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About the Book

For as long as anyone can remember, Hayley Westenra could sing. But it was only when the shy six-year-old performed ‘The Littlest Star’ at her school’s Christmas concert that her parents realised just how talented she might be.

From that first performance, the real littlest star has become unfazed by audiences worldwide, including everyone from the Queen to George W Bush. Singing alongside classical greats such as José Carreras, Bryn Terfel and Andrea Bocelli, she has become a regular performer in venues as far apart as Sydney Opera House, Carnegie Hall, the Royal Albert Hall and Wembley Stadium.

But life started out very differently for this international singing sensation.

A chance decision to busk for her dinner money set her on the road to stardom. Her enterprising mother, with financial help from a family friend, pressed a CD to capture her daughter’s voice for posterity. When top international record company executives heard that recording, Hayley was signed up on the spot. Just over a year later, she had become the fastest-selling debut classical artist in British chart history and New Zealand’s biggest selling artist of all time.

Hayley is every inch a young woman of the 21st century: quietly determined, highly successful, yet a strong advocate of the rights of young girls in Africa and passionate about environmental issues.

Hayley reveals the highs and lows of her personal journey, and offers advice and encouragement for other youngsters who would like to follow in her footsteps.


About the Author

Darren Henley is the managing director of the UK’s biggest commercial radio station, Classic FM, and of the new digital radio station, the Jazz. He is the author of fifteen books about music and musicians.


Hayley Westenra

In Her Own Voice
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Introduction

I AM ONLY twenty years old. It seems a very young age to be sitting down to write my autobiography. But so much has happened to me in the first two decades of my life that I wanted to commit it to paper before events start to merge together in my mind and become too hazy for me to remember them clearly.

For the very first time, I am telling my own story in my own voice. My life has been a truly remarkable journey so far. I have travelled the world, performing for kings and queens, princes and princesses, presidents and prime ministers.

I was lucky enough to be born with a voice that makes people stop and listen when I start to sing. It has not always been easy, though. There has been a lot of sweat – and there have been some tears – along the way. My parents have made enormous sacrifices to help me to live my dream.

Despite meeting all of these famous people around the world, I still love the things I have always loved: my sister Sophie; my brother Isaac; my bedroom in our house back in Christchurch; curling up on the sofa in my flat to watch Coronation Street on television in the evening; and eating rye bread smothered in Vegemite and mashed avocados.

I hope that becoming well known for my singing has not changed me one little bit. I do not think it has. In my mind, I am still little old Hayley from Christchurch in New Zealand. Once you have read my story, I hope that you will agree.


CHAPTER 1

KIWI AND PROUD OF IT

AS I WALKED out through the players’ tunnel on to the pitch of the Wales Millennium Stadium in Cardiff, I was hit by the scale of the place. Here was I, one small person with a microphone in her hand, standing in the centre of this enormous arena.

Wales has become my second home, so it seemed perfectly natural to me to be in Cardiff. I had become used to performing there alongside home-grown stars such as Bryn Terfel and Aled Jones. On this particular day, I was on the pitch with the soprano Katherine Jenkins. We were both to sing ahead of the Welsh rugby team’s encounter with the mighty, all-conquering All Blacks.

You see, Wales may be my second home and I have been given the warmest of welcomes whenever I visit the ‘Land of Song’, but I will never forget my own home in Christchurch, New Zealand, thousands of miles away from Cardiff, right round the other side of the world. Wherever I go to perform, I always travel with my small Kiwi soft toy and a tiny New Zealand flag – both of which were given to me by a fan at one of my first big concerts. Now, it doesn’t feel quite right if I haven’t got them with me.

Since I first became the All Blacks’ mascot and they chose me to sing the national anthem at the start of each of their matches, the guys have never lost a game. Not that they had much trouble on that front beforehand, to be honest. It has become a tight union between me and the team. I am thrilled to have the opportunity to support them and they like to have me there too. Not only do I get to sing, but I also have the bonus of getting free tickets to the game.

It is important for us Kiwis to stick together, since it can be easy to take the All Blacks’ consistent success for granted. It was not until I travelled away from New Zealand that I realised just how magnificent and world-beating our rugby team actually is. Over the past few years, I have spent less time back home and more time travelling the world. This has made me even more patriotic. It has made me want to grab hold of anything that reminds me of home and hold it close. So, whenever I have the opportunity to sing the national anthem, which tends to be at rugby matches, I sing it with such passion. That connection to my country means so much to me; it fills me with such pride.

