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what others are saying...

I have known Ennrich for almost eight years. I’m delighted to 
say that we have become close friends. I see in Ennrich a man 
who cares very much for other people; that is the reason why he 
has written this book. I could go to him and share my deepest 
secrets and I’m confident he would have an understanding, 
caring and godly listening ear. The wisdom, incredible honesty, 
strength and hope relayed to you on the pages of this book 
have been hewn from his difficult life journey. I know you, the 
reader, will quite possibly reflect and change in subtle ways as 
you share in his story.
 Everybody is thrilled when Ennrich comes to a gathering or 
party. Why? Because he is one of our favourite people; everyone 
he meets feels at home and safe with him. You will now encounter 
this incredibly honest man, a humble man, a man who has been 
broken by life but made new by a loving God. Enrich skilfully 
uses words to paint the picture of where he has been, where he is 
now and where he hopes and plans to go in the future. You will 
travel with him as he shares deeply and movingly; his honesty 
regarding the incredible change in his life will touch your soul.
 This book is a love story, a love story made from heaven. My 
wife Trish and I watch Ennrich with his gorgeous wife Samantha 
as they move through life together and we marvel at the beautiful 
miracle God has wrought in and through them. Their love for 
each other is deep, real and heaven-sent. His story prompts me 
to exclaim: ‘All things are possible with God!’
John Edwards
Author and founder of Walking Free Ministries 

Ennrich is an incredible man who has experienced so much. I am 
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proud to call him my friend. I am so pleased that he has finally 
written about his life and told the full, undiluted story.
 I have been profoundly impacted and even brought to tears by 
this book. It’s amazing to me how Ennrich somehow negotiated 
a pathway through such a challenging start in life. Many who 
experienced similar journeys didn’t make it through this kind of 
thing, but it seems to me that God kept him as the apple of his 
eye for a divine purpose. I believe that purpose is to be a voice of 
truth and honesty for a generation that has lost its moral compass. 
To be a voice for those who are crying out for some kind of sense 
to the mess they are living in. To offer an empathetic road out for 
those who have been labelled and rejected as a misfit.
 Ennrich’s story will shock you but also warm your heart. It will 
enlighten you but also leave you asking questions. It will make 
you cry in one sentence, but then cause you smile in the next. 
But most of all it will cause you to encounter the God who made 
a way for him where there seemed no way. That’s the best part.
Mark Stevens
Worship pastor, songwriter and author
 
Ennrich has shared his story with honesty and integrity. He has 
led an interesting life and endured some very painful experiences. 
It would be understandable if he had given up. However, this 
book is testimony of his courage and the saving, healing power 
of Jesus Christ. It will surely be a source of great hope to others. 
Paul Beadle
Joint national Leader, Living Waters UK

‘Everything is beautiful in its time’ says Ecclesiastes, and this 
book is a brilliant example of this principle. 
 I’ve known Ennrich for many years, and watched his passion 



5

what others are saying...

to help others grow and now find expression through the 
publication of his truly life-changing story. It is a book that 
offers hope for ‘this time’, a time when many are confused by 
same-sex attraction issues and the challenges of finding their 
God-created self.
 It is a great read! But best of all, it inspires hope, offers the 
possibility of freedom and invites all to get involved in being part 
of the answer. 
Stephen Matthew
Pastor, Resident Itinerant Ministry, Life Church, Bradford, UK

Ennrich’s story is a must-read remarkable journey from 
beginning to end. It is a story of grace and redemption over 
guilt and rejection. He makes sense of what is one of the 
most confusing issues of our time in a brave, honest and 
straightforward way. I recommend it wholeheartedly. 
Steve Gambill
Lead pastor, Life Church, Bradford, UK
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introduction:
it’s time

