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Leaving My Amish World: My True Story

When | first heard the words “leaving my Amish world,” | felt a mixture of excitement and dread. The phrase carried
the weight of a life built on simple principles, a community that valued humility, and a faith that guided every
decision. Yet, deep inside, a quiet yearning for knowledge, freedom, and self definition began to grow. This is my
true story—a narrative that spans the warmth of a tight knit village, the shock of modern technology, and the
triumph of carving a new identity. | hope my journey will illuminate the challenges and rewards of stepping outside a
familiar culture, and perhaps inspire others who feel the same pull toward the unknown.

Growing Up in the Amish World

Family and Community

My childhood unfolded in a small Amish community in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. The houses were simple,
with no electricity or running water—only the hum of a coal stove and the clatter of wooden floorboards. My parents
were devout, and the family structure was clear: the eldest son took on leadership roles, while daughters focused
on household duties. We lived by the Ordnung—an unwritten set of rules that dictated dress, technology, and social
behavior.

Family gatherings were a cornerstone of our lives. Every Sunday, we gathered for a communal meal, sharing
stories and singing hymns. These rituals fostered a sense of belonging that made it hard to imagine life outside.
Yet, the same close bonds also created an environment where questioning was discouraged, and conformity was
prized.

Daily Life and Traditions

Our days were structured around the sun and the land. Mornings began with chores—tending to livestock, repairing
tools, and preparing breakfast. The afternoons were filled with school, which was taught in a one room schoolhouse.
The curriculum was limited: reading, writing, arithmetic, and basic farm skills. No computers, no telephones, no
internet. The world beyond our village was a distant dream, something we only heard about in stories or through
the occasional traveler.

Evenings were quiet, with the glow of candles and the soft lullabies of a mother’s voice. In this rhythm, my sense of
time was measured in seasons, not hours. It was a life of purpose, but one that left little room for curiosity about the
world beyond.

The Spark of Curiosity

Encounter with the Outside World

My first real taste of the outside world came when a traveling salesman stopped by our town to sell a new type of
wagon. He spoke of cities, factories, and the wonders of electricity. His words planted a seed of intrigue in my mind.
How could a life without lights, phones, or even a single modern appliance compare to the bustling streets of
Philadelphia?



Later, a family friend who had left the Amish community returned as a college graduate. He spoke passionately
about his experiences in the city—his studies, friendships, and the freedom to choose his own path. His stories
were vivid, filled with sensory details that made the outside world feel alive and inviting.

Education and Exposure

In school, | began to notice gaps in my knowledge. While | could recite the alphabet and perform basic arithmetic, |
had never learned about geography beyond the local county. My curiosity grew into a hunger for knowledge. |
started to read books that my parents deemed “unnecessary” and sought out information through a borrowed
library card. | learned about the internet, the world’s history, and the many cultures that existed beyond my village.

This newfound knowledge was both thrilling and unsettling. It illuminated the vastness of the world and, at the same
time, highlighted the limitations of my upbringing.

The Decision to Leave

Internal Struggle

Leaving my Amish world was not a decision | could make lightly. | wrestled with guilt, fear, and hope. Each night, |
would lie awake, listening to the distant hum of a neighbor’s farm. | questioned whether my desire for a different life
was selfish or simply a natural human impulse. The tension between my faith and my longing for independence
created a storm of emotions that | had never experienced before.

My mother, in particular, was a source of both comfort and conflict. She loved me unconditionally, but her eyes
would often soften when | mentioned the idea of leaving. She feared that | would lose the values that had shaped
our community. Her worry echoed the fears of countless others who had left their Amish homes, each story a
cautionary tale of isolation and regret.

External Pressure

Beyond my internal conflict, | faced external pressure from my community. The Ordnung, while flexible in some
areas, had clear expectations. Leaving the Amish world was seen as a betrayal—a rejection of faith and community.
Rumors spread quickly, and the whispers of disapproval grew louder as my intention became known.

My friends, too, were torn. Some encouraged me to stay, while others secretly wished | would find a broader
horizon. The sense of being caught between two worlds intensified my decision-making process.

