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ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED AS I HEARD YOU PAINT HOUSESNew York Times Best SellerNow a major motion picture directed by Academy Award winner Martin Scorsese, starring Academy Award winners Robert De Niro, Al Pacino, Joe Pesci, Anna Paquin, and Academy Award nominee Harvey Keitel, and written by Academy Award winner Steven Zaillian.The Irishman “gives new meaning to the term ‘guilty pleasure.””’ (Bryan Burrough, author of Public Enemies, in The New York Times Book Review)“Told with such economy and
chilling force as to make The Sopranos suddenly seem overwrought and theatrical.” (New York Daily News)“A terrific read.” (Kansas City Star)The Irishman is an epic saga of organized crime in post-war America told through the eyes of World War II veteran Frank Sheeran, a hustler and hitman who worked for legendary crime boss Russell Bufalino alongside some of the most notorious figures of the 20th Century. Spanning decades, Sheeran’s story chronicles one of the greatest unsolved mysteries in American history, the
disappearance of legendary union boss Jimmy Hoffa, and it offers a monumental journey through the hidden corridors of organized crime: its inner workings, rivalries, and connections to mainstream politics. Sheeran would rise to a position of such prominence that in a RICO suit against The Commission of La Cosa Nostra, the US Government would name him as one of only two non-Italians in conspiracy with the Commission. Sheeran is listed alongside the likes of Anthony “Tony Pro” Provenzano and Anthony “Fat Tony” Salerno.In
the course of nearly five years of recorded interviews, Sheeran confessed to Charles Brandt that he handled more than 25 hits for the mob, and Brandt turned Sheeran’s story into a binge-worthy true crime classic. Page 2 © 1996-2014, Amazon.com, Inc. or its affiliates "'I Heard You Paint Houses'" is one of the best accounts of the disappearance of Jimmy Hoffa, former Teamsters union boss and one of the most powerful men in America. ...One of Sheeran's virtues was his gift as a storyteller; one of his flaws was his tendency to
murder - in mobster jargon, "to paint houses." ...From what Sheeran said, it is assumed that he painted several houses for Hoffa. And as a reward, he was able to climb the ladder in the union, until he was made head of the Teamsters local in Wilmington, Del. Although he professed his loyalty to Hoffa - he said on one occasion, "I'll be a Hoffa man 'til they pat my face with a shovel and steal my cufflinks" - Sheeran acknowledged that he was the one who killed the Teamsters boss...On July 30, 1975, Hoffa disappeared. Sheeran
explains how he did it, in prose reminiscent of the best gangster films. "Jimmy Hoffa got shot twice at decent range - not too close or the paint splatters back at you - in the back of the head, behind his right ear," said Sheeran. And then, this magnificently laconic finale: "My friend didn't suffer." - Associated Press"Brandt's book gives new meaning to the term 'guilty pleasure.' ... Sheeran's account of Hoffa's killing certainly appears credible."- New York Times Book Review"Sheeran's confession that he killed Hoffa in the manner
described in the book is supported by the forensic evidence, is entirely credible and solves the Hoffa mystery."- Michael Baden, M.D., former Chief Medical Examinaer of the City of New York"I'm fully convinced - now - that Sheeran was in fact the man who did the deed. And I'm impressed, too, by the book's readability and by its factual accuracy in all areas on which I'm qualified to pass judgment. Charles Brandt has solved the Hoffa mystery."- Prof. Arthur Sloane, author of Hoffa"The book already has impressed law enforcement
officials enough to jump start new activities in the case . . . It's a terrific read."- Kansas City Star"Unlike similar claims by many other self-confessed executioners, law enforcement authorities say Sheeran may well be telling the truth."- Jerry Capeci's Gang Land News"A page-turning account of one man's descent into the mob."- Delaware News Journal HEARD YOU PAINT HOUSES is a fascinating account of a dark side of American history. The book s title comes from the first words Jimmy Hoffa ever spoke to Frank the Irishman
