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Introduction
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I did not come to this project as a professional biographer. I came to it as a writer, an editor, and a deeply curious reader who was invited to listen carefully to a life that mattered.

I was approached to write the biography of Chief Justice Julius Alexander Isaac by his widow, Ann Isaac, and from the outset I understood the responsibility such a task carried. Julius’s life intersected with pivotal moments in Canadian legal history, and his career unfolded within institutions that demanded precision, discretion, and respect. Any attempt to tell his story would have to honour those same values.

In undertaking this work, I relied on Julius’s own words—drawn from speeches, written reflections, and public records—as well as archival material and the recollections of those who knew and worked with him. I approached the project not as an exhaustive chronicler of every personal detail, but as a careful steward of his public and professional legacy. Where personal aspects of his life appear, they do so because Julius himself chose to speak of them, often with warmth, gratitude, and humility. In areas where details are necessarily limited, that restraint reflects both respect for privacy and fidelity to the way Julius himself lived: with dignity, discretion, and purpose.

This biography does not attempt to mythologize its subject, nor does it seek to dissect him. Instead, it aims to present a clear, measured portrait of a man whose influence extended far beyond the courtroom—into communities, classrooms, and the lives of those who followed in his path. Julius was acutely aware that no career is built alone, and his own acknowledgments consistently returned to mentors, colleagues, family, and community. That awareness guided my approach throughout this work.

Writing this book has been both a challenge and a privilege. To trace the arc of Julius Alexander Isaac’s life is to encounter a story of perseverance, intellect, restraint, and quiet courage. I am deeply grateful for the trust placed in me to help preserve that story, and I offer this biography in the spirit in which it was written: with respect, care, and enduring admiration.

Saoirse Temple

Author
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Chapter 1: A Boy from Grenada
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The village of Morne Delice clung to the hillside like a secret whispered between the green folds of Grenada’s southern coast. Fewer than a dozen families lived there, most bound by blood or marriage, all by the rhythm of the land. The good earth offered nutmeg and cocoa, sugarcane and citrus fruits, and the people showed their gratitude in sweat and song. At night, when the frogs began their chorus and the moon polished the river’s skin, the children crossed the footbridge to play hide-and-seek until their mothers called them home.

Among those children was Julius Isaac—sharp-eyed, always listening. His family’s two-bedroom house stood near the Good Hope River, the line that divided St. George’s from St. David’s Parish. His mother’s kin lived in Corbeau Town, and his father’s family were from Beleplaine on the St. David’s side of the river. 

His parents were literate landowners, respected for their honesty and the tidy state of their property. They grew cane for the mill, tended cocoa trees, and raised a jumble of animals that bleated, squealed, and crowed from dawn till dark. His father believed in work as the measure of a man; his mother believed in mercy. Between them they instilled their son with good values and a strong work ethic. When his mother died—suddenly, and far too young—the villagers came barefoot, scattering rose petals into her grave before the coffin was lowered into the ground. The scent of roses and rain-soaked soil stayed with Julius long after the memory of her voice began to fade.

Life in Morne Delice demanded resourcefulness. If the roof leaked, you patched it yourself. If the donkey wandered off, you followed its braying until you found it. Julius learned early that perseverance was the local currency, and curiosity its secret luxury. He would listen to travellers tell of ships, radios, and classrooms where boys wrote in ink instead of chalk. The world, he realized, was larger than the river valley—and he intended to see it.

School began at St. Paul’s Anglican, a wooden building that smelled of chalk dust and mango leaves. Miss Daphne Gittens, ruler of Standard One, believed every question deserved an answer, even the cheeky ones. Miss Dora Grant, in Standard Two, saw something in the boy who finished his sums early and stayed to help others. “You have a head for learning, Julius,” she told him. “Don’t waste it in the fields.” They persuaded his parents to send him to J. W. Fletcher’s School in St. George’s, where the lessons were stricter and the stakes higher.

The walk to St. George’s was long, the path often muddy, but Julius carried his books wrapped in brown paper and pride. At home, his father tested his obedience more than his grammar; in school, the teachers tested both. With discipline a constant in his life, there were times when his natural curiosity led to trouble. 

In a memoir he began writing before his death, Julius recalls reading the Bible one day as a child and coming across the word whore. Not knowing what it meant, he looked it up. Youth and inexperience came together when, soon after, he called his father’s godson, Allan Sylvester, a whore. He had based this assessment on his knowledge of Allan’s “meetings with the village girls,” and though the lad did not say anything to Julius at the time, he did report the incident to Julius’s father. 

“My father asked if my sister and brother were present when I called Allan a ‘whore,’ to which I replied, ‘Yes.’ Thereupon he gave us all a flogging.” 

Lessons learned both in and out of the classroom stuck. Julius would grow up to become a respected lawyer and judge, following a calling that was built on those foundational experiences. By the time he finished with the J. W. Fletcher School, ambition had taken root. Grenada offered one prize for boys like him—the scholarship to the Grenada Boys’ Secondary School (GBSS)—and he meant to win it. When the results were posted, his name stood among them: Julius Isaac, scholarship boy from Morne Delice. He was headed for the island’s most prestigious school, a first step on the road to achieving a lifelong dream.

The Grenada Boys’ Secondary School sat like a citadel on the esplanade of St. George’s, where the sea breeze carried the tang of salt and ink and ambition. For a boy from Morne Delice, stepping through those doors was like crossing into another world—one lined with discipline and Latin verbs, where minds were trained as sharply as swords.

Students wore white trousers, black or blue blazers, and ties that seemed more like declarations than garments. They studied Latin, French, Mathematics, Science, Chemistry, Botany, Zoology, English Composition, English Literature, and the History of the British Empire. The headmaster, G.C. Grant, a white Trinidadian with an M.A. from Cambridge, was both scholar and sportsman—a “double-blue” in cricket and football who believed a boy’s character could be measured by the sweat on his jersey.

Sports were compulsory and the boys were organized into houses: Hugh’s House, School House, and Heap House. In the dry season, cricket and soccer games were played weekly and they trained for cross-country runs. Julius, representing Heap House, also sprinted the 100 and 220-yard dashes, coming in third once in the 100 yards, and third and fourth in the 220 yards—proof that even a scholar could outrun expectation when it counted. Yet, it wasn’t only on the field where competition thrived. GBSS was a microcosm of colonial hierarchy: teachers from England, Ireland, and the islands, and students, divided not just by talent, but by class and colour. “The white and upper-class boys,” he later recalled, “could get away with murder.” Those of darker skin or humbler means—himself among them—had to earn every inch of respect.

Among the
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