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Nothing can stop a woman determined to succeed.It took Lakia “Kanei” Taylor over twenty years
to find her voice. The former exotic dancer opens up about the painful twists and turns that led
her away from the rough streets of Chester, Pennsylvania, to a successful career and blissful life
in Houston.Taylor writes her memoir for all women who know there are times one must do what’s
necessary to survive. In She Dreams In Color, the reader is transported into the world of a
woman who spent years in search of true love and acceptance while trying to save her
tormented soul. The book is an homage to women from all walks of life who fight to find purpose
and claim the life they deserve (sometimes at great personal sacrifice).The gifted author serves
up a generous portion of reality, a truth seasoned to perfection. Taylor vividly recounts
experiences that expose the sting of betrayal, explore the complex relationship between parent
and child, and reveal her deep desire to find the “one.” Her narrative is an open and honest
account of what it’s like to want more from the people who matter to us most.She Dreams In
Color is told with a fearless passion that captures the spirit of the times; women are no longer
bound by constructs set by old-school societal pretexts. Author Lakia Taylor’s story gives every
generation a bold, transparent new voice that reminds the world that women are strong,
courageous, driven, and unstoppable.
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to write this foreword. I understand this is an odd disclosure from the person actually writing the
foreword, but I need to be honest here.As an author who has written his fair share of books, I
appreciate the attention writers put into their work. The creative process can be painstaking and
time-consuming. In the case of memoirs, there is an added dimension of strain. Every
recollection is a potential portal to revisited heartache, fear, and darkness. Glimmers of hope
and happiness certainly can-and often do- exist in biographies. However, the life of Lakia “Kanei”
Taylor, as told in “She Dreams in Color,” is short on the latter.Kanei sought my advice and
feedback throughout the writing of the book. I was aware of the endless nights and the bouts of
sadness and depression that plagued her as she recounted her troubled upbringing. I knew she
struggled with the thought of exposing the particulars of her past, details that would one day lay
her life bare for all the world to see. Watching a dear friend gather broken fragments of her life
and try to piece them together in ways that might one day (she hoped) serve some purpose is
not an undertaking for the faint of heart.No matter how strong you are, how level-headed, how
pragmatic, it takes a special kind of tolerance to hear about people’s personal misfortune. No
one I know chooses to bear witness to another person’s suffering. Moreover, imagine the
audaciousness of any person who believes- even for a moment- that they are qualified to form
an opinion about how someone conveyed their truth. Faced with this challenge, you can see why
writing the opening chapter was a decision that required very careful deliberation.I wondered if I
could do the remarkable work she created justice. I can understand women, empathize, and
console them, but I obviously have no experience being one. And this book is one of the most
prolific examples of what it means to be a woman. And not just any woman; one intent on finding
peace, freedom, love, self-respect, identity, confidence, and redemption. What familiarity did I
have with women's sensibilities, other than being a friend to some, husband to one, and father
(or father figure) to a cherished few?The question weighed heavily on my heart.I finally realized
that if I chose not to honor Kanei’s request, I would be another man in a string of men who failed
her miserably. During one of the most critical moments in her journey, I was poised to be another



roadblock. If I walked away and gave in to my reluctance, every disappointment, betrayal, and
loss chronicled in “She Dreams in Color” would resurface. In some way, however small, I could
help Kanei break the cycle that tried to break her. Ironically, this is precisely why she shared her
life story. She found her voice. She became fearless. She found her purpose. In doing so, she
was inspired to compose her narrative to inspire women. She chose to encourage ladies from all
walks of life to find strength in their journey and believe they can break their cycle of pain, abuse,
addiction, and heartache.“She Dreams in Color” comes at a perfect time. Society is wading
through the ripples left behind after the historic fourth wave of the women’s movement began
sometime around 2012. This phase of feminism focuses mainly on women’s empowerment.
Meanwhile, greater gender equality and the constructs that question gendered norms and
highlight the marginalization of women in society define the crux of the movement in its current
form. Women are facing topical issues directly. Many are blazing a trail and planting permanent
footprints.As I write this, I am watching history in the making. President Joseph R. Biden has just
nominated Judge Ketanji Brown Jackson to become the 116th Associate Justice of the United
States Supreme Court. President Biden boldly set the stage for the first Black woman to serve
on the highest court in the federal judiciary of the U.S.During her testimony before the Senate
Judiciary Committee, Black women especially were activated and energized by her strength and
conviction. Many were empathetic as they watched a jurist with an exemplary education,
unassailable background, and exceptional legal credentials weather politically-charged attacks
on her record. Judge Jackson never faltered. I cheered for her because she represented friends,
loved ones, my daughters, my wife. She represented all the important women in my life who had
experienced this kind of blatant contempt and persevered. Make no mistake, their courage and
honor will make it easier for those who follow to step into the treads left behind.As a motivational
speaker and guest lecturer at schools across the country, I’ve encountered Gen Zers who
astonish me with their awareness of the issues they face. They are ready, fearless, and
represent the promise of the future. I watch them galvanize, join forces, band together. I am
heartened to witness a spirit of solidarity, empowerment, and leadership that opens the door for
authors like Kanei to reveal so much of themselves without fear of judgment or repercussions. I
long to see more women (especially young women) break chains of subjugation, inequality,
marginalization, disrespect, abuse, addiction, trafficking, sexual attacks, and violence.To her
credit, Kanei has singlehandedly won many physical and mental “battles.” She’s literally
emerged bloodied, battered, and bruised and is still standing. After reading her book, you will
find she has earned the support she’s already receiving. While there will be those who criticize
or turn their nose up because their story does not resemble hers, she declares, unabashedly,
that she is unfazed. The fact she neither needs nor acknowledges anyone’s validation is the
greatest freedom. It took a great deal for Kanei to reach this level of maturity and self-love. If
her story resonates with one woman, or she can show one man why his actions matter, she can
safely (and proudly) say, her journey was not in vain.To you, the reader, I say enjoy (and take full
advantage of) the life-changing experience you are about to delve into. Let me be the first to



