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    ‘my passion is interpreting the

      greatest songs ever written’
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      It’s a Saturday night and Michael Bublé has just given the performance of his life in front of thousands of fans. He is charismatic
         and debonair – the very essence of suave sophistication, just as you’d imagine from the smooth, jazzy, dreamy blues that he
         sings.
      

      
      Between the songs, Michael skips across the stage and banters with the audience. He leans down and shakes the hand of a young
         girl in the front row, and poses for photographs with some screaming fans. This is no ordinary concert.
      

      
      The applause is deafening. And at that moment, it is hard to imagine him anywhere else but on the stage, singing and performing.
         The endless romantic, who wears his heart on his sleeve, and refuses to censor himself for the media. His loose lips and quick
         wit have got him into trouble with the press countless times, but he never learns his lesson.
      

      
      So how did this hockey-mad kid from Burnaby in British Columbia first come to hold a microphone, or set foot on a stage? Michael’s
         story is a true tale of an ambitious kid making a bright future happen for himself.
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      Michael’s love of all things jazz and blues started early, care of his grandpa Mitch, who filled the Bublé house with popular
         tunes from his youth: the songs that would come to define Michael’s sound, by singers like Frank Sinatra, Bobby Darin and
         Paul Anka. Bitten by the music bug from a young age, Michael’s love developed from merely appreciating the music to wanting to interpret the songs himself – at first, singing
         into his sister’s hairbrush, but eventually seeking the bright lights of the stage.
      

      
      Michael has sung in front of thousands of people, in every situation you can imagine. From dimly lit jazz clubs in downtown
         Vancouver to the sterile stage of a cruise liner, Michael spent his late teens and early twenties with his nose to the grindstone.
         He played every gig he was offered, and sang at every available opportunity, patiently waiting for his big break. But try
         as he might – and wait as he might – for a long time that big break eluded him.
      

      
      In desperation, Michael decided to abandon his musical dreams to pursue a career in journalism. He took one last gig to earn
         the money to pay for his flight back home – and it was at this very show that he got his break. An aide for the former Canadian
         prime minister Brian Mulroney was in the crowd and asked Michael for a CD, later passing it on to the former prime minister,
         who loved it. Mulroney got in touch and asked Michael to sing at his daughter’s wedding, where he was introduced to Grammy
         Award-winning record producer, David Foster.
      

      
      And the rest is history – multi-platinum-album-selling, award-winning, history. From his early years and all those false starts,
         to the red carpets, swanky showbiz parties and an ultimate celebrity lifestyle, find out all the ups and downs in Michael’s
         journey as the son of a fisherman became the international singing sensation that he is today.
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      Michael Bublé was born on 9 September 1975, on the north-west coast of Canada. The oldest of three children, Michael and his
         younger sisters Brandee and Crystal spent their childhood days chasing each other around the house. The Bublé household was
         a close-knit family unit who all loved each other dearly. Music was an important part of life for the Bublé clan, mostly due
         to the influence of grandpa Mitch, an Italian immigrant, who played melodies from the 1940s and 1950s in the background of
         family life.
      

      
      Grandpa Mitch raised his grandchildren on the classics, playing Frank Sinatra in the house from morning until night. Because
         dad Lewis was a fisherman and spent his summers away at sea, Michael and his sisters would often go over to their grandparents’
         house, where Mitch would play them all the songs he loved. Michael and his sisters liked to sing, and learned all the words
         to the songs they heard there. The swinging sounds of Rosemary Clooney and Bobby Darin echoed around the house as Mitch bounced
         young Michael on his knee, and rocked him to sleep.
      

      
      At Christmas, family tradition dictated that the Bublés always listened to Bing Crosby’s ‘White Christmas’. Young Michael
         was entranced by the magical sound of the song, and it wasn’t long before he was listening to it – and other Bing Crosby classics – all year round. This was Michael’s first introduction to the world of classic croon and he was instantly
         hooked.
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      ‘Even at that young age I thought the words were something I could understand and the melodies were so catchy,’ Michael later
         said in an interview with Smooth Jazz Now. ‘For me, that feeling of a group … when they’re swinging and stuff, it’s something that you feel through your whole body,
         and you can’t stop tapping your knee. That’s pretty much what I live for and I always did and I’ve always felt that way.’
      

      
      Although Michael loved the old classics, he also idolised more contemporary artists like Michael Jackson. He learned all the
         words to ‘Man In The Mirror’ and performed using his sister Brandee’s hairbrush as a microphone, much to the amusement of
         both his sisters! At nights, he dreamed of being a singer when he grew up, singing to thousands of people in huge auditoriums
         across the world. Was it a premonition, or did this young boy from rural Canada actually manage to make his dreams come true?
      

      
      As a child, young Michael attended Seaforth Elementary School and Cariboo Hill Secondary School. He was a sporty kid who enjoyed
         the rough and tumble of the hockey pitch. He loved watching the Vancouver Canucks with his dad Lewis, and attended their home
         games religiously. He had ambitions of being an ice-hockey player when he grew up, but as a player of average ability, he
         wasn’t good enough to have made a career from it.
      

