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Jeff Saxton


MY STORY

I grew up in the Minneapolis / St. Paul suburb of Shoreview, Minnesota. 
We lived in a upper-middle class community in the deep woods of a 
beautiful lake called “Snail Lake” and to be honest, it was a young boy’s 
dream. 


We swam every day in the summertime. We ice-skated and snow-sledded 
in the cold winters. Things were great on the outside, but inside our home, 
it was a different story.


A little bit about my family: 


My mother and father met and married in Brookings, South Dakota and 
then decided to move their new family in a rapidly growing and prosperous 
area of the Twin Cities in Minnesota.


I was the oldest of three boys. We were born two years apart - which 
meant we fought constantly. That eventually drove my mother virtually 
crazy. Actually, my mother struggled with mental illness most of my 
childhood and my brothers childhood, She was at times not able to show 
affection to us boys. 


And all that did was drive me to over-eating. I had no idea how to eat food, 
to be honest. I was trim and slim in 6th grade - but in 7th grade, as my 
mother began to go through another cycle of serious depression and 
mental illness, I just kind of snapped. 


I began to gorge on a daily diet of potato chips and Oreo cookies when I 
would get home from school.


If that wasn’t enough - something even more horrible was just beyond the 
horizon…
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A NEW SCHOOL

The school district had so many new kids move into the area, they had to 
build a new school. It may have been brand new, but I was about to 
experience and serious ugliness in that school. To say this school was 
weird, is putting it mildly. 


There were 2 very distinct classes of people in Shoreview. And those were 
the white collar professional people, and then blue collar.


My Middle School was notorious for violence, drug addiction and 
vandalism. And yes, you heard right - this was Middle school: 7th-9th 
grade!


For some reason, These 4 bullies made me their daily go-to target. They 
would beat me up, push me down, kick my books, damage my locker, 
mock me, threaten me, and crush my soul. Their abusive treatment of me 
would never occur in todays world without multiple lawsuits and police 
reports.


I began to overeat and gain pounds almost daily to cope. I was soon in the 
worst shape of anyone in my 7th and 8th grade class.  My grades started 
at “A”s and then plummeted to “C”s and “D”s. I didn’t care about grades. I 
was literally trying to just survive. 


I didn’t ever tell my parents. I feared that my dad would have gone to them 
and done something he may later be arrested for. So I thought, no way. I 
have to keep this abuse to myself.


It is a sad story. But I can say, during that time, my mother and father 
watched out for me, at least away from school. Honestly, I was too 
ashamed to ever tell them even 5% of the punishment and abuse I 
experienced almost daily. My dad would certainly have taken matters into 
his own hands. 


At least, that was my understanding at that time. So I just took it all.
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THE ETERNAL FLAME

This horrible experience did some good things; it made me distrust the 
popular crowd. And it drive me to God. I prayed daily just to survive the 
day.


My mother prayed for me every morning. Even though I never let them 
know details, they could see I was not doing well.


I read all the stories about Jesus I could find. I had a hunger to know God 
and seek Him - no doubt driven to this by my ongoing persecutions.


I had to take “Confirmation Class” during my middle school years. My 
mother would usually drive me to church and drop me off. I recall many 
times I would be walking past the church sanctuary to the confirmation 
class on Wednesday nights. 


And when I would turn to look in the sanctuary, I saw it was usually empty 
with no lighting - other than a single candle burning brightly in a large, 
crimson Vase.


That flickering candle seemed to have the strongest holy draw to my soul. 
Every Wednesday night, it captivated me; until finally, one day, I was 
compelled to walk in  the sanctuary. I quietly wandered in and stayed for 
30 minutes or longer.


To this day, I distinctly recall the spiritual energy of that candle; so 
incredible, yet totally invisible. I just knew someone wonderful, kind, loving 
and safe was calling out to me. 


I was interested; very interested… 


But as I endured more beatings, I got more overweight. Finally my mother 
had enough and took me to the doctor where I was given a strict diet - 
protein and vegetables only! 


That diet began to create a transformation in my body.
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MY BODY TRANSFORMED

Little did I know - the most amazing retribution story awaited me in high 
school just a few years later.


I began to experience unprecedented growth pains.  Muscles that I could 
never get to grow suddenly exploded out of my body. Bones creaked in 
the night and I cried for my mother because of the pain. In 18 Months I 
grew almost 12 inches taller.


I remember walking into high school at the beginning of my senior year. I 
am not kidding. Many of the popular kids, the beautiful people - they had 
no idea who I was!