congratulate you on taking this important step toward a new, improved, empowered mindset.
Carlos WallaceAuthor, Life Is Not Complicated, You ArePrologueI was falling. Gripped with fear,
I began flailing my arms and legs wildly as I plunged toward the earth.I vaguely remembered
watching videos of people skydiving. I would say to myself, “Man, that must be so exhilarating!”It
wasn’t.There is no sense of freedom, no thrill whatsoever in a freefall you did not initiate or
consent to.Seconds earlier, a hard, brutal shove lifted me several inches off a rooftop. Or was it a
punch? Before I realized what was happening, I fell back into dark open space and was airborne.
His hands pushed my shoulders so hard I gasped. The sudden gulp of arctic January air chilled
the lining of my chest. My scream caught in my throat; my eyes, wide, terrified, stared up at the
hulking figure leaning over the edge of the building I was just standing on. The look on his face
was haunting. Was he smiling?I could see rage in his dark brown eyes. The specks of red and
orange scattered throughout his iris flickered like glitter. It was as if his eyes were tiny bonfires.
How odd was it that, at that moment, the colors seemed so beautiful to me?I used to wonder if
you feel anything when you’re seconds from death. Do you hear people or certain sounds? I
mean, since I did not have any first-hand knowledge (until now), I only speculated about what
the experience must be like.I remember having that dream many people have, the one where I
was falling; what is that called? Hypnic jerk, I think. I’m not sure why I even knew that. I
experienced some kind of out-of-body experience during the dream, similar to what we see on
television or in the movies. I saw myself floating above my body, my arms full because I was
holding my soul, dreams, memories. I pressed them against my shadow-like figure as I waited to
complete my transition. Only I, Lakia Dill, would cross over to the other side weighed down with
emotional “baggage.” As I drifted further away from everything that “was,” I looked down at the
doomed figure.In my dream, I died. As I observed my motionless body, I felt gratitude. I was
grateful that I didn’t have to take the pain and unhappiness that led to my death where I was
going (wherever that may be). It was a peaceful journey. That’s almost funny. Peace? It figures I
would finally find refuge in death.I was falling faster. I counted the floors as I passed every
window.35, 34, 33…I saw families sitting down to dinner. They were laughing and enjoying each
other’s company. I recognized a few of my friends. Why did they look so young?As I continued to
plummet, I saw my mom and dad through another window. Dad kneeled for salat, praying to
Allah. For me? For himself? The ritual had lost its meaning for me. Was that why I was about to
die a violent, painful death? Because I had forsaken Allah? Or, had Allah forsaken me?I caught
a glimpse of young children watching television. Me and my sisters, watching Good Times. Art
imitating life.Still plunging.I saw the couple on the fourth floor in the middle of a heated
argument. I locked eyes with the woman. Her eyes were swollen, blackened. She had the red
imprint of fingers on her neck. She looked a lot like me. Wait, it was me. I looked horrified.A few
floors down, a man was sitting on a chair looking out at the stars. I prayed he would see me and
miraculously reach out just far enough to catch me before I hit the ground. I couldn’t speak, but
my eyes pleaded with him, “Please, don’t let me fall!”It took a millisecond for me to recognize
that sneer, that scowl, those cold, violent eyes. It was my ex-boyfriend. He wouldn’t save me. He



was the one who just pushed me.I felt the cold air part as the entire weight of my body sliced
through the night sky. The whistling of the wind filled my head, and my hands grasped wildly for
something, anything to hold on to.I was not ready to die yet.Moments before impact, I heard an
odd sound, like rippling water. I turned my body, an awkward twist of my torso that sent a
shooting pain through my hips. My mouth opened. I tried to scream just in time to see the choppy
waves now inches from my face. Why is the river outside my building?My body hit what felt like
ice-cold water with such force it shifted every organ in my body and shattered every bone. At
least, that’s how it felt. It was like slamming into a brick wall at full speed. I crashed through the
waves with such velocity my limbs hyper-extended, curving in positions the human body never
intended. Water filled my nose, my ears, my mouth, my lungs. I managed a weak, hollow cry; a
muffled sound that leaked slowly out of what was left of my face.
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J Petteway, “A Must Read. Lakia did an excellent job sharing her story. It is a must read. She was
raw, open and honest. It was very well written, an easy read and it didn't take her 500 pages to
tell her story. Others will definitely be helped by her bravery to write this book. She literally takes
the reader on her life's journey. She’s a testament that one can ‘overcome’ to ‘become’. I would
not be surprised to see ‘She Dreams in Color’ on the big screen.”

full of shoes, “Very good read. When you think you know a person. My God, I use to be in awe of
Kia, but the level of respect thay I have for now. It is so amazing to see her now from what she
has had to endure. I'm ready for the next book!!”

B Brown, “A powerful story about struggle and a journey to find peace. Kia did an amazing job
writing this book! I love the rawness of it and how brave she is to put it out for everyone to read. I
can’t wait to read book 2 when it’s done.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 6 people have provided feedback.
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