      
      Hockey aspirations aside, sport remained a big love for the young boy. When he was eight years old, dad Lewis took him on
         a special trip to watch the Harlem Globetrotters basketball team. When the game was over, one of the players came over to
         young Michael, who was sat in the audience, and brandished a bucket. Michael was super scared, thinking they were about to
         dump a bucket of water over his head, but as the player overturned the bucket, thousands of tiny pieces of confetti fluttered
         out. Being chosen from the crowd like that was one of the biggest moments of his life, and it stuck with the young boy as
         he grew into a man.
      

      
      But however much Michael liked sport, music was always his first love. In his early teens he listened to a lot of rock and
         hip hop, like the Beastie Boys and Guns N’ Roses. But around the age of 14 he started remembering the music he’d heard as
         a child and began digging around in his grandpa’s old record collection. Michael was hungry for lyrics and melodies that really
         meant something to him.
      

      
      ‘My grandfather was really my best friend growing up,’ Michael later told the Daily Post. ‘He was the one who opened me up to a whole world of music that seemed to have been passed over by my generation. Although
         I like rock and roll and modern music, the first time my granddad played me the Mills Brothers something magical happened.
         The lyrics were so romantic, so real, the way a song should be for me. It was like seeing my future flash before me. I wanted
         to be a singer and I knew that this was the music that I wanted to sing.’
      

      
      At the impressionable age of 14, Michael spent the summer working alongside his dad as a crewman on salmon-fishing boats.
         It was hard, physical work, but it taught young Michael about responsibility and what it meant to be a man. Working on the
         boat during the summer meant that Michael was sometimes away from home for two or three months at a time. But he was never
         far from music. Before he set off on his first long voyage, grandpa Mitch hugged him goodbye and pressed a small package into
         his hands.
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      ‘Sunshine,’ he said, using his nickname for Michael, ‘take these tapes and listen to them. It’s the music I loved when I was
         young – and I know you’ll love it too.’
      

      
      The package contained tapes full of classic jazz and blues by artists like Ella Fitzgerald, the Mills Brothers and Louis Armstrong.
         Michael listened on repeat to the song ‘I Left My Heart In San Francisco’ by Tony Bennett, and Bennett soon became one of
         his favourite artists. Michael could never have imagined, sitting on that fishing boat, that just a few years in the future
         he would actually get to meet and sing with his idol!
      

      
      In between the fishing shifts, there were endless hours of doing nothing, but Michael filled all his time with the music he
         had been given. Sometimes he would trade tapes with other workers on the boat; students from Canadian universities, jazz-mad
         kids working abroad during their summer holiday.
      

      
      As well as listening to music on the boat, Michael was also performing – even though his audience, very often, consisted of
         nothing but the sparkling waves of the ocean and the clear blue sky. ‘Every single day I sang. Really, I didn’t shut up,’
         he said later. ‘I remember sitting on the bow of the boat, by the coiled ropes by the anchor, singing away and just dreaming
         of fame.’
      

      
      He found being on the boat hard work. ‘I know what it’s like to have a tough job so it makes me really appreciate the fact
         that all I have to do now is get up on stage and sing with great musicians.’
      

      
      ‘Hard work’ was an understatement: working on the boat was physically demanding, exhausting manual labour. ‘Man, it was hard,’
         Michael said in an interview with Saturday Night. ‘We’d be outside, 4 a.m., pouring rain. I’d be sitting there freezing cold, tired, sick, just dying. I’d cry and say to
         my dad, “How could you make your son come out here?” I was terrified I’d have to work like he did.’ It was all the more reason
         for Michael to withdraw into his dreams of being a famous singer – he didn’t want to spend his years working in the way his
         father had.
      

      
      That Christmas was when Michael’s mum Amber realised her son had a special gift. All the kids were musical, but driving to
         the store with the three of them harmonising Christmas carols in the back of the car, she was suddenly struck by how much
         Michael’s voice stood out. All three of her children sounded great, but she realised that Michael had real talent.
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      ‘ I remember sitting on the bow of the boat, by the coiled ropes by the anchor, singing away and just dreaming of fame’

      
      As a teen, Michael was hip to everything that was in the charts – all the music his friends were listening to. He had long
         hair, two earrings through each ear, stonewashed jeans and high-top trainers. He wore a denim jacket that he had scribbled
         all over with marker pen, writing slogans like ‘I Love Guns N’ Roses’ and ‘I Love AC/DC’.
      

      
      But when listening to songs like Vic Damone’s version of ‘It Had To Be You’, Michael knew there was something about those
         songs that really spoke to him. He heard the melody wrapped around lyrics that were a perfect fit, in Vic’s beautiful singing
         voice, and it didn’t matter how old the song was or that none of his friends were into it. Listening to old classics was a
         way for young Michael to follow his own beat and not be one of the sheep blindly following the herd and listening only to
         what was supposedly cool.
      

