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        Move over Elmore

        Love the dialogue and the character studies...definitely a blend of Mickey Spillane and Elmore Leonard

        ~ Alex Adamson

        

        5.0 out of 5 stars Do Not Miss This Book!

        Chazz is the master. Every story he writes immerses you so deeply in its world, you can barely crawl out when the pages are closed. "Brooklyn in the Mean Time" might just be his best yet. I don't know which parts of the story are reality and which are fiction. Chazz presents a version of himself where it might just be autobiographical. Then again, he may be messing with we readers to up the ante in our suspension of disbelief. Either way, it's an amazing book. I loved every syllable. Chazz ranks among the top tier of our generation's storytellers. Do Not Miss This Book!

        ~ Alex Kimmell, author of The Key to Everything

        

        A unique and engaging novel with a compelling plot and well-drawn, idiosyncratic characters.

        ~ David Pandolfe

        

        Robert Chazz Chute is a versatile author, with books ranging from zombies, vampires, hit men, the end of the world, robots, dreams and time travel. Each book and series is well written, smart and leaves the reader wanting more.

        ~ Cavewoman reviews

        

        Another good story from a master storyteller

        Once again I got completely sucked in by Robert Chazz Chute. I could not put this book down once I started it. My only regret is that I got this book in November and waited until now to read it. The story is imaginative, engaging, and really not like anything else I've ever read.

        ~ Deborah630

        

        DIG CHAZZ CHUTE

        His writing style makes you part of his thoughts & conversations: you are part of his dimension Dear Reader and will "SWING" his every day. Only in Brooklyn can the 90's thrive and remain true. You can never truly return home after you ran from its hurts and pains, when naturally embedded during formative years are often hard to run from. Yet, the raw perspectives of your past with eyes wide open; does allow you truth and thus clarity. From there, knowing the negatives and going ballz to the walls with a cuppla hail Mary's; Chazz rocked it and lives the life he was meant to live and believed in. HIGHLY RECOMMEND!

        ~ MIKALA RATED

        

        Reviews of Bigger Than Jesus

        

        Bigger than Jesus Captured My Imagination and Ran!

        I have always liked the detective style books of the films from the 30-50's. This book captures all those best features. While reading the book I felt I was transported into a world that was inhabited by all the people and characters that made up the Humphrey Bogart movies, the Mike Hammer books, and the other gritty pulp fiction that I have always liked but somehow could not fully embrace. What helped me do that was the witty style that Robert Chazz Chute writes. It is funny, humorous, often serious and he speaks in a way that mixes the old style and current cultural references that make every one reading it feel included in the story.

        ~ Tidal Ashbrn

        

        The writing is just superb…. From beginning to end, this is one top notch crime novel. It is a smooth, easy read.

        ~ David Wilde

        

        Robert Chazz Chute proves that genre fiction can be inventive and unconventional in its use of language while delivering a suspenseful story.

        ~ Dream Beast

        

        An Excellent Read

        I loved this book. It is well written, fast paced and unusual for a gangster book.

        ~ M Slott

        

        Bigger Indeed!

        Oh wow. What can I say? Mr. Chute pulled me in with his POV and kept the twists coming through the whole book. I found the ending to be delightful and perfect. With comedy throughout and a wonderful cast of characters.

        ~ Jo Michaels, author of The Fury

        

        Excellent, fast paced romp

        This book plays out like a Guy Ritchie film. The pacing is frenzied, the plot convoluted yet easy to parse, and the characters larger than life. Half the fun is trying to who's trying to betray who. I would whole-heartedly recommend this novel to action fans and can't wait to grab the author's next work in this series.

        ~ Rev357

        

        What a fun ride of a crime thriller!

        In a short span of a couple of short stories collections and a few novelettes, Robert Chazz Chute has seriously become one of my favourite authors! You can count on him for well-written stories that pack punch, plot twists, clever dialogue and even some hidden wisdom in their pages.

        ~ johligo

        

        Five Stars

        Great treat, fun, unpredictable and gritty.

