
  
    
  


  
    From the Streets to the Screens


    A Journey of Hustle, Hope, and Hollywood Dreams


    By Rev. Timothy D. Hayes Jr.

  


  
    © 2026 by Rev. Timothy D. Hayes Jr.


    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced without written permission, except for brief quotations in books and critical reviews.


    For information, write to: 5511 Woodland
 Kansas City, MO 64110
 Attention: Pastor Hayes


    Be sure to grab a copy of The Process of Finding Myself Again, Don’t Snap—God Has Your Back, and Tim’s 4 T’s: Take Time to Think, and more from Pastor Hayes.


    First Printing: April 19, 2026


    Cover Design: Royal Touch Partnership
 Interior Design: Hasibul Hasan
 Editor: Purple Books Publishing Company

  


  
    Dedication


    This one’s for every Black boy who grew up between gunshots and guidance counselors…


    For the ones who drew pictures instead of pulling triggers…


    For the ones who got called “troubled” when they were really just tired.


    And to every “King” trying to turn pain into purpose—


    This story belongs to you.


    Also my name sake T3
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    To my family, my church, and my city—you are my foundation.


    To the ones still in the struggle: keep sketching. Keep pushing.


    And to every young brother who feels unseen, unheard, or misunderstood—this book was written with your name on it.

  


  
    Introduction


    “Everybody got a story. I just chose to write mine in ink instead of blood.”


    I didn’t grow up with a silver spoon—I grew up with plastic forks, food stamps, and a whole lot of frustration. I know what it’s like to sit on the edge of your bed with a notebook in one hand and pain in the other. I’ve been that boy with questions in his head and no father in the house to answer ‘em. I’ve been that kid kicked out of class not because I was dumb, but because nobody cared to ask what I was going through.


    This book ain’t no fairy tale. It’s not sugarcoated. It’s real. It’s raw. It’s the kind of story you don’t read in textbooks—you live it. And too many of us have.


    From the Streets to the Screens is the journey of a young man named King—a boy born into brokenness but built for greatness. His home life was hell. His school life was a struggle. But he had a gift: he saw the world in scenes. He didn’t need a camera—he had his drawings. He didn’t need a crew—he had his composition books. And every time life tried to write him off, he wrote himself back in.


    This ain’t just a story about surviving the hood. This is about flipping the script.


    It’s about a boy who could’ve been a statistic, but instead became a storyteller. A kid who documented his trauma and turned it into triumph. From gang zones to movie zones. From barbershop debates to Hollywood stages. This book walks you through that entire grind—ups, downs, setbacks, and setups.


    If you reading this right now, I already know something about you.


    You’re searching for more. Maybe you’re in the struggle. Maybe you’re raising somebody who is. Or maybe you just need a reminder that where you start ain’t where you gotta finish.


    This is for every young brother in the system.


    For the ones pushing past poverty.


    For the sisters trying to raise kings in chaos.


    For the ones who feel forgotten, overlooked, underestimated.


    This story is your story.


    It’s King’s story.


    It’s our story.


    Let’s turn the page and start this journey—from the streets… to the screens.

  


  
    Chapter 1: 
Broken Cribs, Buried Dreams


    “Before I ever dreamed of being on a screen, I was tryna survive the scenes inside my house.”


    The first sound King ever learned to fear was silence.


    Not the kind of silence that brought peace, but the kind that meant something was about to pop off. That deep, hollow stillness after two adults finish yelling, before something gets thrown. That eerie quiet when you realize the yelling stopped because someone walked out — and this time, they might not come back.


    King was seven when his life split in half. Before that, home had already been rocky, but at least it had two parents under the same roof. Even if they didn’t talk, even if the tension was thick enough to cut with a kitchen knife, at least there was a rhythm to the chaos. Arguments at night, cold mornings, bills late, lights on—then off—then on again. He learned to read emotions like street signs. When mama wore her headwrap tight, stay out the way. When pops came in already angry, go to your room and keep your mouth shut.


    But that night?


