
Wonderful. Simply wonderful. There are so many wonderful, 
amazing truths in this book that I think every teen girl should 
read. I found myself in several parts wishing my teenage self 
would have had that advice, and reading things that my adult self 
still appreciated and needed to hear. I also love how the Christian 
messages are presented. You get to see the love of God shown 
through Poppi’s life and the people around her, which I think has 
an especially meaningful impact. I can’t wait to read what Tina 
writes next!

—Hannah Davis, middle-school teacher

I was hooked from the very beginning when, upon arriving at 
Camp Eden, Poppi immediately feels, “This is home. I am home.” 
This is exactly how those of us who have been lucky enough to 
find that “BPOE” (Best Place on Earth) feel about our special 
places—no place on Earth we would rather be! (For me, it also 
happens to be a summer camp.)

The writer captures the very essence of a Christian (or any) 
summer camp experience: the sights, the smells, the traditions, 
the romance, the music, how lives are changed, along with the 
problems that are also prevalent.

 —Marilyn Ogden, cottage owner,  
Norman B. Barr Camp in Lake Geneva, WI 

Any camper knows that life at a summer camp has plenty of 
ups and downs. S’mores and stings, campfires and chaos—it’s 
all there! Christina Hergenrader captures the smiles, songs, and 
smelly socks of outdoor life in her teen book Last Summer at 
Eden. So pack up your sleeping bag, tennis shoes, and bug spray 
for a fun reading escape.

 —Lisa M. Clark, author of The Messengers series



Last Summer at Eden by Christina Hergenrader is a beauti-
fully executed book about love, motivation, and a young girl’s 
relationship with Jesus Christ. This remarkable story is about a 
nineteen-year-old girl named Poppi who recently moved from 
her home state of Minnesota to sunny California to work as 
Camp Eden’s summer camp director. While working at Camp 
Eden, she quickly learns about the devastations that are to come 
to the enchanting camp. Not only does Poppi wrestle with saving 
Camp Eden, but she also immediately develops a major crush for 
camp worker Jake, who, to her, seems to be unmotivated in doing 
the right thing. This story brings you through a vivid journey 
of hard work, struggle, and fighting for what is right, all while 
encompassing God’s true love.

This book will surely remind you of your days back in summer 
camp, the strength in fighting for what is right, and God’s plan. 
Last Summer at Eden will definitely reside in your heart and teach 
you to love God in eccentric ways. 

—Brooke Goss, teen and avid YA reader

I loved this book! Oftentimes the importance of outdoor 
ministry is forgotten, but Christina Hergenrader’s characters 
brought back my own cherished memories, summer loves, and 
horror stories of campers all getting sick or just two counselors 
having drama. Beyond a magical camp story, Last Summer at 
Eden delicately and intentionally empowers young women and 
affirms the always difficult aspect of trusting in God’s vision. If I 
could, I would have every young Christian read this, especially if 
they are considering working at a camp this summer! It’s fun, it’s 
uplifting, and it’s refreshing! Great read!

—Allison Westerhoff, program director,  
Mt. Cross Ministries
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DEDICATION
For all the camp counselors who have given their 

summers to sing, dance, hike, pray, and share 
Jesus with kids.

For Amy Cavalleri, whose dear friendship proves 
that ten weeks together at camp translates into a 

lifetime of love.

For Jen Ward, who insisted teenagers needed a 
book like this—and then gave me a library card 

and told me to learn how to write it.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Hello, you wonderful reader . . . 

Welcome to Camp Eden—a world of spark-
ing campfires, musty cabins, winding trails, 
goofy skits, singing and dancing counselors, 
and (of course) a summer crush. 

As you read, I hope you can smell the camp-
fire smoke, taste the charred marshmallows, 
see the rippling lake, feel the sunburn on 
your cheeks, and hear the guitars playing 
worship songs.

My favorite part of camp has always been 
the music. To celebrate the generations of 
much-loved camp songs, I’ve named each 
chapter after a different worship song.

When you read the chapter titles, hum 
along with their familiar tunes. These songs 
are surely lodged in your soul from nights 
around a campfire, and I bet “hearing” them 
brings back the best memories. 

Now you have a little bit of camp playing in 
your head. The world is a better place.

Wishing you warm campfires, perfectly toast-
ed s’mores, and catchy songs about Jesus.

Christina 
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CHAPTER  

1
“I Love to Tell the Story”

I really want to love Southern California. For four days, I’ve driven 
eighty miles an hour toward this tiny camp just outside Los 

Angeles. I’ve aimed myself at it like we aim horseshoes at stakes 
back in Minnesota. 

On the map on my phone, I’ve watched the blinking red 
dot—Camp Eden—while the blinking blue dot—me, my car, five 
suitcases—has moved toward it. The carbonation that’s bubbled 
in my stomach sours as I snake my way through the L.A. traffic. 
It’s noon on Tuesday. Where are all these people going? Lunch? 

I miss the stoplight turning green because I’m checking the 
map on my phone. The SUV behind me honks so loud and long 
that I jump and I feel like I might cry. 

I don’t like L.A. At all. 
In my nineteen years, I have wanted to do so many things right. 

College was the biggest and most recent one. But my freshman 
semester at Minnesota State in Mankato did not go well. 

That’s because last summer, right after graduation and before 
my first semester of freshman year, my mom died. After that, I 
couldn’t get my thoughts to line up in any order. I really tried. I 
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made deals with myself. “Tomorrow, you have to eat dinner with 
a friend.” “You must read all the history chapters and study for 
Friday’s test.” But I couldn’t focus—I didn’t want to focus. 

At Christmas, I told Aunt Lily that college wasn’t for me. She tried 
over and over to get me to go back for spring semester, promising 
me it would get better. But I stood my ground every time. These 
conversations felt like scrubbing my skin with an S.O.S. pad. 

Aunt Lily was so disappointed and so worried about what I 
would do with my life. She wanted me to follow through with 
the plan that Mom and I had laid out for me—Minnesota State, 
where I would study to become a high school English teacher, like 
Mom had been. I hated not following through with that plan. I 
hated the thought I would be letting everyone down. But I had 
hated college more. 

So, a regular four-year school wouldn’t be my thing, but I did 
have something else: eight straight summers at Christ Camp on 
the Boundary Waters in Minnesota. Those summers had molded 
me from the inside out. When I no longer had my mom or a college 
plan, camp was what I was left holding. 

I needed more than just a summer job, though. I needed a full-
time career—with a steady paycheck and insurance and a place 
to live year-round. I wanted constant sunshine, lots of happy 
kids, trees that never lost their leaves. Frantically, like you want a 
blanket when you’re shivering, I wanted campfires and Jesus and 
the steady busyness of camp. 

 Christ Camp didn’t have a job opening for me. But Christ’s 
director, Allen, called his friend Bryan, who was the executive 
director at Eden Lutheran Camp. I liked the idea of Southern 
California—far from home and memories and failure. I sent 
Bryan my résumé and a letter of recommendation from Allen. 
Immediately he hired me as Eden’s summer director.

That was two thousand miles and two months ago. Now, sitting 
in my old car in horrific L.A. traffic, I have to wonder. Maybe I’m 
too young to move halfway across the country? Maybe it’s too 
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crazy to start a life in a place I’ve never been, with people I’ve never 
met? Maybe I won’t be a very good director? Maybe I should have 
just gotten a job at the Dairy Barn back home?

Wondering about all this—and knowing my whole next life is 
twenty minutes away—makes me taste the Cheetos I ate for lunch. 