It was amazing!  Popular kids that ignored me would just start talking to 
me and inviting me to hang out. Girls that always laughed at me were now 
smiling, and staring.


And bullies, who used to be so much bigger than me, I now towered over.


In 10th grade I was the shortest, weakest player on the Sophomore 
football team and so short, they had no pads that fit me. 


But by the time I started my 12 grade year (Senior) I had grown a foot 
taller, and 50 pounds of muscle replaced fat - and I earned my starting 
letter on the football team.


Life was amazing… for a while. 


And my interest in God vanished.


I had never went to a “party” in my life! No one had ever invited me. And 
no girl had ever given me the time of day. I had never drank alcohol, or 
cussed or done any drugs in my life!


Suddenly, with all this attention, and with the humungous void in my soul 
left by the years of rejection, persecution and my mother’s mental 
struggles - I just could not stop myself.
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I went to party after party! The more I went to, the more friends I made! 
The girls constantly followed me and came to talk with me, drink with me. 


My dad became concerned at my insane selfish new lifestyle. I would 
sneak out almost every night and my dad would be furious with my lack of 
respect for him and for everyone. We had shouting matches and verbal 
fights. I hated my father!


The summer of my high school graduation was a constant state of 
drinking, pranks, risking my life and the lives of others. I was pulled over 
many times by the police and given three speeding tickets in 60 days. I 
went to jail overnight for having open alcohol in my car.


I went to a river park where people would ride down the river in huge inner 
tubes. I remember one time drinking so much by the time we got to the 
worst part of the rapids, I had passed out and my face was under water for 
many minutes.


Someone pulled me to safety at the shore - and I drove everyone home 2 
hours away!

When it got home, I laid in my bed and I remember looking up at the 
ceiling and it was spinning so fast - I had to hold on to both sides of my 
bed with all my might.


As I laid there - spinning wildly… I had this thought - “Is this my purpose in 
life? There has to be more than this.”


It got to the place where - I couldn’t go to a party without passing out from 
alcohol abuse in the first 60 minutes of arriving. I would wake up and do 
things so dumb, to this day I have vague memories of running in peoples 
homes and driving across the state and doing things I promised myself I 
never ever would. I actually lost many great friends because, I was out of 
control.


 I was looking to risk my life as much as possible. 


The truth is, after my girlfriend at the time who partied with me suddenly 
without warning broke up with me.


The devastation was beyond my ability to handle.
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And so all I knew to do, was drink to get drunk, pass out, and then wake 
up in a drunken stupor of wild adventures that were about to take my life; 
literally.


MY MOTHER  BECAME A CHRISTIAN.

But my mother and my Grandma were praying hard for me. She was 
always praying. She was always giving me cards with Bible sayings. She 
was the real deal. Something incredible had happened to her in her spirit. 
She was always talking about the love of God and praising Jesus in for 
everything. 


I would have loved to had what she had. But I had no idea how to get it.


What I didn’t know then was, my parents had asked my grandmother to 
literally pray for my soul. And she did. 
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HORROR and THE DEVIL

In my loneliness as a young teen, I became seriously seduced to horror. I 
am not proud to admit this. But it is the truth.


There came a time when I began to experience manifestations of spirits 
and demonic entities. In fact, at certain times in the night, I would see a 
dark shape standing by my bedside! It was so scary I was afraid to wake 
up in the middle of the night.


I would sometimes yell at the voices I would hear. My mother or father 
would hear me and come into my bedroom to see what was going on.


Horror at that time absolutely skyrocketed in movies and music. It seemed 
like every other movie, and heavy metal rock song was about the devil or 
hell or something in that vein.


What I didn’t realize was - I was opening a door that was controlling me 
more and more.


I recall one time my grandma visited our home and so my mother had her 
stay in my room. Well my room was covered in rock music posters, various 
levels of demonic pictures and even some horror pictures.


MY GRANDMOTHER taught not 1 but 2 Bible studies in her church. She 
studied the Bible for hours every day in preparation for her bible study 
groups. She was charismatic. She was beautiful. She was full of light all 
over her head.


Sometimes I would stare at her picture and just feel this peace. Peace.