+ + +

‘Everything is beautiful in its time’ says the Bible, and I believe 
that now is the right time to share my story with whoever decides 
to pick this book up.
 For many years I’ve wanted to tell it, not for its own sake or 
because it is a beautiful story in itself, but because it has been 
burning in my heart to be written. One of how sexual abuse can 
occur within any family, where relationships are complex and 
members relate to each other through their own brokenness. 
I’ve known for some years now that one day I should write it in 
away that would help others avoid some of my pain and, more 
importantly, enjoy some of my delights. And that takes time and 
patience. But we are here now. I do not write my story to point 
the finger, but to show how other people’s actions have an effect 
in shaping our lives. Yet, by allowing God to have his way, he can 
re-shape us and make into the person he created us to be.
 This story has now become my ‘reason for being’ and shapes 
my mission in life. 
 So here it is: Ennrich’s story. 
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chapter 1
roots

+ + +

Like you, I am a product of my relational roots. Many relationships 
have shaped my life over the years, some good and others bad, but 
as with most people, family is where the shaping process began.
 My parents both came from good, middle-class, South 
African farming backgrounds. On my dad’s side, this consisted 
of a healthy helping of Protestant German-settler influence, 
combined with some Dutch ancestry. He grew up on a farm, but 
had forsaken the traditional responsibility of taking over after 
his father to provide ongoing support for the family. Instead, 
he moved to Cape Town in the late 1960s to work in the hide, 
leather and fur industry. This strained the family relationships, 
and the farm was taken over by his brother, my uncle, instead.
 My ma, the eldest of four children, also came from a good, 
conservative family. Hers was a combination of French Huguenot 
and Dutch settler stock. She met my father at the same time as 
studying nursing at Grootte Schuur Hospital – that’s the hospital 
where Professor Christiaan Barnard apparently conducted the 
world’s first heart transplant surgery, if you will forgive my name-
dropping so early on in the book! 
 Sadly, Ma lost her father when she was eighteen years old; 
though in many ways she lost him sooner because he had 
suffered a massive stroke when she was just thirteen, leaving 
him bedridden, without speech and partially paralysed. He had 
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studied medicine, specialising in surgery; however, unlike my 
father, my granddad had ‘done his duty’ and went into farming 
full-time when his father passed away, to care for the land and 
provide for the family. As a result he was an angry unfulfilled 
medic, a man who suffered severe headaches due to an aneurysm 
in his brain, which eventually led to the stroke.
 During his illness, he was completely dependent on my 
grandma who also had their four children under the age of 
thirteen to care for. But she did it. She took over the running 
of the farm and raised their four children. She was also a piano 
teacher and a very creative lady. But the thing that amazes me 
the most is that she was elected Farmer of the Year in South 
Africa, while Granddad was completely bedridden! She was one 
extraordinary woman. So, my ma was raised by an amazing lady. 
 When my parents met in that now-famous hospital, there was 
chemistry from the start, chemistry that resulted in my arrival. 
This was the late sixties and the ‘Hippy Movement’ was in full 
swing. Its anti-establishment emphasis on ‘free love’ must have 
seemed like utopia to them, given their conservative upbringing, 
and as their love awakened it soon became lust without caution, 
and I was conceived. To cut a potentially long story short, I was 
conceived rather early in their relationship.
 Now what were they to do? Both families where heavily 
involved in the Dutch Reformed Church, well known for its high 
moral standards. What would the community think and say? So, 
to prevent huge embarrassment and shame on the family, they 
decided to marry as soon as possible. The rushed decision meant 
they were totally unprepared for the demands married life would 
place on them, never mind the demands of parenting me. So it 
was a rocky start but sadly, it was about to get worse. 
 My dad was an angry man with unresolved issues from his 
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past, and particularly with his parents. His own father had died 
when he was just a young man and he had no way of being able to 
resolve many of his emotional issues. The anger built up in him 
and began to be expressed in violence; initially emotional and 
verbal abuse, but occasionally he was physically violent too. And 
as in most violent relationships, his anger was mainly directed 