Standing in the middle of the Millennium Stadium pitch, I could feel my emotions brimming over. I was really enjoying the sense of anticipation, energy and excitement that was radiating from the crowd. Despite the fact that millions of people were watching around the world on television, and tens of thousands of people were surrounding me in the stadium, strangely enough, I did not feel even the slightest twinge of nerves.

After Katherine and I had walked out on to the pitch with the teams, all eyes and ears were on us as we each sang our country’s anthems. That afternoon, it was as if I were discovering the power of ‘God Defend New Zealand’ for the first time. I was able to ride on the positive waves of energy of the crowd, and I guess this is why I was so nerveless. I knew that everyone had come to see a great game of rugby, and so the attention was not really on me. The people who were feeling the pressure were the players. My job was to lend my team as much support as possible.

Having such a strong and successful rugby team playing for your country definitely does help. I know that we Kiwis should never become arrogant, but winning so often and so convincingly always makes me feel just a little more confident, when I am singing alongside the guys. Maybe if I was singing for another team, then I might not be quite so sure of myself.

Singing the New Zealand anthem that afternoon was almost like an out-of-body experience. I was standing on the pitch with my microphone, but it felt as if I were one of the Kiwi supporters in the crowd, some of whom had spent 24 hours in a plane just to be there that afternoon. I love singing the anthem a cappella because I can fall in with the crowd’s tempo. After all, there are more of them than there is of me and, even though I have the microphone and the loud speakers on my side, they can still make more noise. If I sing to a backing track, I can sometimes feel that I am not singing with the crowd because they are slightly out of time.

This particular afternoon, though, it was perfect. The noise was so loud that I struggled to hear myself sing at all – but that is all part of the buzz of performing the anthem. When it came to a close, the crowd let out a huge roar of approval.

The other great tradition at the start of an All Blacks game is the haka, the traditional Maori war dance, where the team ask the gods to give them strength. It is a fantastically powerful sight and sound and it never fails to bring a lump to my throat. On this occasion, they performed it in their dressing room and it was beamed around the stadium on big screens before the players came out.

Katherine and I walked off the pitch with the cheers ringing in our ears. I had learned from bitter experience that the one thing that you should never wear on a rugby pitch is stiletto heels because you sink into the grass. For me, the nightmare scenario would be having to ask two burly players to lift me out of the ground after becoming welded to the pitch. Although she had performed the Welsh national anthem many, many times on the pitch before, I remember Katherine had a slight wardrobe malfunction and had forgotten to wear suitable footwear for the long walk to and from the anthem singers’ podium. She was far more relieved finally to get off the pitch than I was. Although, I must say that they were very nice shoes.

As much as I love Wales and the people who live there, when it comes to rugby, they will only ever be my number-two team, so I was delighted when the All Blacks triumphed in the game.

I have sung with Katherine at the Millennium Stadium on many occasions, including once when it had been decided just 24 hours before the game that I should duet with her on the Welsh national anthem. That meant that I had less than a day to learn the words. They were, of course, in Welsh. Not the easiest of languages to master quickly, but I managed to get myself just about word perfect in time for the kick-off, after spending half the night listening to it over and over again on my iPod.

On one occasion I somehow found myself travelling back to the All Blacks’ hotel in the team bus. Kathryn Nash, who is one of my managers, was with me at the time and we could not quite get over how lucky we were to have this privilege – and a police escort, too! We realised very quickly that it was quite a testosterone-filled vehicle and it was initially just a little bit intimidating. But they were all perfect gentlemen and I loved every minute of the trip – especially the serenade. Yes, you heard me right. I was serenaded by the All Blacks the whole way back to their hotel. The All Blacks players are incredibly down to earth, nowhere near the ego-driven self-regarding superstars that you might find in some other sports. As I watched them relaxing after the game, I had to remind myself quite how much pressure is placed on their shoulders. True, they do get an enormous amount of praise to balance out that pressure. But, the moment there is even the slightest suggestion of a crack in their invincibility, the temperature really hots up for them.

It got me thinking. Although it may seem very different at first sight, there are quite a few similarities between playing rugby and being a singer as a career. In both jobs, to get to the top you need to follow a strict training regime, respecting and looking after your body at all times. If you become sick or unfit, then your performance can be seriously impaired. That one word – performance – is really important. A rugby player goes on to the pitch to give the performance of his life for each of the forty-minute halves of the match. A singer goes on to the stage to give the performance of her life for each of the forty-minute halves of the concert. The players have to be disciplined to achieve that and that is why I can relate to them so well. It is the discipline that we have in common.