My name JEFF actually literally means “Peace” and I found out quick - 
thats all I have ever really wanted in life, but experienced less and less as I 
drank more and listened to music that drew me to darkness.
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THE NIGHT WHERE EVERYTHING ENDED, AND 
STARTED

One night during the winter of my first year in college, my best friend and I 
went to a hotel for the night. We had no “immoral” plans; other than just 
watching the heavyweight boxing match on the pay-per-view box in our 
hotel room while we drank enough to get drunk and fall asleep for the 
night.


I recall drinking a pretty dangerous mixture of alcohol, and then another 
and another until I passed out.


When I came to - I had somehow fallen to the floor and twisted the shower 
curtain around my body like a burrito.  I had thrown up on myself. And I 
can tell you, it wasn’t a pretty sight.


My best friend was standing over me pointing in my face laughing hard. I 
started laughing back at him and here we are both in this crazy, sleazy 
motel room - boozed and confused, laughing uncontrollably at each other. 
He is pointing at me - this human “burrito” I made of myself with the torn 
shower curtain.


And behind my friend, I see the motel room coffee table with a phone on 
the flat top, and next to it, sat a Bible.


What I heard next is 100% true - I am not exaggerating one bit:


I heard A VOICE. Now I don’t believe it was “audible” or my friend would 
have heard it too.


And on top of that - I am totally drunk! How in the world I heard this, I will 
never know. But I heard these words speak to my heart as if it was a 
trumpet blast: 


“Jeff. If you give your life to me tonight, I will give you a great life, I will 
give you blessings and do amazing things… but if you do not give me 
your life tonight - YOU ARE HEADED FOR DESTRUCTION.” 
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And then complete silence.


I thought about that phrase “headed for destruction” for a split second. I 
knew I was headed for destruction because I was almost tempting death. I 
should have died at least 3 times the summer before.


This was the truth. I was headed for destruction! 


I was in a depressed hopelessness, mixed with a very disturbing spiritual 
battle with voices constantly telling me to take another bigger risk, or a 
more dangerous risk.


And my laugh instantly left my face. I was sober 100%. I now had a look of 
terror and conviction all over my face to the point to where my friend said 
“What in the world is wrong with you all of the sudden.”


And I heard my voice answer, with a tone similar to a zombie from Walking 
Dead -


“I need to go home and tell my dad everything I’ve done this past year.”


My friend’s jaw fell to the floor. “Huh? What did you say?”


“I gotta go home and see my dad.”


I got up at once - grabbed my things, throw the torn shower curtain in the 
tub, wiped the dried vomit off my shirt, and drove home.
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FROM ENEMIES TO BEST FRIENDS

When I got home, my dad looked at me and said, “What in the world 
happened to you last night?”


Now understand - my dad and I hated each other. Well, I had actual hate in 
my heart.  He was just exasperated with his oldest son, whom he once s 
proud of, only now to see me causing him, my mother, and many others 
grief and emotional pain.


For the next hour, I shared story after story with my dad, hiding nothing. 


I told him plenty for 60 minutes. 


And then I blew his mind when I told him I had decided to do every single 
thing that this strange new voice was telling me to do. (Now I know, it was 
the Holy Spirit.) I was now following God, but not like a priest, or pope, or 
pastor. In fact, I was fairly confused about the details.


I just knew this - I was going to seek to follow a new Master, and no longer 
do things my way. My way had nearly killed me. My way is what the devil 
wanted. My way was self destruction. 


My dad asked the most amazing question next: “So what do we do now?” 
I could not believe he said “WE”


He didn’t say, “What are you gonna do?” It was almost like, my personal 
revival sparked something inside of his heart too.


I told him “Well all I know is I gave my life to God. I’m doing what he wants 
me to do now. But I need to find a place where others have made the 
same decision.”


Now this is kinda funny… but I used to watch preachers on TV Sunday 
morning to help me get over my hangover from the night before. And my 
favorite preacher to watch was “Jimmy Swaggart.” He was very 
entertaining. He would truly come on fire during his messages. I would 
honestly feel warm inside. 
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Since I knew of nobody else who was “following God” that was my age, I 
was desperate to find a new church. I heard Jimmy talk about his 
denomination “Assemblies of God” and thought - maybe that is my place?


I told my dad I needed to find an Assemblies of God church somewhere. I 
thought there was likely not one Assemblies of God church in the entire 
state of Minnesota.


But my dad got on the phone. He found an Assemblies of God church just 
a few miles from where we lived! The pastor of that church agreed to meet 
with me, and the rest, as they say, was history.
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FROM ‘SAVED’ TO ‘CALLED’ 

I ended up attending that tiny little Assemblies of God church for five 
years. 