Sheeran. To paint a house is to kill a man. The paint is the blood that splatters on the walls and floors.Frank Sheeran lived a long, violent, passionate life. As a boy he took on older kids in bar fights so his dad could win free beer. During World War II he was a highly decorated infantryman with 411 days of active combat duty and a willingness to follow orders. When an officer would tell you to take a couple of German prisoners back behind the line and for you to hurry back, you did what you had to do. He became a hustler and hit
man, working for legendary crime boss Russell Bufalino and eventually becoming one of only two non-Italians on the FBI s famous La Cosa Nostra list. He was also a truck driver who was made head of the Teamsters local in Wilmington, Delaware, by his good friend Jimmy Hoffa. When Hoffa disappeared on July 30, 1975, Sheeran became a leading suspect, and every serious study of the Hoffa disappearance alleges that Sheeran was there.For the first time the Irishman tells all a lifetime of payoffs (including hand-delivering bags of
cash to Nixon s attorney general John Mitchell) and manipulation (supporting Joe Biden s election to the Senate with a Teamster action) for the book that would become his deathbed confession. He died on December 14, 2003.Sheeran also provides shocking new information on notorious mob hits: Joseph Crazy Joey Gallo blown away as he celebrated his forty-third birthday in New York s Little Italy; Salvatore Sally Bugs Briguglio long suspected of being a player in the plot to kill Hoffa. And offers new insights to the crusading of
Robert Kennedy and the death of John F. Kennedy.This historic account is based on interviews of Frank Sheeran by Charles Brandt, who researched, cross-checked, and illuminated what Sheeran told him and turned it all into a gripping narrative that is sure to become an instant true crime classic. CHARLES BRANDT is a former prosecutor and Chief Deputy Attorney General of the State of Delaware. A past president of the Delaware Trial Lawyers Association, Brandt is also listed in Best Lawyers in America. He is a frequent
speaker on cross-examination and interrogation techniques for reluctant witnesses. He lives in Lewes, Delaware, with his wife and has three grown children. ‘The Irishman’ named Best Film By National Board Of Review and New York Film Critics Circle“Sheeran’s confession that he killed Hoffa in the manner described in the book is supported by the forensic evidence, is entirely credible, and solves the Hoffa mystery.” — Michael Baden M.D., former Chief Medical Examiner of the City of New York“I’'m fully convinced - now - that
Sheeran was in fact the man who did the deed. And I'm impressed, too, by the book’s readability and by its factual accuracy in all areas on which I'm qualified to pass judgment. Charles Brandt has solved the Hoffa mystery.” —Professor Arthur Sloane, author of Hoffa“Sometimes you can believe everything you read.” — William “Big Billy” D’Elia, successor to Russell Bufalino as godfather of the Bufalino crime family“My source in the Bufalino family . . . read I Heard You Paint Houses. All the Bufalino guys read it. This old-time
Bufalino guy told me he was shocked. He couldn’t believe Sheeran confessed all that stuff to [Brandt]. It’s all true.” — New York Police Department organized crime homicide detective Joseph Coffey“If the made men Brandt rubbed up against during his five years with Sheeran suspected what Sheeran was confessing to him on tape, they’d both have been promptly whacked.” — Joe Pistone, retired FBI deep undercover agent and the author of Donnie Brascol Heard You Paint Houses “gives new meaning to the term ‘guilty pleasure.’
It promises to clear up the mystery of Hoffa’s demise, and appears to do so. Sheeran not only admits he was in on the hit, he says it was he who actually pulled the trigger — and not just on Hoffa but on dozens of other victims, including many, he alleges, dispatched on Hoffa’s orders. This last seems likely to spur a reappraisal of Hoffa’s career. . . . Sheeran is Old School, and his tale is admirably free of self-pity and self-aggrandizement. Without getting all Oprah about it, he admits he was an alcoholic and a lousy father. His
business was killing people, and . . . he did it with little muss, fuss or introspection.” — Bryan Burrough, author of Public Enemies, in The New York Times Book Review“One of Sheeran’s virtues was his gift as a storyteller; one of his flaws was his tendency to murder, in mobster jargon, ‘to paint houses.’ . . . Although he professed his loyalty to Hoffa - he said on one occasion, ‘I'll be a Hoffa man ‘til they pat my face with a shovel and steal my cufflinks’ — Sheeran acknowledged that he was the one who killed the Teamsters boss. . . .
