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BEFORE THE BREAKTHROUGH

A Memoir by Jorge Lebron

Chapter One

The Years Nobody Saw

I used to think successful people woke up different.

Like maybe they opened their eyes already certain of who they were. Maybe the world made space for them automatically. Maybe opportunities found them before fear did.

That wasn’t my life.

My life felt like standing in the middle of unfinished versions of myself.

One week I wanted out of every job I ever had. The next week I was convinced I was one idea away from changing my entire future. I carried ambition and exhaustion in the same body. Some mornings I woke up feeling unstoppable. Other mornings I couldn’t even explain my own plans without sounding crazy.

I lived inside contradiction.

I wanted stability, but I hated feeling trapped.

I wanted success, but I was terrified of wasting my life chasing something that would never happen.

And somehow, in the middle of all that confusion, George Mars was born.

Not as a company at first.

More like a survival mechanism.

A name I created for the version of me that still believed there had to be something bigger waiting out there.

Because deep down, I always felt disconnected from normal life.

People around me seemed comfortable accepting routines that made me feel like I was suffocating. Wake up. Clock in. Repeat. Smile through it. Wait for weekends. Wait for retirement. Wait for permission to finally become yourself.

I tried.

God knows I tried.

I worked jobs that looked respectable on paper. I learned systems. Rules. Policies. Scripts. Deadlines. Professional voices. I sat in fluorescent lighting pretending I wasn’t slowly disappearing inside my own head.

The strange thing about survival jobs is that they don’t usually kill your body first.

They kill your imagination.

And mine was always too loud.

Even when I was broke, even when I was stressed, even when people probably thought I was unrealistic, my brain kept building worlds.

Songs.

Stories.

Visuals.

Concepts.

Albums.

Movie scenes that didn’t exist yet.

Characters walking through fictional cities.

Entire emotional universes living inside unfinished notes on my phone.

Music became the one place where my mind felt free.

I wasn’t trying to become famous at first. I was trying to feel alive.

That’s the part people misunderstand.

Sometimes creativity isn’t ambition.

Sometimes it’s oxygen.

There were nights I stayed awake staring at cover art concepts like they were escape routes. Nights I replayed unfinished demos imagining crowds that didn’t exist yet. Nights I uploaded songs wondering if maybe this would finally be the moment something changed.

Most of the time, nothing happened.

No viral explosion.

No life-changing call.

No magical discovery story.

Just silence.

That silence can mess with you.

Especially now, when everybody online looks successful all the time.

You start comparing your unfinished life to everyone else’s highlight reel. You watch people your age buying houses, getting married, building careers, posting vacation photos while you’re sitting there trying to figure out whether your dream is genius or delusion.

I felt that pressure constantly.

There were moments I genuinely questioned myself.

What if everyone was right?

What if this was all a waste of time?

What if I was building castles out of smoke?

But then something strange would happen.

A song idea would hit me.

A lyric would land perfectly.

A visual would suddenly appear in my mind like a movie trailer from another universe.

And for a few minutes, I could breathe again.

That feeling became addictive.

Not fame.

Possibility.

Because possibility is dangerous once you’ve tasted it.

Once you start imagining a different life, it becomes hard to fully return to the old one.

That’s what nobody tells you about dreams.

They ruin your ability to settle.

And mine kept growing larger.

George Mars stopped feeling like just an artist name. It became a world. A signal. A reminder that maybe I wasn’t crazy for wanting more from life than survival.

Every planet has a sound.

I wrote that phrase one day almost casually, but it stayed with me because it felt bigger than music. Bigger than branding.

It felt like identity.

Like every person carries a frequency the world either hears or ignores.

I started wondering what happens to people whose frequency never gets understood.

Maybe that’s why I related so deeply to unfinished things.

Unreleased songs.

Half-written books.

Ideas nobody believed in yet.

They felt honest.

Because I was unfinished too.

And maybe that’s what this memoir really is.

Not the story of someone who already made it.

The story of someone trying not to disappear before they do.
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Chapter Two

Florida Heat

There’s a specific kind of exhaustion that comes from feeling stuck in Florida traffic while your entire future is fighting inside your head.

People who’ve never lived there imagine beaches.

Vacation.

Palm trees.

Theme parks.

Sunshine.

But there’s another Florida too.

The endless apartment complexes.

The heat radiating off parking lots.

The feeling that everybody is trying to survive three jobs at once.

Tourists spending money while locals calculate gas prices in their heads.

That was the version I knew best.

Some days Orlando felt magical.

Other days it felt like a waiting room I couldn’t escape.

I drove through the city constantly imagining alternate versions of my life. I’d pass luxury apartments downtown and wonder what kind of person lived there. Someone successful probably. Someone certain. Someone whose dreams had already become real enough to pay rent.

Meanwhile, I was building imaginary empires from my phone.

Songs.

Logos.

Album concepts.

Business ideas.

Entire futures stitched together with Wi-Fi and desperation.

And the craziest part?

I actually believed in them.

Not every second.

Not every day.

But enough to keep going.

That belief confused people.

Because from the outside, ambition without visible success just looks delusional.

People support dreams once results appear.

Before that, they usually call them phases.

I heard every version of it.

“You should focus on something stable.”

“You think too big.”

“You’re doing too much.”

“Everybody wants to be famous.”

But they never understood what I was really chasing.

It wasn’t just fame.

It was freedom.

Freedom from feeling trapped inside systems that made me feel replaceable.

I remember sitting at jobs staring at computer screens while entire songs played in my head. I’d pretend to pay attention while mentally directing music videos. Sometimes I’d open notes on my phone during breaks just to write lyrics before they disappeared.

That became my real life.

Everything else felt temporary.

And yet temporary things still controlled me.

Bills.

Schedules.

Applications.

Interviews.

Rules.

Performance metrics.

Supervisors who talked to adults like malfunctioning robots.

I learned how quickly a person can lose themselves trying to survive.

Especially when you’re creative.

Creative people don’t only carry responsibilities.

They carry invisible worlds nobody else can see.

That becomes heavy after a while.

Because you start feeling split in half.

One side of you is trying to survive reality.

The other side is trying to protect the dream.

I lived in that split constantly.

There were moments I almost gave up completely. Moments where I thought maybe adulthood was just accepting disappointment quietly. Maybe everybody secretly hated their lives and learned to stop talking about it.

But every time I tried to become “realistic,” something inside me fought back.

A melody.

A story idea.

A visual concept.

A title that sounded too powerful to ignore.

House of Regret.

Open Seas.

Dangerous Hearts.

The Walls of the Alchemist.

The ideas kept arriving like transmissions from another life.

I started noticing something strange too:

The harder life became, the more creative I got.

Pain sharpened everything.

Loneliness made me observant.

Failure made me reflective.

Fear made me imaginative.

I could walk through an ordinary parking lot and suddenly see an entire movie scene in my head. A random conversation at a gas station could become a lyric. A bad night could become an album concept by morning.

Creation became the only thing transforming suffering into something useful.

That’s why I kept doing it even when nobody cared yet.

People think artists create because they’re confident.

A lot of us create because we’re trying to survive ourselves.

And maybe that’s why I became obsessed with building worlds.

Because the real world often felt too small for what I carried inside me.

George Mars wasn’t just music anymore.

It became proof that I still existed underneath all the pressure.

A version of me that wasn’t completely defeated yet.

Even if the streams were low.

Even if the money wasn’t there.

Even if nobody understood the vision yet.

The dream stayed alive.

Barely sometimes.

But alive.

And looking back now, I think that was the real beginning of everything.

Not success.

Persistence.
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