During the first year, the youth pastor reached out to me, connected me 
into the youth group. And I had a wonderful year of fellowship, learning, 
sharing life together with this small but strong congregation of "Jesus 
Freaks” just like me! Ha ha


Then, the Senior Pastor decided to personally disciple me. I couldn’t 
believe it! He not only taught me the basics of my Christian walk, but he 
felt I had a call to pastor. I did too, at times. But it just seemed too much, 
too soon. He never came out and told me that until later, when I knew that 
I knew that I knew.


Eventually after 1 year, he asked me to be an intern pastor under his 
mentorship. It was a year later and now, I just felt ready!


Can you believe that! Here I was, just 19 years old, still not even 20 and I 
was an intern pastor!


And as I began to grow as a pastor-in-training, I remember the first sermon 
I ever gave. 


I had invited my mom and dad, but never really thought they would 
actually come to my “lively church” to hear me preach. But sure enough - I 
looked out and saw my dad from the pulpit while I gave a very 
unimpressive sermon as best I could.


But that didn’t matter.


Because you see, dad was crying. I never knew him to cry. In fact, I can’t 
ever recall seeing him cry. But that day, while I preached, I looked at him, 
and he was crying.


I wonder what he was thinking? I can’t imagine what it must have been like 
to see his crazy, rebellious, disrespectful, irresponsible, self destructive, 
alcohol-addicted son - less than 18 months later - PREACHING A 
SERMON ON A STAGE!
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This is truly amazing, astonishing, beyond belief!


A few months later, a miracle that I would never ever had dreamed, 
became a reality. My dad tasked me, “Jeff. What time does your church 
service start? I think were gonna switch over to your church.” 


And sure enough, my mother, and father and two brothers walked into that 
church and then a few months later, all of them got baptized together with 
me watching!


How can I explain to you, the amazing grace, how sweet the sound, that 
saved a wretch like me, and saved my crazy but wonderful brothers, my 
struggling but courageous mother, and my new BFF dad?!?!


I can’t! It is too amazing for words! Praise The Lord!
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HELLO, HOLY SPIRIT!

The fact is, those 18 months, I attended church 3 times a week, I entered 
Bible college and began to seek whatever God had next for my life.


The summer of my internship - I had a SECOND EPIC EXPERIENCE WITH 
THE HOLY SPIRIT!!!


I was praying, seeking God that summer, to figure out what kind of 
ministry He had for me. I was feeling in my gut that he was calling me to 
be a youth minister. But I doubted it. I still had all those old voices, those 
painful memories of abuse and rejection by teenagers.


How could I now become a minister to these kinds of teens?


It was the middle of a hot June day. I drove to a 4-way stop with a series 
of train-tracks .

I was listening to a Christian radio program. There was very few back then. 
It wasn’t the most amazing program in the world, but this day they had a 
“Christian Rock Expert” on the show who was talking about the evils of 
“Satanic rock music.”


Well I sure knew about that.


And he played this song that was really about the temptations of 
Hollywood, fame, the music industry - it was called HOTEL CALIFORNIA 
by one of my all-time favorite bands - The Eagles.


This expert shared about the message in this song, and how the enemy 
was using the very temptations sung about in it to literally corrupt my 
generation, and soon - the generation following it.


I had heard that song hundreds of times. I was always very uneasy with 
this song. I do think it has a darkness to it. But also, there is a ironic truth 
within it.


But I had never heard THAT, until this moment.
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Suddenly, while I was still at that 4-way stop, my car filled with a Presence 
so powerful, so pure and so palpable, that I couldn’t keep my eyes open. I 
pulled the car over to the right shoulder, so others could drive past me.


And for a half hour, I cried and sobbed and heard that same voice - now 
say this:


“JUST AS YOU, AND ALL YOUR FRIENDS, WERE SEDUCED, 
TEMPTED and CORRUPTED with the same things talked about in this 
song, I am sending YOU TO SEEK, REACH and DELIVER young 
people from sin, deception, corruption and spiritual death with my 
Gospel, my Power, and my Spirit! I am calling you to this path! This is 
the calling I have for you! This is your life mission and work!” 

I was absolutely undone. 


When I shared this experience with my senior pastor, he just smiled, 
hugged me, and said: ‘I know you are. I know. But you needed to hear 
God for you. You needed to know that you know that you know He has 
called you to minister to youth.”
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MINISTRY - HIS WAY

The first young person I ever led to Christ was a 16-year old Satanist. He 
was adopted from an African country by some former hippies of the 1970’s 
who wanted to give hope to some children who had none, by adopting 
them and raising them.