      
      After a couple of years of working summers on the boat, immersing himself in music, Michael was adamant that he wanted to
         be a professional singer. He slept with a Bible under his pillow and prayed at night for his dream to come true. When Mitch
         bought him a karaoke set, Michael proved that he could not only sing but perform like a star, too. ‘He used to sing with a
         broom handle as a microphone. He was a born performer, a real hambone!’ Mitch later told Saturday Night. ‘Then, one Boxing Day … he started singing “New York, New York” with his karaoke set. He floored me. I thought, this guy’s
         really got talent.’
      

      
      With a little emotional blackmail, Mitch encouraged his grandson to sing some of the jazz greats. ‘Oh sunshine,’ he said to
         the teenager. ‘Can you just learn the Bobby Darin greatest hits, and learn the song “Clementine”? I’m an old man and I’d love
         to hear them before I die …’
      

      
      Mitch was a plumber, and started swapping plumbing jobs to try and help his grandson develop his talent. He paid for Michael
         to have singing lessons with opera baritone Joseph Shore, and he also helped young Michael get his first gigs. Aged 16, Michael
         was too young to be allowed into nightclubs to perform, but some persuasive words from Mitch, and the offer of fixing their
         toilets for free, meant that Michael was soon performing cover versions of his favourite jazz records in clubs around his
         home city of Burnaby.
      

      
      Burnaby isn’t a huge place – it has a population of just under 200,000 – but Michael always kept his eye on the nearby city
         of Vancouver. A huge, sprawling metropolis that is home to well over a million people, Michael knew that Vancouver had more
         venues, clubs and theatres than Burnaby. He kept his eye on leaflets and posters advertising any potential opportunities –
         in the big city or in his hometown. He didn’t have to wait long. One day, walking home from school, Michael saw a poster advertising
         a talent contest. Elated, he ripped the poster off the wall and ran home to tell his parents that he was going to enter.
      

      
      Michael’s parents and Mitch went along with him to the show. Michael was super nervous, but as he mounted the stage, he looked
         down and saw his grandpa, who winked at him, and he knew it would be okay.
      

      
      As soon as Michael walked up the rickety wooden steps onto the stage, he felt his heart beating in his throat and his mouth
         go dry. But he cleared his throat, and as soon as he started singing, he felt a sudden rush of endorphins. It was unlike anything
         he’d ever felt before. Although he didn’t win the contest, Michael was completely hooked on the feeling of being on stage,
         and started singing at every given opportunity.
      

      
      This even included singing while he was at work. In his mid-teens, as well as working on the boat, he occasionally worked
         behind the till at a climbing gym that his dad Lewis part-owned. Alongside his task of ringing through sales, Michael was
         often found singing to girls who had come in, serenading them with Sinatra as they blushed and giggled and begged for him
         to sing them another song, a request that he could never refuse.
      

      
      In fact, girls were a big part of why young Michael wanted to get into the music business in the first place. ‘I would love
         to tell you that I was this wonderfully smart and full-of-integrity kinda guy,’ he admitted in an interview with the Telegraph. ‘But at the same time, man, I wanted to get laid. That was a big part of it! This is why I wanted to be different and why
         I wanted to have power and fame and money: because I wanted to be attractive to the opposite sex. I’d be lying to you if I
         didn’t say that was a big part of it.’
      

      
      As well as helping to satisfy Michael’s desire for the opposite sex, his angelic voice also got him out of some sticky situations.
         One summer, when on a fishing job with his father, Michael and the other crew members took a bus into a small town to relax onshore and have a drink. Michael led them to a local karaoke night. The crowd were a tough-looking
         bunch and the rest of the crew were in fear of their lives. It even looked for a second like it might turn nasty. But fearless
         Michael was determined to sing, so he got on stage and did his best on a number of Elvis songs. He was a big hit, and by the
         end of the night, the crowd all bought him drinks!
      

      
      According to an interview in Smooth Jazz Now, Michael entered another competition when he was 18, even though the rules said all entrants had to be 19. He won the competition,
         but the organiser disqualified him for being underage. The organiser’s name was Beverly Delich, a local businesswoman and
         entrepreneur. She was so impressed by Michael’s performance that she later called him at home and told him she thought he
         should enter the Canadian Youth Talent Search.
      

      
      The Canadian Youth Talent Search was an annual event that had started in 1981, to celebrate the performing-arts talents of
         Canada’s youth. Young Canadians between the ages of 13 and 21 battled it out through different stages of the contest – from
         local to the provincial areas, then on to the National Finals. Having just missed the contest for that year, it wasn’t until
         he turned 20 that Michael was able to compete for his local area. He progressed easily through the local and provincial heats,
         and when he arrived at the finals, he was more excited than nervous, realising that he had a real shot of winning.
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      All the contestants were judged on their natural ability, the quality of their performance, their stage presence, and audience
         rapport. Michael had always been a charmer – almost like he was born with a silver tongue – and had a strong connection with
         the audience immediately. The judges loved him, and he was the clear winner of the show. As Michael walked up the ornate mahogany
         steps onto the stage to accept his prize and bow to the audience, he thought to himself how he would never have entered the
         Canadian Youth Talent Search at all if it hadn’t been for Bev.
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