a bit of a jokester. He’d call us all by the
wrong name or in my case, when I got older, he’d always
tell me he thought I was my mom as I walked by him.
He’d tell ridiculous jokes that we only really found funny because it
was Opa. I’d hear stories that he went through the drive-through at
Burger King, asking if they sold burgers. I can see a lot of him in my
own father that way. When he got a bit older, and wasn’t allowed coke
or desserts anymore because he was diabetic, he’d sneak pieces of cake
right under my Oma’s nose, and she’d let him, because she knew he
liked it. He also hated cabbage and italian food. and whenever Oma
made anything remotely related, he would complain. and we’d laugh.
Something I remember most about my Opa is that he loved
poetry. He always had some new poem (new for us, most likely one he
learned when he was in elementary school) that he would recite to us.
On a number of occasions when I’d sit next to him on the the couch,
he’d clasp my arm and say, “How do you like to go up in a swing, up
in the air so blue?” pretending to be serious. Then he’d pause, as if he
wanted me to answer. Then he’d finish the poem.
He was also always well-dressed. I’m not sure i ever saw Opa
(until the later years in Donwood) without a dress shirt or dress pants,
and usually a tie and jacket. Even at the lake, unless he was about
to swim, he’d be business casual. sometimes with short sleeves, but
always a collar. He’d sometimes sit on the beach in his trunks, dress
socks and dress shoes.
His favourite Christmas carol was “Good King Wenseslas”.
Every Christmas, we’d sit down as a family, before we got to open
presents and all the grandkids would have to perform or do something like play piano or whatever. Then we’d all sing Christmas carols
together, and Opa would always request Good King Wenseslas and
we’d have to sing all six verses or however many there are on our song
sheets. This year at Donwood, for Christmas, my cousin Sarah and I
made everyone do it again, just for Opa. He couldn’t sing along, and
I’m not even sure if he realized what was going on, but it was nice for
us to remember.
He was also a pretty usual handshaker. especially with the
boys, but usually he’d shake my hand if I played piano or sometimes
just when I came to say hello. Even in the later years in Donwood,
he’d still shake my hand. and the last night we were there to say goodbye, Tommy said he had never not shaken Opa’s hand. so even though
he was not awake or conscious, Tommy shook his hand one last time.

Tommy’s Tribute

pa was a man who knew everything, and could do anything.
I remember shaking his hand as a child, thinking he had the
biggest and strongest hands in the world. I remember playing baseball with him and watching him water ski. I remember him
challenging me to boxing matches because I had broad shoulders. I
think of him reciting poetry and quizzing me on math problems. I
remember him coming to the lake even though he said didn’t like it,
just because he wanted to be with the family. I remember how proud
he was when I asked him to be my sponsor for baptism. I am so
thankful that was he able to do that for me while he still could.
What I came to realize as I grew older, was that Opa is an
inspiration to the larger Mennonite community. I can go into any
Mennonite church in Winnipeg or Southern Manitoba, and all I
have to do is say my Opa is Gerhard Ens, and I will be immediately
welcomed and I will probably have my own family history told to me.
I stand in awe of his work and hope his legacy will somehow rub off
on me.
But even more than being an inspiration to the community,
he is an inspiration to his family and grandchildren. He left behind
so many things that we will cherish forever. He left his large hands to
me, and to all of us, his thirst for knowledge, and the amazing way
he lived his life. But most powerfully, he left behind his love for his
family. He loved us all and I think this is what I will remember the
most and try to carry forward. It is this love that I see in our entire
family,
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Annele’s Tribute

bring greetings and best wishes to you, Tante Anni and your
families,
from Michael, Andrew and Adrianna.
I have many memories of Onkel Giat as uncle and teacher.
One special memory from my younger years living in Gretna, is his
singing. He would sing Cowboy Songs when he drove us to our
piano lessons. This was something my Dad never did.
I have performed for you Tante Anni, my dear cousins and
your families: the Prelude and Fugue No.XXII in B flat minor from
the WTC Bk.I by J. S. Bach. This in memory and respect of your
husband, dad and Opa. May he rest in Peace.
Annele J. Robertson
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Sarah’s Tribute