    That night rewrote everything.


    It started with a slap. Loud and sharp, like a gunshot against drywall. King was sitting in the hallway, knees pulled to his chest, a half-finished drawing in his lap. He had just learned how to shade buildings with a pencil tip and was sketching the corner store from memory. The one with the bulletproof glass and always-expired candy.


    Then he heard it.


    “You think you gon’ just walk out on your family?”


    Mariah Hayes’ voice had power in it when she was mad. She wasn’t one of those soft-spoken mothers. She was steel with skin, and even in the dark, her words hit like fists. But Timothy Sr. didn’t back down. He never did. His voice was deep, slow, and mean — the kind of voice that made threats sound like promises.


    “You ain’t my warden. I’m tired of this, ‘Riah. All of it.”


    King heard drawers opening. Bags zipping. The back door unlocking.


    He tiptoed to the kitchen entrance and peeked just in time to see his father’s silhouette leave into the night, duffle in hand. No goodbye. No hug. No look back.


    Just like that, the man who taught him how to ride a bike, who told him “real men don’t cry,” and who once promised to take him to a Chiefs game… disappeared.


    That night, King slept under the kitchen table. Not ‘cause it was comfortable. But because that was the only place in the house where the light didn’t flicker, and the heat still worked.


    ——————————————————————————


    Things got worse after that.


    Mariah changed. She wasn’t soft to begin with, but now the bitterness soaked through everything she did. She was a mother, but she was also now the only parent, the only paycheck, the only protector. And it wore her down. Her hugs got shorter. Her patience evaporated. Her voice stayed sharp. Sometimes she’d be loving — make him eggs and toast on Saturdays, dance to old Mary J. songs while cleaning. But other days? She’d shut down completely. No words. No dinner. Just smoke and silence.


    Bills piled up like bad memories. The gas was shut off for almost two weeks in the middle of winter. King learned to boil water in the microwave and pour it into the tub just to get halfway warm. He kept a hoodie on even in the house. He learned to stop asking for things. Shoes too small? Suck it up. Need pencils for school? Use the broken ones. Everybody else brought lunchables. King had syrup sandwiches wrapped in foil.


    His sisters, Keisha and Nia, were older and barely around. Keisha stayed at her boyfriend’s house most nights. Nia, seventeen and already burned out on family, spent her nights on FaceTime with dudes who drove Chargers and lied about having jobs.


    So King stayed quiet.


    He started drawing more.


    That became his therapy. A blank page didn’t judge him. It didn’t call him soft. It didn’t ask questions. It just waited — patient and open.


    At first, he drew what he saw. Mama’s cigarette tray on the window ledge. The stove with the broken dial. A drawing of the house from the outside — the roof cracked, the paint peeling, a broken front step.


    Then he started drawing what he felt.


    One picture was of a little boy


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  




  
    Closing Message


    If you made it to this page, I want you to know something:
 You didn’t just finish a book — you walked through a battlefield of pain, hope, and purpose.


    King’s story is not just fiction.
 It’s a mirror. A metaphor. A message for every young Black man trying to turn chaos into calling, and trauma into testimony.


    This book was born out of the streets I survived.
 It’s laced with the same confusion I wrestled with as a kid who grew up between broken homes and broken systems.
 But it’s also filled with the same fire that pushed me to preach, to write, and to dream.


    From the Streets to the Screens is more than entertainment.


    It’s a blueprint.


    It’s proof that you can make it out without selling out.
 That your notebook, your journal, your voice, your scars — all of it matters.


    Some of y’all reading this might still be in survival mode.


    Some of you might be raising a King of your own.


    Some of you might be one decision away from giving up.


    But I came to tell you:
 Your story ain’t over.


    If you’re still breathing, you’re still building.


    If you’re still hurting, you’re still healing.


    And if they’re still doubting, you’re still rising.


    Keep writing. Keep fighting.
 And don’t stop until your truth hits the screen.


    I’ll see you in the sequel.


    — Pastor Timothy Hayes Jr.
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