When we arrived back at the team hotel, I did feel a little awkward getting off the bus with all the guys, as their fans gathered around the bus patiently waiting for autographs. I hoped that they did not feel that I was some sort of interloper.

The All Blacks’ after-match parties always have a great atmosphere. Everyone is really chilled. They are a very close bunch with an outstanding team spirit and camaraderie, led by Richie McCaw, our current captain. In order to play as they do on the pitch, I think they have to have this very special bond. It must be one of the reasons why they are such a great team: they are all so close. When they are on tour, they play together and live together and work together. They look out for each other as well. One of the nicest things for me about hanging out with them is that I get the sense that they are looking out for me as well. They treat me like one of the team.

I don’t want to single out any of the players, because you can’t have favourites when they are your family. But I do love Piri Weepu because not only is he an incredible player, but he is also an incredible singer and dancer, which earns him extra brownie points in my book! He is usually at the front of the action when it comes to starting the singalong in the team room during the evening. The players have an enormous repertoire of New Zealand ‘guy songs’ by artists such as Dave Dobbyn and Bob Marley. They are the sorts of songs that I recognise from hearing guys singing back home, but as they would never normally be sung by a girl I hadn’t bothered committing them to memory.

As the after-match party continued and each of the players performed his party piece, I could foresee the inevitability that I would have to sing. This was not time or the place for the delicate beauty of ‘Pie Jesu’ or ‘Ave Maria’, so I began silently to hope that they would all be too tired to continue before it was my turn. In the meantime, I was racking my brain for something suitable.

‘Come on, Hayley! It’s your turn!’ came the cry suddenly from one of the players in the corner.

‘Do you know any Stevie Wonder songs?’ I asked the guitarist hopefully.

‘What about “Lately”?’ came the reply.

I just about knew all the words, so I led the team in a stirring rendition of ‘Lately’. It was great. Here was I, sitting in a hotel, jamming with the All Blacks. Now, there are not many people in the world who can say that they’ve done that.


CHAPTER 2

THE PLACE I CALL HOME

LIFE IS PRETTY laid back in New Zealand. It is very cut off from the rest of the world, so a lot of the country is quite untouched, especially down in the South Island, which is where I come from. The views are breathtaking and the landscape is stunningly beautiful and largely unspoiled by development. Christchurch, where I was born, has a population of around half a million people. We have a cathedral and that makes us a city, but, as cities go, we are definitely on the small side.

When I was starting out on my singing career, Christchurch was plenty big enough for me. Eventually, though, there was a point when I realised that I would have to go up to Auckland, the big smoke in New Zealand, and then ultimately overseas to fulfil my dreams. But, for the first decade or so of my life, Christchurch was my world.

Although Christchurch has always been home for me, my family on neither my mum’s side nor my dad’s side originate there. The way in which my mum, Jill, met my dad, Gerald, has always seemed very bizarre to me.

Now, I love him very much, but I have to be honest and say that Dad really is not the most musical man on earth. Mum used to do a bit of singing, but it was Dad rather than she who had somehow got himself a singing role in a musical production of Bugsy Malone. Mum had just arrived in Christchurch from Timaru and they met at the after-show party. The rest, as they say, is history and they have been together ever since.

Westenra is actually a Dutch name and my family on Dad’s side emigrated from Holland to Ireland and then on to New Zealand. Dad’s mother, Patricia, died when I was just three years old, so I do not remember her now. Sadly, I also never met my paternal grandfather, Aylmer, who died when Dad was fourteen. In the stories that Dad has told me, he always sounds like a heroic kind of guy. He contracted polio when he was working out in Kenya and so was confined to a wheelchair. His disability never affected his sharp mind, though, and he was forever thinking up new inventions, including a night-and-day globe, which was sadly never put into production before he died.

Mum’s maiden name is actually Ireland. Her parents, Shirley and Gerry, were second-generation Kiwis. They owned a bed-and-breakfast on the West Coast and Grandad also drove the delivery lorries for the local brewery.

My grandmother, Shirley Ireland, is still a very important person in my life. She used to be a great singer, but sadly her voice was affected by the radiotherapy that was used to treat breast cancer. Grandad was incredibly musical, playing the piano accordion, the piano, the harmonica (in all of its different sizes) and the violin. Together with Nanna, he would travel around the hotels and pubs near their home putting on entertainment. She would sing the hits of the time – the sort of music made famous by Vera Lynn during and after World War Two – and he would accompany her.