y Opa represents to me, sometimes, everything I don’t
understand about a time that has passed, is in so many
ways everything that I dream of becoming, embodies what
I recognize as what family is, and also holds for me a very deep fear,
the realization of what can be lost.
He was a good man - minister. I love the now famous story
of how he was sitting in his church, looked at the bulletin and realized that he was supposed to preach that day. He pondered a few
minutes, jotted down three notes, and after another few minutes,
delivered an excellent sermon. He was a teacher. Students that were
taught by him recall him by his nickname, “General”. Along with
a certain dose of fear, he also installed in them some reverence. He
could walk into the classroom and speak about Mennonite history,
starting at any point, without cracking a textbook, making the events
come alive for his students. He was a writer. We have recordings of
his radio show that he had, through which he’s become somewhat
famous among other elderly, Low German speaking Mennonites.
And every once in a while he would tell a story, and when I listen
to his voice I am captivated, although I don’t understand what he is
saying, until my mother or father translates along with the recording.
It is then that I am swept up in a story, real and beautiful, and I forget
that it is not his voice I am listening to directly. He was a poet... well,
not really. But my favourite picture of my Opa that I hold in my head
is one that I never experienced myself. My father had ventured into
his study as a young boy (I got the sense that that sort of exploring
wasn’t exactly encouraged) and discovered on his desk the beginnings
of an immortal poem. It went as follows.
				Milk
				goes down like
				Silk
My Opa was a good man. And I loved him. I understood
only parts of him, never really knew him as a person so much as an
Opa through the eyes of a child, but my respect for him is enormous.
When I would pray as a child, it was always my Opa’s face that I
would imagine I was talking to.
It hurt me, and my family, to see him reduced by age. It
seems that God has a funny way of loving people, in an immense,
indescribable, amazing way. Our “people love” is timid in comparison. Small and weak and pale. I understand our “people love,” usually. But who can grasp at a love that lets people get old and forgetful?
Who can look at a love that takes people away, leaving behind such a
hollow loneliness? I can’t, and that makes me sad.
I hope that my Opa did. I hope that with his watery blue
eyes he saw how BIG God’s love is. Then he would never have been
sad or lonely or bored, sitting alone in his chair. He would never have
had dreamless dreams - his naps would be filled with God and heaven
and glory and when he was awake, he would stare into the eternity
of God and see Love Love Love just for him. Instead of not knowing who we were, he would rather be simply too busy gazing at true
wonder and beauty and bliss to notice the people around him who
love him in such a feeble way.
I hope that some of him will one day reflect in me. I hope
that one day I’ll understand this man who I feel I don’t know besides
through stories or as an old man who was losing his mind and body.
I trust that in the end he saw God. God called to him, and my Opa
answered in his preacher, teacher, storyteller voice, strong and clear. I
trust that he walked straight and proud into heaven.

Opa
There used to be something here
besides old carpets and faded paint and tired chairs
it’s too old for us to know now
we’re too young to understand
and when I listen for wind from under the
cracks of glass
there’s only a creaking of panes
and the walls start to shake.
Loneliness eats the air
as we look at our faces for
words to say
there’s nothing but silence to announce
I wish we knew how to
take the loss away
and the dust and the echoes and the used up broken hallways
guarding past
keep it from the present pain
Look up
the dying places we went to
don’t let us see them when we are somewhere new
close the door behind us
slide the key under the dirt
in your eyes
in the skies, dark, dark clouds and I
think about one day in cold November
when my Opa started to die.
(Written in 2009)
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Collegial Tributes

A

t the dedication ceremony for the Gerhard Ens Gallery at the
Mennonite Heritage Village, I spoke briefly as a colleague,
about ways in which Gerhard’s and my life paths have intersected over 65 years or so: Arriving together at the MCI in 1946 –
Gerhard to begin a very significant teaching
career, I to complete my high school – working together on significant Mennonite historical and theological themes, including Mennonite Centennial planning and the work of
Mennonite Heritage Village from 1971 on;
sharing the work of Der Bote for more than
a dozen years; and simply indulging in family
fellowship and collegial connections deep
into retirement after that. It was a very special
privilege to have you, the family and a group
of long-time friends share that evening’s experience and celebration.
At this very different, yet related
place in our travelling together, so many more
of us here, I am gratified to be able to add a
few further thoughts to those initial remarks.
All of you here have walked a similar, but unique journey in Gerhard’s gracious
company. Such keeping company can leave impressions behind,
often deep and lasting, that change one’s life significantly. For me,
this walking alongside here and there has been significant, rich and

interesting – like those unforgettable little stories and vignettes that
still make one laugh when recalled, and wiser for being remembered
so easily. The talent to communicate is inspiring and Gerhard had
that in great measure. His eminence in teaching and preaching will
bear fruit for generations to come.
Gerhard never did anything in half measures: 30 years of teaching at the MCI, 30
years of radio broadcasting, 50 years of lay
ministry, 60 years of marriage and family life,
60 years with the Manitoba Mennonite Historical Society…the list goes on. There may
be one or two more of those service marathons among our people, but not many. Just
how does such a package of service and ministry years get put together in one life time?
I have wondered about that. What will that
record of activity continue to tell us?
Gerhard Ens will be large in our lives
for many years to come. He left so much
for those of us who remain. Legacy – what a
wonderful gift it can be! I know we will keep
on thanking God for this one in the years to
come.
- Lawrence Klippenstein