On July 30, 1975, Hoffa disappeared. Sheeran explains how he did it, in prose reminiscent of the best gangster films.” — Associated Press“I Heard You Paint Houses is the best Mafia book I ever read, and believe me, I read them all. It’s so authentic.” — Steven Van Zandt, featured actor, “Silvio Dante,” in The Sopranos and musician in Bruce Springsteen’s E Street Band “Told with such economy and chilling force as to make The Sopranos suddenly seem overwrought and theatrical.” —New York Daily News“Is Sheeran believable?
Very . .. and ‘I Heard You Paint Houses’ is a very enjoyable book.” —Trial Magazine“A page-turning account of one man’s descent into the mob.” —Delaware News Journal“A terrific read.” —Kansas City Star July 30, 2025 marks the 50th anniversary of Jimmy Hoffa's disappearance..."Back then, there wasn't nobody in this country who didn't know who Jimmy Hoffa was." — Frank Sheeran (played by Robert DeNiro) in Martin Scoresese’s film The Irishman-New York Times Bestseller — #1 True Crime Bestseller The inspiration for the
major motion picture, THE IRISHMAN. “The best Mafia book I ever read, and believe me, I read them all.” — Steven Van Zandt “Charles Brandt has solved the Hoffa mystery.” — Professor Arthur Sloane, author of Hoffa “Sheeran’s confession that he killed Hoffa in the manner described in the book is supported by the forensic evidence, is entirely credible, and solves the Hoffa mystery.” — Michael Baden M.D., former Chief Medical Examiner of the City of New York “It’s all true.” — New York Police Department organized crime
homicide detective Joe Coffey “Gives new meaning to the term ‘guilty pleasure.””” — The New York Times Book Review **Includes an Epilogue and a Conclusion that detail substantial post-publication corroboration of Frank Sheeran's confessions to the killings of Jimmy Hoffa and Joey Gallo. "I heard you paint houses" are the first words Jimmy Hoffa ever spoke to Frank "the Irishman" Sheeran. To paint a house is to kill a man. The paint is the blood that splatters on the walls and floors. In the course of nearly five years of recorded
interviews, Frank Sheeran confessed to Charles Brandt that he handled more than twenty-five hits for the mob, and for his friend Hoffa. He also provided intriguing information about the Mafia's role in the murder of JFK. Sheeran learned to kill in the US Army, where he saw an astonishing 411 days of active combat duty in Italy during World War II. After returning home he became a hustler and hit man, working for legendary crime boss Russell Bufalino. Eventually Sheeran would rise to a position of such prominence that in a
RICO suit the US government would name him as one of only two non-Italians in conspiracy with the Commission of La Cosa Nostra, alongside the likes of Anthony "Tony Pro" Provenzano and Anthony "Fat Tony" Salerno. When Bufalino ordered Sheeran to kill Hoffa, the Irishman did the deed, knowing that if he had refused he would have been killed himself. Charles Brandt's page-turner has become a true crime classic. 2004 book by Charles Brandt This article is about the book published in 2004. For the film based on the book,
see The Irishman. I Heard You Paint Houses AuthorCharles BrandtLanguageEnglishSubject Frank Sheeran American Mafia Genre Memoir PublisherSteerforth PressPublication date2004Publication placeUnited States of AmericaMedia typePrint (hardcover & paperback), E-book, audio cassette, audio CD, Audible Audio Edition, Amazon KindlePages384ISBN978-1586422387Dewey Decimal364.1'06'0973—dc22LC ClassHV6446.B73 2004 I Heard You Paint Houses: Frank "The Irishman" Sheeran and Closing the Case on Jimmy Hoffa
is a 2004 work of narrative nonfiction written by former homicide prosecutor, investigator, and defense attorney Charles Brandt that chronicles the life of Frank Sheeran, an alleged mafia hitman who confesses the crimes he committed working for the Bufalino crime family. The title is in reference to, according to Sheeran, the first conversation he had with Hoffa over the phone, where Hoffa started by saying, "I heard you paint houses"—a mob code meaning: I heard you kill people, the "paint" being the blood spatter from the
gunshot.[1] Later editions of the book contain 71 pages of back matter largely detailing independent corroboration of Sheeran's confessions that came to light after the book was first published.[citation needed] Sheeran's supposed confessions to killing Jimmy Hoffa and Joe Gallo have been disputed by "The Lies of the Irishman", an article in Slate by Bill Tonelli,[1] and "Jimmy Hoffa and 'The Irishman': A True Crime Story?" by Harvard Law School professor Jack Goldsmith, which appeared in The New York Review of Books.[2] Chip
Fleischer, the book's publisher, wrote a reply to Tonelli's piece, also published in Slate, calling the magazine's decision to run the article with a title he claims is not supported by the facts "irresponsible in the extreme, not to mention damaging."[3] The book is the basis for the 2019 film The Irishman, which was directed by Martin Scorsese and starred Robert De Niro as Frank Sheeran.[4] ©~ a b Tonelli, Bill (August 7, 2019). "The Lies of "The Irishman"". Slate. Retrieved August 7, 2019. ™ Goldsmith, Jack (September 26, 2019).