During their childhood, Mum and her sister, my Auntie Carol, were regularly taken out for drives in the car by Grandad and Nanna on Sunday lunchtimes. Invariably, they would end up at a local pub and the two girls would run about in the adjoining playground, once they had been bought a treat such as a raspberry drink or a Crunchie bar. Grandad always had his piano accordion in the boot of his car, just in case the opportunity arose to bring it out. The opportunity nearly always did arise. So Nanna would sing and Mum and Auntie Carol would join in with their own version of the Highland fling.

Eventually, the four of them moved to Timaru on the east coast, where Mum went to high school. For as long as I can remember, we have always gone down to Timaru for Easter and Christmas. When we were small, the house was always filled with sound: lots of music and lots of singing. My brother, sister and I would regularly put on a show for our grandparents. It was always a big deal and the three of us used to practise in my room, working on harmonies. The music that they brought into our lives made them one of my earliest and most important musical influences.

When I was as young as three years old, I can remember sitting on Grandad’s lap as he played the piano accordion. When he played the piano, I would jump up and perform my latest ballet moves alongside him. His talent was all the more remarkable, since he would play all these instruments by ear, never having had any formal lessons. I loved the way his fingers would run up and down the piano keyboard. He played with such ease. I really don’t know how he did it.

Mum and Dad are polar opposites – very much yin and yang. Mum is constantly on the go. It always seems to me that, even when she should be taking it easy, she is still flying around at rocket speed. There’s always something which needs to be done urgently, so she is permanently busy and bustling. There is the odd occasion where she will sit down at the dining room table for a moment with a cup of coffee and a couple of squares of chocolate, while she reads a newspaper or magazine. But then, after just a few minutes, she will be out of the door again, racing off to pick something up or to see someone.

Right now, while I am writing this book, it is the renovation of our house that is occupying a considerable amount of Mum’s time. She puts a lot of thought into all of her projects and, at the moment, every conversation I have with her includes a good proportion of house talk. Mum invests so much effort in things. She will never go into a shop and make a snap decision over buying, say, a skirt. She will always ask, ‘Will it work with this top? Does it go with these shoes?’

Dad, on the other hand, is very laid back. To be honest, I don’t think they would still be together if either Mum were as laid back as he is, or Dad were on the go as much as Mum. She is the worrier, but he is very chilled. Me? I think I’m lucky enough to be a mixture of the best bits of the two of them!

When they first got together, Dad was a surfer dude and Mum says he was eating terribly, with his diet consisting of virtually nothing other than milk shakes. She was always very interested in natural medicine and health, so she taught him about the benefits of healthy eating. He took the advice to heart and nowadays he is the one sticking to the healthy-eating regime fairly religiously, which Mum finds just a tad frustrating, as she succumbs to yet another chocolate craving. I am on Mum’s side for this one. I think it’s a woman thing!

After they were married, Dad took a job in a jewellery shop and worked his way up to being the manager. He decided to study gemmology, as he figured it would be a little more stimulating than simply climbing the business ladder. He learned a range of skills, including identifying precious stones and grading diamonds for insurance policies. These skills were put in practice when he opened his jewellery-valuation business around thirteen years ago.

Mum was training to be a teacher when she became pregnant with me. This was a great opportunity for her to put all of her interest in healthy eating and naturopathy into practice. She did all of her research on what food to eat to increase the probability of having a healthy baby, becoming something of an expert on the subject in the process. She really is one of those people who, if they are going to do something, do it properly, whatever it is.

I was born on 10 April 1987 and named Hayley Dee Westenra. My parents felt that Hayley Dee had a nice ring to it. Hayley was chosen because Mum and Dad were fans of the actress Hayley Mills. I was a very contented child and am told that I was very undemanding.

My sister, Sophie Larelle Westenra, came along three years after. Our little brother, Isaac Ireland Westenra, was born three years after Sophie. His unusual middle name was in tribute to Mum’s maiden name.

I love my brother and sister very much; they are both wonderful people. I find it hard to believe that Sophie is seventeen and is already in her final year of high school. It is quite scary really, because in my mind she is still ‘little Sophie’, still very vulnerable and very small, which is really not the case at all any more.

Sophie is lucky to be both musical and intellectual. I’m very proud that she’s always been near the top in nearly all of her classes. At the same time, she has a brilliant singing voice. Her biggest dilemma is deciding which direction to take in terms of a future career. Either way, I know she is going to make her mark on the world, so watch this space.