        ~ Kindle customer

        

        Love

        Suspense, humor, love!

        ~ Shirleyjack

        

        Genuine characters, full of ups and downs. Intricate plot.

        ~ Julio Wickham

        

        Good Thriller

        Kept my attention. Real page turner could not stop reading till I finished the entire book. Read it in one day.

        ~ A. Alpuche
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      Vela DiJordanno sat at her kitchen table and waited for the police. The forgotten mug of tea at her elbow cooled as she listened to the rain drum on the roof of her little home. Hers was a small village, not more than a couple of dozen buildings spread along the shore of Port George, Nova Scotia.

      Her small house, weathered and beaten by Atlantic winds, was built for two. Now her home would only house one. As the rain intensified, the sound calmed her. As Vela listened to the downpour drum the tin roof, exhaustion set in. Her eyelids grew heavy. Vela fell asleep in her kitchen chair and so did not see the police cruiser turn into her long driveway.

      She had called the authorities at nine that morning. The local detachment was in Middleton (motto: Heart of the Valley!) Vela startled awake as the clock chimed ten, just in time to spot the looming figure of an RCMP constable pass by her front window to knock on her door.

      Vela’s left hip ached as she rose from her chair and made her way to the door. Her right hip had already been replaced. The doctors in Halifax put her on a wait-list to repeat the procedure with her left. Though the square footage of her little house was small, pain can stretch the dimensions of any space.

      She opened the door to a tall RCMP officer carrying a black briefcase and a black umbrella. The fierce rain played a quick patter on his umbrella that reminded Vela of the drumming of impatient fingers.

      The old woman squinted up at the policeman. She thought he looked vaguely familiar. Perhaps she’d seen him before at a baked bean supper to raise funds for Middleton’s volunteer fire department. Or perhaps it had been a fundraiser for the Macdonald Museum in town. It was hard to tell. With their little moustaches, all RCMP officers looked alike to Vela.

      “Mrs. Jordanno?”

      “DiJordanno,” she corrected him. “First name Vela. Shall I spell it?”

      He cleared his throat. “I’m Sergeant Evan Coleman. They say rain never hurt a Baptist but shall we take this inside, out of the weather?”

      Vela searched her memory. “Coleman. Coleman. Are your people from Barrington Passage?”

      “My parents have both passed away but, yes, I still have an uncle who lives there. Uh, may I come in?”

      “Certainly, Constable. I’m sorry. I’m a bit flustered this morning.”

      “Understandable.” He removed his hat and shook water from his umbrella as he stepped inside.

      “I never saw a cop with a brolly before,” Vela mused.

      He shrugged. “Maybe not regulation but it makes sense. We’ve had quite a blow these last few days.”

      She nodded and gestured for him to follow her into the kitchen. As he sat at the table, she stoked the fire in the wood stove and put the kettle back on. “You drinking tea or coffee, Mr. Coleman?”

      “Coffee would be nice, thanks.”

      “I only have instant.”

      “Tea, then, please, ma’am.”

      “Tea it is.”

      “I understand you called the Coast Guard yesterday morning?” he asked.

      “They’ve been out looking for my husband but it’s been such a harsh spring. Weather’s bad for searching, they told me,” Vela said. “Been twenty-four hours since I called the Coast Guard. Jay went out in his boat the morning before that. I suppose I should file a missing person’s report with you fellas, too, but with the Coast Guard on it, there didn’t seem much point. Water wings won’t do out there.”

      “Mm-hm. That’s fine. The Coast Guard called us. So I have this straight, this is the third day since you last saw your husband?”

      Vela bobbed her head. “Last saw him the night before, actually. Kissed him goodnight and he must’ve left the house early.”

      “Did he tell you where he was headed?”

      “Just out to check his traps.”

      “Lobster?”

      “No bunnies out in the bay, Constable. We used to sell lobster but, as Jay says, the squeeze is hardly worth the juice anymore.”

      “Ma’am?”

