Full–Circle Rainbow
By Jenetta Barry
An Inspiring Story of Love, Grief, Connection,
and Ultimate Acceptance

This Book Is Dedicated To All Those Who Are
Searching To Understand

Copyright © 2009 by Jenetta Barry
ISBN 978-0-557-14297-2

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced,
stored, or transmitted by any means – whether auditory, graphic,
mechanical, or electronic – without written permission of both
publisher and author, except in the case of brief excerpts used in
critical articles and reviews. Unauthorized reproduction of any
part of this work is illegal and is punishable by law.

Cover design and layout by Brigid Harvey

Table of Contents
Foreword.....................................................................................................i
Preface......................................................................................................iii
Chapter 1 – An Insight into Jenny..............................................................1
Chapter 2 – Coral Committal......................................................................3
Chapter 3 – A Christmas 'Message'..........................................................13
Chapter 4 – The First Requested Interaction...........................................16
Chapter 5 – The Lucid Dream..................................................................19
Chapter 6 – Nine Plus Seven....................................................................21
Chapter 7 – My Stationary Angel..............................................................25
Chapter 8 – The Rain(bows) In Spain .....................................................26
Chapter 9 – Within the Rainbow..............................................................28
Chapter 10 – A Year To The Minute.........................................................31
Chapter 11 – 'ASparrowGus’ at the Alhambra...........................................33
Chapter 12 – Back to the Beginning.........................................................35
Chapter 13 – Full-Circle Rainbow.............................................................39
Chapter 14 – Another Synchronicity.........................................................44
Chapter 15 – The Ultimate Communication............................................46
Chapter 16 – It's a Wrap...........................................................................50
Acknowledgements..................................................................................53
For Jenny..................................................................................................59
Neil’s Eulogy............................................................................................60

Chapter 6 – Nine Plus Seven

I came to during my night’s sleep, with the sound of chanting
Buddhist Monks which had been accompanied by a distinct
vision of Jenny in her smocked tartan dress, as a seven-year old
child in Kenya. For a few seconds, I had laid still to decipher
whether the music was part of what I had experienced, or
whether it had perhaps come from my sound system in another
part of the house.
Just silence.
I took a long deep breath.
This then could be another ‘sign’ from Jen...
As I lay in bed, it occurred to me that it was seven days
short of nine months since she had died and that if it had taken
nine months to form and create this beautiful human girl-child, it
had perhaps subsequently taken nine months to release her and
process that she was gone. Now she had visited me in my dreams
again. Each dream encounter had been significant. This one had
been subtle, but true to form.
I got out of my bed remembering that this particular day
was also the seventh anniversary of my having been operated on
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and diagnosed with cancer. Jen had been nine years old when
that had happened.
And now she had appeared to me as a seven-year old.
9 and 7.
9 and 7...
Why 9 and 7?
9 + 7 adds up to 16, her age when she had died ....
Adding 1 + 6 brings it down to the single digit of 7...
Not having really taken much notice of numerological
sequences before, I now found myself whilst taking my car out
the garage later that day, experiencing a further revelation – that
when taking Jen’s birthday – 25th September, the 25 adds to 7
and then combined with the 9th month of September, adds up to
16 bringing it through once again to 7.
I then thought to look at her birth year – 1989 – which
when added up is 1 + 9 + 8 + 9 = 27 bringing it to 9 when
brought to a single digit. Then adding up 25 + 9 + 1989 comes to
43 which again adds up to 7.
Then to her 16th birthday which she had celebrated two
weeks before her death.
25 + 9 + 2005 = 7, 9, 7.
My mind was now spinning. I found myself holding my
breath as I added up her date of death.
Yes! … 10+10+2005 = 2025 = 2+2+5 = 9.
Now on a roll, I decided to take the dates of the night just
passed which had brought Jen to me again, and added them up
too ... 3rd July 2006.
The final number … 3+7+2+6 = 18 equals 9.
Beginning to feel that so many coincidences meant that
these numbers would come up with anything I worked on, I got
out my car and returned to the house to further check up on the
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rest of the family's dates of birth. I found that none of their dates
produced these synchronicities.
I began pondering all this for several days, until on
Monday 10th July 2006 the following week, I suddenly found
myself realizing the significance of this 9th month landmark.
Jenny had been born on a Monday, had died on a Monday and
had also died on her due birth date. She had been born two weeks
early – and in addition – nine months post her death was
10.7.2006 which adds up to 16 and through to 7!
I realised too how strange it was that she had died on
Monday 10th and that 9 months later, was also a Monday 10th.
A couple of months later, I decided to take these 'numbers'
to two separate numerologists who were unknown to each other.
Both immediately acknowledged that Jen's full name which is
Jennifer Jane Barry, is filled with 9's and 7's.
The one informed me that “The 7 energy in numerology has to do with spirituality.
It is the energy of monks, nuns, priests and is the Indigo (without
a doubt Jen was a true Indigo child). It depicts deep spiritual
connectedness. It is the water energy and Jen had a huge amount
of this in her. It is the energy of the one who philosophizes, seeks
and ponders everything. The 7 person is very clever in a number
of ways, but this was also her undoing … her cleverness. With all
that 7 energy, she was the philosopher which made her dive to
depths to then retrieve the 'perfect answer'. But that was
idealistic. There was an enormous amount of idealism in her.”
And then with the number 9...
“The number 9 depicts completion and new beginnings.”
Finally in February of 2007 whilst I was in the process of
permanently closing down our family home, I came across the
'tough love' letter I had written to her in the early hours of the day
she had died. This was the letter that had been the catalyst to our
big argument and that had supposedly given her the motivation to
kill herself. My computer showed that my last save before
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printing it out for her was at 4.12am which equals 7 on the
10.10.2005 = 9.
As if to finish off the synchronicity of the whole number
sequence, I came across a similar letter I had written to her a year
previously.
I stopped in my tracks.
I had written it on 9.10.2004 = 7 and had last modified it
before giving it to her on 10.10.2004 exactly a year before to the
day she died.
As we moved into 2007, I began to recognise the direct
connection between the year 2005 and 2007. Jen in her last few
years of her life, had often told me that she didn't see herself
living past the age of 18.
In 2005 = 7 she had turned 16 = 7.
In 2007 = 9 she would have turned 18 = 9.
In addition, her birthday in 2007 would have been
25+9+2007 = 7.
With a feeling of fait accompli, I knew that the chances
were that this 2007 or '9' year would have been the year that we
more than likely through whatever means, would have lost Jenny
anyway.
∞∞∞
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For Jenny
My dearest
Young and lovely girl –
Yesterday your eyes still shone
Even if their rays were burning out
With unknown fears.
Today
You took yourself away.
Beautiful child,
No need to run now – sit still.
You are safe
In the soft and gentle wings of those whose love
Will never darken beneath the ark of time.
We see you in the quiet rush of white egrets
In the dusk's golden arms,
We feel you in the early sun's warm breath,
We hear you in the wind's soft song:
Asking us to understand.
We understand
.... with love.
Your friends in Kenya