F

irst and foremost I remember Mr. Ens as an effective and
inspiring teacher. He cared deeply for his students. He taught
from a wealth of knowledge and
his lessons were always well-organized
and clearly presented. As his student I
remember how effectively he used the
blackboard to develop an outline of the
lesson as he taught it so that at the end
of the class we had a very good summary.
Later when I became a teacher I tried to
emulate many of his methods in my own
teaching.
I will remember Mr. Ens as
a gentle man. Sometimes when some
of us who were his teaching colleagues
wanted to impose rather severe punishment on students who were misbehaving Mr. Ens would say:“Kollegen, wir
wollen nicht zu hart sein.” I remember Mr. Ens’s sense of humour. It was
a gentle humour, and I often marvelled
that he could inject some of it even into
his Sunday morning sermons. I illustrate with an example of the
sermon he preached at Sargent not many years ago. In his sermon he
made reference to something his mother had taught him, and then as
an aside he said, “I learned more at my mother’s knee than at any other
joint.” It evoked a chuckle from the audience that Sunday morning too. I remember the inspiring and thought-provoking Morgan
Andacht, presentations, and sermons Mr. Ens presented on so many

occasions. In his presentations he did not rely on overly dramatic oratory, but he understood the power of words and skilfully used them to
craft clear and effective messages. Most
importantly, he chose his words carefully
and thoughtfully so that they would not
offend, and new and often controversial
ideas were presented in such a way that
we wanted to listen to them and engage
them in our own thinking.
I will remember Mr. Ens as a man who
loved his people. He knew about our
people’s foibles and understood them.
Yet he worked tirelessly in many of our
organizations and contributed extensively to Mennonite culture and theological developments. His concern was
to work always in such a way that people
of all of our Mennonite groups would
be willing to work together. Above all,
I remember Mr. Ens as a friend. He
was somewhat of a shy man, at least it
seemed so to me, but he always greeted
me with a firm handshake, a warm smile, and a sparkling in his eyes.
These memories of Mr. Ens, and many more, I cherish and I want to
honour and respect them.
- John Friesen
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I

was a student at the MCI in residence for three years. A few
years later I came back as a teacher for three years when Gerhard
became the principal. A few years after that I was elected onto
the Board of Directors and I became his boss. He handled those transitions with grace. Mr. Ens’s impact on me was by far the strongest
during the years that I was a teacher. As a teacher I got to travel with
the student choir in which I had never been able to participate when
I was a student. As a teacher I wasn’t required to sing and so wouldn’t
spoil the effect. For some reason I usually wound up being paired
with Mr. Ens on these
trips. I think he wanted
to keep an eye on what I
might say. He would sit
beside me on the bus,
completely silent, for two
hours, and he would have
in his hand this tiny little
book. After about half an
hour he would write two
words. Then about an
hour or two later he would
write another couple of
words. Then 10 minutes
before we arrived he’d
write another word or two.
When we arrived he would
stand up and give a sermon
for 40 minutes off these
three little notes. During
those 40 minutes he would
quote two or three poems
from memory, he would
quote words from songs in the hymn book, he would usually have
historical references covering at least 2000 years, and of course he
would thoroughly discuss the text that he was preaching from. He
had an amazing memory, and an amazing mind. I wound up spending nine years at University and I can freely say that in none of those
years did I meet a mind like his.

He presided over an era of great change at the MCI. I don’t
think I’m doing Mr. P.J. Shafer any disrespect by saying that the MCI
had settled into a pattern in the last 20 years of his principalship
and the time had come for change. Mr. Ens saw that and he made it
possible. During the three years that I was there the sports facilities,
the sports teams, and indeed the entire sports program was completely changed. The students were permitted, by
the end of my three years,
to wear proper uniforms
and participate in zone
sports. When the board
of directors took him to
task for the volleyball and
basketball teams wearing normal uniforms, he
told them that if any of
them prevented their children from wearing shorts
at home then he would
too. So my teams got to
use normal uniforms.
Henry Engbrecht came
during those years and
completely changed the
music program for probably all time. During his
principalship, Peter Zacharias, who was teaching many Mennonite
history courses, was at Mr. Ens’s inspiration given a year’s sabbatical
to go tour other private schools all over North America to find best
practices and come back to help the MCI grow in those areas. His
becoming principal, I think, revolutionized what the MCI had to
offer. During my three years at the MCI the turnover of teachers was
so great that when Mr. Ens left the school for some reason he told
the students that I was in charge. That was my third year of teaching.
Then he would follow up by saying, “I know everything, and what I
don’t know Mr. Wiens knows.” The students had no idea how little
that left for me.
- John Wiens
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