      “His catch was just for us and, when it’s good, for some of the neighbors. Used to be bigger business around here. Jay used to help out with the weir, too, don’t you know? Up the road at the turn? That was twenty years ago. The weir was great, gettin’ on the hip waders and pulling in the catch with pitchforks. The tourists loved it. Too bad the government stopped the weir licenses. The fish are just about gone now, anyway. They say we all gotta acquire a taste for squids and octopuses ’cuz that’s what’s takin’ over.”

      “I see.” The constable placed his briefcase on the table and opened it.

      Vela was surprised to find the case was actually a laptop. “I guess you fellas don’t take notes with a pencil and a notebook anymore, eh? It’s all on computers now.”

      “For official reports, I use the computer, yes, ma’am. Recording, too. Mind if I record our conversation for the record?” The question seemed to be rhetorical. Coleman set his phone on the table and hit a little red button to begin the interview. “For these sorts of investigations, I have to do everything stiff and official. Do you mind if I get the usual stuff out of the way?”

      “Whatever you need to do,” Vela said.

      “Very well. I have some questions so I wish to give you the following caution. You need not say anything and can expect no hope from any promise or fear from any threat. Anything you say may be used as evidence. Do you want to call anyone? Do you want a lawyer present?”

      “My, that sounds serious.”

      The policeman shrugged casually. “Procedure.”

      “Am I being charged with something?”

      “I’m only gathering information for a missing person’s case at this point. Do you understand your rights as I’ve explained them to you? Do you want to call someone?”

      Vela bristled. “Of course, I understand. I’m old, not dumb. I don’t need a lawyer. Ask away. I have nothing to hide.”

      Vela took her seat at the table across from the policeman. She met his eyes with a steady gaze. Her left eye was clouded by a cataract but her right eye was doing the work of two nicely. “When you call me ‘ma’am,’ it makes me feel even older than I am. Call me Vela. V-e-l-a. One l will do. Two is overkill, I say.”

      “And your husband — ”

      “Jason. Jason Frances DiJordanno. It says Julio on his birth certificate but he goes by Jason around here. He was always just Jay to me. Is that too confusing?”

      “No, but when you say, ‘around here’ — ”

      “Since he immigrated. He’s a Canadian citizen.”

      “From Italy?”

      “Boston. I’ve got his passport around here somewhere if you want — ”

      “That won’t be necessary.”

      “Jay’s people are from Boston. He moved up here in his twenties. Decided to move in 1974 because of the war in Vietnam. It ended in ’75 and his draft number never came up, anyway, so technically, he wasn’t a draft dodger. He preferred the term, ‘a person of conscience.’”

      The constable tapped on the laptop keys, taking notes. Vela watched his eyes. She believed she could tell a lot about a person by their eyes. Coleman had the eyes of a predatory bird.

      “Your husband’s age?”

      “Sixty-six, ten years younger than me. My girlfriends said I was robbing the cradle but I always looked better than him so it’s all even.”

      Neighbors along the shore typically talked about the weather for half an hour before they got around to why they showed up at the door. With police matters, Vela thought a more efficient approach was called for. “Have you come to tell me they’ve found Jay?”

      Constable Coleman’s gaze flicked up from his screen. “We have not found him, no.”

      “But?”

      The policeman paused and slid the laptop aside for a moment. “I’m afraid I have some worrying news, Vela.”

      “Yes, yes? Don’t leave me in suspense.”

      “The Coast Guard found your husband’s boat adrift this morning. It wasn’t far out but between the tide and the storm we’ve had over the last couple of days — ”

      “Jay wasn’t on the boat, was he?”

      “I’m afraid not.”

      “Well, that’s a kick in the you-know-what, isn’t it? Not that I’m really surprised. I decided the smart thing to do was to give up hope. I did that yesterday.”

      “I’m sorry,” Coleman said. “The Coast Guard is towing the boat in now. Did your husband often go out for more than a day?”

      “Never. Well, not anymore, anyway. As I said, he was just supposed to be checking his traps. Jay hasn
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