towards the ones he loved the most, in this case my ma. 
 She continued to put up with it until one day she discovered 
that he had been unfaithful to her and separated from him. At this 
point I was only a couple of months old, and Ma was expecting 
my younger brother, who is only ten and a half months younger 
than me. Separating from my dad must have been daunting, with 
two very small ones to care for. She must have been devastated.
 They soon decided that the best thing to do for us all was to 
divorce. I had just turned one, and my brother was merely two 
months old when the divorce was finalised. 
 Ma was broken. She found herself carrying her young infant 
into church, with me not yet a toddler by her side, to have 
him baptised. She was alone and ashamed; a single parent. 
So, she moved back to my grandparents’ farm to live with my 
grandmother. 
 She tried to make sense of her young life. But as I reflect back, I 
cannot get my head and heart around what it must have been like 
for her; the embarrassment, the shame, not to mention people’s 
prejudice. People can be so cruel. I’m told that moving back to 
live with Grandma on the farm was not an easy thing to do, as 
she had warned my ma several times against her relationship 
with my dad. But there we were, living with my grandmother on 
her farm in the Western Cape. It was all hands on deck and no 
easy job with three generations in one house, so inevitably it did 
not last too long. We just had to move.
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 So when I was two, my Ma used her nursing qualifications 
and took a job as the superintendent of a residential nursing 
home for the elderly. The job came with accommodation, a flat 
that was spacious enough for the three of us. So we moved away 
from the farm, and Ma was able to start her life over again. I can 
remember those early years, even though I was so young. Ma was 
my whole world; Dad never came to visit us. To this day I don’t 
know if he ever made an effort to even try to come and see my 
brother and me. 
 We had such fun at the nursing home. Looking back now, I 
realise that it must have been such a blessing to have two young 
children in the mix with so many grandparents around! I fondly 
remember running into the common room each day after 
breakfast. The sunlight streamed in through its large windows 
and I would spend my morning surrounded by the ‘click clack’ 
of knitting needles while someone read me a story or played a 
game with my brother and me. We especially loved the tea trolley 
– every nursing home has one – and we got what seemed like an 
endless stream of tasty treats from it. There is always time for 
tea in a home like the one I spent my years in as a toddler. Those 
were happy days. The old folk loved my younger brother and me; 
hugs and kisses were the order of the day, and we felt so spoiled.
 Ma was very busy, of course, and I remember us having a 
Xhosa nanny called Grace, who took care of us while Ma was 
hard at work running the nursing home. Thinking back, I can’t 
remember where she lived. But she was a black African girl in her 
early twenties and her job was to look after us. Boy, we loved her! 
We played leapfrog and hide-and-seek together in the beautiful 
grounds surrounding the home. Days seemed endless. Time was 
of no significance. Every day seemed to be one of sunshine when 
we spent it with Grace. 
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 The only strange thing I recall about Grace is that she could 
never come to church with us. The nursing home was situated 
next to the church we attended, so every week Grace got us 
dressed in our Sunday outfits and then waved us off but never 
came. It seemed odd to me. But I well remember those outfits: 
they were from my mother’s Aunt Kate. She was a formidable 
German lady who had fled Nazi Germany during the war and 
ended up in America, where she married my great-uncle and 
they subsequently moved to South Africa. She had brought us 
German lederhosen and woollen capes from one of her visits back 
to Bavaria. We looked so dapper, almost like twins, and got lots 
of attention at church. I loved the attention, but missed having 
Grace there, who had so faithfully dressed us. Why could she not 
come to church? I would ask. After all, she was my nanny! I now 
understand that apartheid robbed us of sharing that joy together, 
and that my child-like instincts were pure. 
 Snapshots of other memories filter into my mind as I recount 
these events, one being our first Christmas at the nursing home. 
It was wonderful. The nursing staff practised Christmas carols, 
a cappella-style, for days – simply bliss! Their singing was 
somehow comforting to me; beautiful and soothing. So much so 
that I didn’t even notice I didn’t have a dad at that time. 
 Those memories are so good. I had one big happy ‘nursing-
home family’. And it was enough for me.
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