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     It’s not enough to say Ron Reynolds is a fan of Frank Sinatra.  Reynolds’ fascination with the legendary crooner goes much deeper than that, as visitors to the House of Friendship at last June’s (2006) RI Convention in Chicago can attest.  They watched as Reynolds practically became Sinatra, entertaining the crowd with a series of Sinatra hits in a voice that sounded remarkably close to the original.
     “One guy from Nigeria came to hear me every single day,” says Reynolds, a member of the Rotary Club of Waupaca Breakfast, Wis., USA.  “As soon as I finished, he left.”

     Since retiring from his work running a fastener company 10 years ago, Reynolds has performed professionally as a Sinatra impersonator, doing a show he calls “Sinatra: A Tribute to Ol’ Blue Eyes.”  He’s performed at conventions, reunions, and cocktail lounges.  “Just about any venue you can think of,” he says.  He was a big hit during International Festival Night at the International Assembly in Anaheim, Calif., in 1995, one of his earliest gigs.
     And Reynolds does more than sing.  He includes a monologue in his act so that audiences get a complete Sinatra experience.  “I’ve read 18 to 20 books about him, so I have a pretty good knowledge of his background,” Reynolds says.

     Reynolds, 71, sang in a men’s chorus for 30 years before his retirement.  That’s when he began to work at emulating the voice and style of his favorite performer.  “I’ve listened to him all my life.  I know how he sings,” he says.  “I could pick a song he never sang and sing it the way he would.  I know the phrasing and shading like the back of my hand.”

     Occasionally, audience members will accuse him of lip-synching his performances.  “That’s a great compliment,” he says.

     Reynolds only saw his hero perform once, at a show in Milwaukee near the end of Sinatra’s career in the early 1990s.  By that time, Reynolds says, it was clear that the singer’s memory was failing and that performing was becoming more difficult for him, somewhat undercutting his famous, confident persona.

     But when the music started,” Reynolds recalls with admiration, “you could tell who it was.”
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