Isaac, who is fourteen, is very much a cross between Mum and Dad. Because there are six years between us, we have never fought or squabbled. I was very much his ‘big sister’. He’s very laid back, but at the same time he’s a real detail person. Growing up, he was always very interested in inventing things. He liked to draw intricate little diagrams of his inventions and then talk me through them in great detail.

Isaac was quite a shy kid, but he’s recently come right out of his shell. Growing up, he’s always had a beautiful voice. He would join in with Sophie and me, but he was always quite a reluctant performer. When I was last at home, he spent the whole time singing and playing his guitar. I was left in awe of my little brother’s newfound skill and pizzazz. He has become a great rock performer and gives some brilliant renditions of the hits of bands such as Nickelback and the Red Hot Chili Peppers.

Christchurch was a great place to grow up. These days it would not be ideal for me to live there because it’s so far away from the other countries where I perform most often. But, when I was a youngster, it had everything I could possibly want, and living there gave me the chance to have a really wholesome upbringing.

The weather in that part of New Zealand is very mild. The winters are never too harsh and the summers are never too hot, making it a very enjoyable climate. Even in the depths of winter, I used to get up early and run outside. I loved the sound of the frost scrunching under foot. Although the air was very crisp, the sun was nearly always still shining. When I was very small, Mum would often take me out to feed the ducks in the local park, which was just a short walk down the road.

One of the many benefits of living in New Zealand is that Kiwis tend to lead a very outdoor sort of life. Children have a very free lifestyle and it’s quite normal to have a playhouse or tree house in your backyard.

New Zealand is a big enough place with a small enough number of inhabitants to mean that most people are lucky enough to be able to have a decent patch of land to call their own. Our backyard was big enough for us to run around in to our hearts’ content. We still had space for a trampoline and a playhouse, as well as jungle bars (a sort of metal climbing frame). We built tree huts at the end of the garden and we happily spent hours clambering in and out of them, creating imaginary worlds as we went. Behind our house, we had yet another hut – this one built among the firewood. There were holes in the fences between our garden and those of our neighbours each side, meaning that all the children could run between the houses without ever having to venture outside the safety of our backyards.

Underneath my bedroom window, I had my own little area of garden, which I would lovingly tend. In our vegetable garden, we planted parsley, garden peas, silver beets and lettuce – all the ‘easy-to-grow’ vegetables.

I desperately wanted a pet and plagued Mum and Dad. It turned out that our record of animal ownership was not a fantastic success to begin with. First, we had a cat called Tammy, but Sophie proved to be allergic to cats, so poor old Tammy was shipped off to live with Auntie Carol.

I was besotted with rabbits when I was small and had a collection of soft toy bunnies. Perhaps it’s because I was born in the Chinese Year of the Rabbit that I’ve such affinity to them. The decision was taken that I would be given a pet rabbit for my eighth birthday. Being a little sister, Sophie wanted everything that I had when we were kids, so she had a rabbit too. At just five years old, she was too small to look after hers, so the rabbit-care duties fell to me. We were never keen on keeping them locked up in their cage all day every day, so we had Dad build some special rabbit runs, putting his famous Kiwi ingenuity to use. I always ended up in charge of keeping an eye on the rabbits, Peter and Snowdrop, as they pottered about their grassy patch. On one occasion, when I didn’t have my eye on them, they escaped, much to my horror. We managed to catch them, but after that scare Dad blocked off all the rabbit-sized escape routes from the back garden. We gave up on the runs and instead let the rabbits run free around the yard when we were out with them. But our rabbits just kept on growing and the bigger they became, the faster they seemed to be able to run away from us.

We had the best of intentions because we didn’t want to keep them cooped up in a cage, but, every time we let them run free, we then had to spend hours running after them trying to put them back into the safety of their cage for the night time.

Eventually we gave both of the rabbits away, and mine, Snowdrop, was last heard of eating the cabbages and flowers in the gardens neighbouring her new home.

Our quest to find a suitable pet was not yet over, though. We opted for something a little smaller and so bought two mice – one for me and one for Sophie. My mouse, who went by the name of Snoopy, developed a scab on its back, so we used to have to put ointment on it every day.

In the end, the mice were handed on to new homes as well. After we’d tried a cat, rabbits and mice, you might have thought that we would have given up on pet ownership altogether – but then we alighted on our perfect pet, who arrived on my eleventh birthday. Zac, the cockatiel, still lives with the family today. He is a small grey bird and he can talk a little, although I think he might be envious that he cannot sing. At least, whenever I sing and he’s nearby, he makes a terrible racket. It’s possible he might be trying to join in, but, equally, he could be voicing his disapproval.