I knew of this family and these two African kids for many years. They lived 
very close to us. In fact they would often play with us three boys during 
weekday afternoons.


Really, they were just teenagers, to me. I invited them to that church that 
my dad and family now attended with me.


The younger one, (who I found out later was a practicing black magic 
Satanist) at the time I called him and invited him to a Christian concert with 
our church - accepted my invitation! And when it came time for people to 
decide to make Jesus lord of their lives, this kid went forward!


It was amazing! After that meeting, I drove him to his house. I can still 
remember this like it was yesterday. I heard God say…


 “Three times a week. Three Years.” 

I knew exactly what God was asking me to do. Honestly, I was 20, I was 
just getting started with my life and was beyond busy starting ministry 
classes at a new college in the fall. I didn’t want to agree to this kind of 
responsibility so soon.


But I knew I had to obey. I had agreed to make Jesus Lord OF all. I once 
heard: “Either Jesus is Lord OF all, or he is not Lord AT all.”


For the next 3 years, I picked this kid up for church on Sunday morning, 
Sunday evening, and Wednesday night. This season went almost to the 
day - Three years. I moved to another city after that.


But during those three years, I learned what love was. I learned what it 
meant to disciple someone. I learned how to care for someone who at 
times, wanted out of this new, yet difficult life and to go back to his black 
magic days.
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But he kept pushing. I kept pushing him. But mostly I just loved him and 
spent time. Hours and hours and hours and meetings, trips, retreats, camp 
outs, outreaches.


I showed this kid how to share the Gospel with someone else. I prayed 
with him. We prayed together.


And then he led his first convert to Christ - another Satanist like him! And 
then both of those guys started a ministry to Satanists, and a third Satanist 
converted and soon we had half dozen former Satanists now following 
Jesus and spreading his love everywhere they could!


It was incredible.


I eventually moved to another city where I got my first position out of 
ministry school. I watched Jesus do more, and more, and more of the 
same - winning young people to Christ, sometimes the worst people make 
the best Christians, I found. How ironic!
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20 YEARS IN MINISTRY

Since that time… I have been a full-time minister for over 20 years, and 
have served in 7 churches. I have personally mentored 20 plus youth 
pastors during my career. I have seen God bring hundreds and thousands 
of young people like these kids to Christ either directly or indirectly.


I have watched Jesus transform other lives very much like mine.


I have watched many demons come out of people who had allowed 
darkness in their lives in the past. I have seen young people filled with the 
Holy Spirit just like me, and suddenly they had such joy, love, freedom and 
power to witness for Jesus. I have seen young people receive the call to 
forsake it all for Jesus and become a minister, or missionary to places all 
over the earth!


I could literally write 100 books about all the people that have experienced 
spiritual transformation from Jesus through my life and ministry. 


And to think, none of this would have happened if I had said “No” or 
“Wait” to God that night when I heard him call my name. To think that he 
spoke so clearly to me while I was drunk and on the floor.


If he ever speaks to you, please, do not push Him aside. Do not turn away, 
or say in your heart “Oh, I can do that tomorrow.”


I truly believe that there are a handful of moments in this life, where God 
breaks through and makes a special effort to invite you to join Him in His 
plan for your life.


And I believe we can push Him away, we can deny his call to us. And 
soon, if we refuse to listen, he can simply pull back and leave us alone.


Now you might think “Oh, that would at least give me peace of mind to let 
me just do it my way.”


Had I “done life” my way, I would likely be dead.


Let me tell you what else - none of these people, potentially thousands 
and tens of thousands when you think about the lives they individually 
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touched - none of these people I led to Christ directly may have ever came 
to Christ; likely none of them!


So I ask you today. Will you say YES to Jesus? Will you take His hand in 
yours and obey? Will you allow Him to have His way in your life?


If not for yourself, will you say YES on behalf of ALL THOSE FACELESS 
PEOPLE you do not see yet, but one day, you will? Will you say YES for 
them, so they too can have their lives eternally transformed? Will you say 
YES to those who will attempt to take their lives like I was trying to do?


Or will you say No to Jesus? Will you say “NO” to all those who may only 
have a chance to say YES if you say YES, first?


It’s up to you. It’s your life. For me, the choice was EASY!


He truly is MORE THAN AMAZING! AMEN!


Jeff Saxton
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