Planning the Exit

When | finally decided to leave, | approached the situation with a strategic mindset. | began by gathering
information: | researched colleges, employment opportunities, and the practicalities of living outside the Amish
community. | also reached out to former members of my community who had successfully transitioned to urban life.
Their stories helped me understand the challenges ahead and offered a blueprint for navigating them.

My plan included:

e Securing a scholarship or financial aid for college.

e Learning basic English conversation skills for daily interactions.

¢ Acquiring a modest vehicle for transportation.

e Setting up a small budget to cover living expenses.

Identifying a supportive community or mentor who could guide me.

With a clear roadmap, | felt more prepared to take the leap.



The Day of Departure

Emotional Farewell

The morning of my departure was a blend of sorrow and anticipation. My mother wrapped me in a shawl that had
been worn for decades, a symbolic gesture of blessing. She whispered prayers that felt both comforting and heavy.
The rest of the family gathered around, offering gifts—a hand woven blanket, a jar of honey, and a small Bible.

As | left, | heard the distant call of a rooster and the rustle of leaves. The air smelled of hay and earth, a scent that
would forever be tied to my past. The moment was bittersweet; | knew | was stepping into the unknown, but | also
carried the love and support of my family with me.

Practical Logistics

My first stop was a small town, where | met a bus driver who had helped many Amish travelers. He handed me a
ticket to the nearest city, a simple act that felt monumental. The bus ride was filled with a mix of silence and the
hum of conversation from other passengers. | watched the landscape change from fields to forests, then to a
skyline of buildings | had only imagined.

Upon arrival, | checked into a modest apartment, set up a phone, and began the process of registering for college.
The first week was a whirlwind of new faces, unfamiliar rules, and the overwhelming realization that | was, indeed,
in a different world.

Life After Leaving

Cultural Shock and Adaptation

The first months were marked by a phenomenon psychologists call “culture shock.” Every day presented new
challenges: navigating public transportation, understanding complex social cues, and adjusting to the pace of city
life. |1 often felt overwhelmed, but | also found excitement in small victories—Ilike ordering food in a restaurant
without a menu or using a smartphone for the first time.

To cope, | adopted several strategies:

1. Learning the Language: | enrolled in an English conversation class to improve my communication skills.
2. Building a Support Network: | joined a local community group for individuals with similar backgrounds.
3. Maintaining Traditions: | kept a journal of my faith practices, ensuring | stayed connected to my roots.

These steps helped me navigate the new environment while preserving the core of my identity.

Education and Career

College was both challenging and rewarding. The curriculum was rigorous, and the expectations were higher than
anything | had experienced. However, | was driven by a desire to understand the world and to contribute
meaningfully. 1 majored in Environmental Science, fascinated by the intersection of agriculture, sustainability, and
community resilience.

During my studies, | discovered a passion for sustainable farming practices that could benefit both modern and
traditional communities. | also took advantage of internship opportunities, gaining hands on experience in urban
agriculture and community outreach programs.

After graduation, | secured a position at a nonprofit organization focused on sustainable development. My role
involves designing community gardens in urban settings, a project that resonates with my background and



aspirations.

Building New Relationships

Forming new relationships required effort and openness. | met people through classes, volunteer work, and social
events. Some friendships were rooted in shared interests, while others were built on mutual respect and curiosity. |
learned to communicate my values openly and to listen to others with empathy.

My relationships were diverse: | met a partner who shared my passion for sustainability, friends from different
cultural backgrounds, and mentors who guided my professional journey. These connections broadened my
perspective and enriched my life.

The Impact on Family

Family Dynamics

Leaving my Amish world altered the dynamics within my family. While my mother initially struggled with the
decision, she gradually accepted that | was following my own path. Our conversations shifted from topics of daily
chores to discussions about my studies, my future, and the world beyond. The emotional distance that once
seemed insurmountable began to close.

My siblings also adjusted. One sister stayed within the community, while another joined me in the city. Their varied
choices highlighted the diversity of responses within the same family.
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