
JASON MADE: An American Remix 
The story of the artist JASON MADE is a study in the potent and often contradictory forces that 
shape an American life. It is a narrative of extraordinary musical talent rooted in the sacred soil 
of the Southern Black church, of ambition forged in the shadow of scarcity, and of a profound 
reinvention that took place in the most secular of crucibles: a federal prison. His journey from a 
gifted musician in Fairhope, Alabama, to a federal inmate, and finally to a man consciously 
remaking himself and his art, reveals a foundational theme of his life: the capacity for alchemy, 
for transforming trauma and failure into a source of disciplined creation. 

His formative years in Fairhope were spent within the ecosystem of the John Robinson 
apartments, a close-knit complex of duplexes and small houses that served as a homestead for 
his extended family. The central figure of his world was his matriarchal grandmother, Sue. His 
early life was characterized by a sense of communal freedom—long summer days spent 
disappearing into the woods, riding bikes, and learning to swim via the tough-love tutelage of a 
great uncle who would toss the children from the Fairhope Pier into the Bay to teach them 
resilience. 

The true genesis of the artist occurred in the quiet of a living room, at the age of three. There, 
captivated by the sound of Michael Jackson’s “Man in the Mirror” pouring from a turntable, a 
profound and permanent shift occurred. The music felt, to his young mind, infinite. A universe of 
feeling and possibility that resonated deep within his bones. It was less a discovery and more a 
recognition of his own native language. 

That single spark landed in a world already saturated with sound, a rich and complex sonic 
inheritance that would shape his artistic DNA from the very beginning. The bedrock, always, 
was gospel. It was the intricate harmonies of The Clark Sisters, the sanctified soul of Rance 
Allen, and the modern praise of Fred Hammond heard in the pews of Christian Valley 
Missionary Baptist—sounds he didn't just hear, but inhabited. But to understand his musical 
foundation, one must understand the figure who served as the Rosetta Stone between the 
sacred and the secular: Richard Penniman. While the world knew the wild energy of Little 
Richard the rock and roll architect, Jason was also deeply moved by his early gospel 
recordings, hearing in them the explosive proof that sacred fervor and secular fire could erupt 
from the same vessel. He proved that the wail, the growl, the ecstatic cry, could belong to both 
the divine and the secular, and it was all honest music. 

This duality opened the door to the pantheon of voices that became the soundtrack to his 
youth—the velvet precision of Luther Vandross and the smoldering grace of Anita Baker defining 
a sophisticated quiet storm; the profound, melancholic genius of Donny Hathaway and the 
raw-nerve pleading of Al Green and David Ruffin providing a masterclass in vulnerability; the 
sheer life-force of Tina Turner offering a blueprint for survival. Michael Jackson and Prince 
served as archetypes, models of visionary Black artists who built entire worlds from sound. Even 
then, his palette was widening, absorbing the cool, spacious fire of Miles Davis, the raw truth in 



the storytelling of Willie Nelson, and the piano-driven genius of Ray Charles. This was the 
tapestry of sound he was born into—as complex and contradictory as the life he was destined to 
live. 

This rich internal world of sound was lived out against the very real, physical backdrop of 
Fairhope. At church, he absorbed the powerful cadences of the hymns, the energy of Deacon 
Riley rousing the choir, and the specific, soaring voices of congregants. Pastor Romie Harris, a 
pivotal mentor from the vibrant ‘Jesus Alive’ church, saw the boy’s burgeoning gift, insisted he 
learn piano, and, in a profound act of trust, gave the ten-year-old a key to the church. The empty 
sanctuary became his studio, where he moved from imitation to creation, writing his first songs 
and recording them on the church’s tape deck to sell around the neighborhood. Pastor Harris 
also provided his first job, hiring him as a "runner" for his pier-building company, where Jason 
would spend summers swimming tools and supplies out to a work barge, a job that instilled a 
powerful work ethic. 

But that world of sun-drenched freedom was irrevocably fractured one ordinary afternoon by the 
screech of tires and the brutal impact of a car. The accident left him confined for the remainder 
of the school year. It was within this crucible of stillness and pain that a new, more deliberate 
making began. His mother, on the advice of a respected church musician, brought home a 
beat-up, second-hand spinet organ. On its bench, Jason discovered the secret engine of 
progress: repetition, the discipline to make his fingers obey his mind. 

As he matured, his reputation grew, but so did his ambition. The desire to make his mark, to 
escape the financial precarity of his youth, led him down a path of compounding decisions, 
culminating in a federal conviction. Standing in a Mobile federal courthouse, sentenced to thirty 
months in federal prison, he arrived at the definitive end of something. Yet, he entered the 
facility not with a sense of finality, but with a clear mission of self-reconstruction. The prison 
chapel and its piano became his workshop, an opportunity granted by the crucial largess of 
Chaplain Dixon. He formed bonds with other inmates, including a singer and pianist called “The 
Hymnal” because of his depth of knowledge of seemingly all the hymns, and a skilled drummer 
he called “The Marshall,” who gifted him a simple spiral notebook he carried everywhere. That 
notebook became the vessel for his transformation, filled with the lyrics and melodies of more 
than forty new songs. It was through this disciplined act of creation that he adopted his new 
identity. The man who had made the mistakes was in the past; the artist he was becoming, 
forged in this crucible, would be JASON MADE. 

Since his release in 2024, he has returned to Fairhope to a life of quiet responsibility—caring for 
his mother, navigating federal probation, and leading the Path To Peace community choir he 
co-founded in 2016. The artist who has emerged from this journey now actively draws on the 
full, eclectic range of his influences, hearing the atmospheric textures of The Cocteau Twins, the 
harmonic complexities of Rufus Wainwright, and the visceral power of bands like Audioslave as 
tools to tell his own unique story. 

His ultimate ambition is no longer tied to the metrics of conventional success, but to a mission of 
connection. The goal of JASON MADE is to have a career where his songs, born from the fire of 



his experience, can find their way to an audience and serve a purpose. It is the hope that his 
music, the very tool he used to rebuild his own life, might offer a moment of recognition, solace, 
or inspiration to someone else. It is the core belief of his work that a story of profound failure can 
be transformed into a sound that helps others feel understood—a sound that proves a life is not 
defined by its collapse, but by the deliberate, painstaking, and ultimately beautiful, act of its 
remaking. 
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