We thought it was very normal at the time, but looking back I realise now that we enjoyed a very creative childhood. Mum definitely encouraged it, putting into practice what she had learned when she trained to be a teacher. She knew all about child development and I’m sure it was no accident that, in the corner of our house, we had a box filled with all sorts of arts-and-crafts materials so that we could make anything that our imaginations could come up with. Next to it was another box full of different outfits and clothes for us to dress up in. These were things that I took for granted as a child. The one thing we definitely didn’t do was to sit in front of the television during all our spare time.

I always had a fascination with making things. In one way, I was a bit of a tomboy. Although I loved fairies and was utterly convinced that a group of them lived at the end of our garden, I definitely didn’t like Barbie dolls. I loved using sticking tape, scissors and glue to create random bits and pieces that, back then, I thought needed to be created. I was a big fan of modelling clay and it was always top of my list of Christmas-present requests. When I get time even now, I still make some of my own jewellery. Whenever we went to the beach, I would pick up the shiniest or most interesting-looking shells and stones and would keep them in little collections in my bedroom.

Once, I even dug out a pond in our backyard. I used my toy spade to dig a hole, before lining it with a plastic sheet. I placed dirt around the top of the plastic to keep it in place and to hide it from view. Then I filled it with water. There were one or two design faults in my little pond and, very quickly, it ended up as a big pool of mud. But that didn’t matter, because it was my pond. Mum and Dad had given me the freedom to make it all by myself.

One of my favourite movies as a child was The Secret Garden. As soon as I watched it, I knew that I just had to have a secret garden all of my own. One of my friends helped me to cut a hole in a bush below my bedroom window among the shrubs. That allowed me to get into a tiny clearing about the size of a doormat that would become my secret garden. Or, at least, that was what we set out to do. Instead, we ended up hacking off half the bush, killing it in the process. I was in big trouble! I’m not sure that Mum has ever quite forgiven me. So, although we were given the freedom to be creative, there were definitely parameters. We knew where the line was and we knew when we had crossed it.

Some of my favourite memories of my entire childhood are of being in the backyard at home. Whether we were up in the tree house, hiding in the playhouse, climbing through the fence to next door, jumping on the trampoline or splashing around in the paddling pool, it was just
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The littlest star: my performing debut, aged six
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Captivating the audience with my new microphone
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I loved my tutu, but ballet soon took second place to the singing



 

[image: image-missing]

Caroline Bay Carnival, January 1999
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I have inherited my musicality from both my Nanna and Grandad
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Busking for our lunch: Sophie, Isaac and me in the Arts Centre area of Christchurch
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The Pure tour, with Isaac, Sophie, Brandon Poe and Hinewehi Mohi.
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Cadogan Hall
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Holding the American Society of Young Musicians Young Performer of the Year trophy
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Collecting another award at the New Zealand Music Awards



 

[image: image-missing]

Recording at Air Studios with Sir George Martin
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The photo that my mum took for the cover of my very first album
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Kathryn and me having a delirious moment due to serious jet lag in Japan
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Filming a PBS special for American television with my sister Sophie
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At the Classical Brit Awards, 2006
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The Westenra family together for the launch of my album Odyssey
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With the inspiring Ghanaian girls that my Bikes for Ghana campaign is supporting
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Digging at Alfred Salter School, 2007
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Supporting the Women’s Environmental Network
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With Kofi Anan at the UN building in New York . . .
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With the Dalai Lama in Derry . . .
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And with Donny Osmond at the Royal Variety Performance
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Performing with Andrea Bocelli, one of my major influences growing up
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A duet with José Carreras, another musical legend
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At the New Zealand Music Awards with hip hop group Misfits of Science
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Attempting to teach Frank Skinner to sing
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Just one perk of the job: in the changing room of the all-conquering All Blacks
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With New Zealand prime minister Helen Clark, as Pure went ten-times platinum
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With Steve and Giselle on my eighteenth birthday
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Signing albums at Cadogan Hall
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About to go down the tunnel in Cardiff’s Millennium Stadium to sing the New Zealand national anthem
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Celebrating my eighteenth birthday with my family in London after they’d flown over to surprise me!
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Isn’t my mum a brilliant photographer? She took this photo of me on holiday in New Zealand.
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