Juliet Barnes, Soysambu, Kenya
10th October 2005
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Neil’s Eulogy
Jen’s Memorial – South Africa

I remember the night Jenny was born, my Mum popping her head
around the door saying, “Jenny’s on her way”. That total feeling
of unbridled excitement that always surrounds the birth of a new
child. Except that this was different. This was the long awaited
birth of the first girl into the family.
This excitement and energy never left me with Jenny, even
through the really tough times, she always had a special air
about her. Jen and I always had a bond, whether it was through
the best of times or through the more trying of them. In fact I
might even go as far as to say that Jen was more of a daughter to
me than anything. There was many a night spent with a cup of
coffee, contemplating the meaning of life, and of all the people
around us. She was always extremely concerned about the
welfare of those around her, so much so, that it in fact became
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obsessive. I could safely say that both she and I have spoken
about at least half of the people in this church, because she was
concerned about some aspect of their lives.
This is the Jenny that I knew.
The Jenny I knew also had an incredible affinity for the
animals around her, right from our first dogs to the dogs we still
have now. I think she felt that these animals didn’t need to
understand her, they were there, her companions through thick
and thin, always giving a non-judgmental aspect on things.
Jen was always worried about what others thought of her,
and being so young, no one knows what they think of themselves,
let alone what they think of their friends. This is one of the most
trying times of life, where the world is just a blur of emotions,
with all of those around one being swept up in it. It's in this blur
that our current young generation try to form a picture of
themselves, whilst all the colourful paints smudge the border.
Jen's paint pot was deep, way beyond her years. Her
insights often left me baffled. For these insights I thank Jenny.
She left me questioning and taught me never to take things at
face value.
Jenny through all of her insecurities always managed to
have a group of friends around her, even though she claimed
otherwise. I'm certain that the lives of many have been touched,
and hope that her memory will remain with you all.
If anything, I hope that this proves to be a huge lesson to
all of us who have been given this winding road of life to travel.
No matter how dark and unlit the road may seem, our beacons of
light are those people that surround us. They light our way, we
just have to look out for them. So for anyone going through a
tough time, just take some time to break the pace of life, and see
who is actually there for you. Know that the pain one feels now,
is tripled for those of us that are left behind, should you decide to
take your own life.
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As with a lot of confused people, Jenny was a highly
intelligent and capable young woman, having the ability to do
absolutely anything she put her mind to. She was extremely
artistic, and she certainly left enough artistic material for us to
remember her by for many generations to come.
So this is where I thank you all for coming to pay tribute
to a person who was one of the most beautiful people I know.
Your compassionate show of support and love will
certainly warm the hearts of this family through the many dark
and trying times to come. I know Jenny would be deeply moved
by the show of people here, and being the confused person she
was, would under the same breath, ask what the hell everyone
was trying to prove.
Pietermaritzburg, Kwa-Zulu Natal
Thursday 13th October 2005
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