"Jimmy Hoffa and The Irishman: A True Crime Story?". New York Review of Books. Retrieved September 26, 2019. ~ "The Publisher of I Heard You Paint Houses Responds to "The Lies of the Irishman"". Slate. August 16, 2019. Retrieved December 2, 2019. ~ Bell, Breanna (July 31, 2019). "Martin Scorsese's 'The Irishman' Trailer Teams Robert De Niro, Al Pacino and Joe Pesci". Variety. Archived from the original on July 31, 2019. Retrieved July 31, 2019. Brandt, Charles (2004). I Heard You Paint Houses. Steerforth Press.

ISBN 978-1586422387. "Steerforth Press". Retrieved September 20, 2019. This article about a book on true crime is a stub. You can help Wikipedia by expanding it.vte Retrieved from " Frank “The Irishman” Sheeran, the notorious hit man and labor union leader, was behind bars for racke- teering in 1991 when former homicide investigator and prosecutor Charles Brandt was asked to meet with him. Ultimately, Brandt would spend five years with Sheeran, learning where the bodies were buried—literally. During their con-
versations, Sheeran admitted to many murders, including that of legendary union boss Jimmy Hoffa.I Heard You Paint Houses, published by Steerforth Press in 2004, is the book that resulted from those conversations. The mafia history is the basis for a much-anticipated film adaptation directed by Martin Scorsese and starring Robert De Niro that will be released in theaters and on Netflix this fall. Brandt contributed to the film’s development, sharing his input with the iconic actor and director. “Scorsese and De Niro were the
dream when the first word hit the first page,” Brandt says. “I still pinch myself. In our first meeting after they bought the rights, we hit it off. Marty, Bob, and I had so much in common, growing up at the same time in New York City in Italian-immigrant families.”When Brandt met with Sheeran, it wasn’t as a prosecutor but as a private practice lawyer specializing in medical cases. After reading Brandt’s novel The Right to Remain Silent, Sheeran reached out to the author and attorney to help him secure medical parole for severe
spinal stenosis—and to tell his side of the Jimmy Hoffa story.“Frank wanted me to write a book clearing him of involvement in the hit on Jimmy Hoffa,” says Brandt, whose training and instincts told him that Sheeran had a latent desire to confess. Eight years later, Sheeran reached out to Brandt again, this time prepared to tell the truth. In a series of interviews with Brandt, Sheeran con- fessed to the Hoffa hit and to killing Joseph “Crazy Joe” Gallo, as well as another 25 to 30 murders.“In the first interview, Frank, raised a strict
Catholic, was so remorseful that I was able to help him get a great deal off his chest,” Brandt says. “We spoke on tape nearly every day, by phone or face-to- face, for five years. When all was confessed, Frank met with a priest for absolution, and then the Irishman committed suicide by refusing food. ‘I'm checking out,” Frank told his family.”I was I Heard You Paint Houses was an immediate bestseller when it was published in 2004—earning praise from the New York Times, which said the book “gives new meaning to the term ‘guilty
pleasure’ “—and word of mouth during the last two decades has helped the title find new readers. “Even before there was any movie interest, Houses had taken on a life of its own,” says Chip Fleischer, cofounder of Steerforth Press. “Charlie Brandt is a born storyteller, in person and on the page, and his book makes an important contribution to our under- standing of certain aspects of American history, not just who killed Jimmy Hoffa.”To capitalize on promotional efforts preceding this fall’s premiere of Netflix’s The Irishman, the
title has been updated with a 57-page conclusion by Brandt that contains substantial independent corroboration of Sheeran’s confessions. Brandt also included incriminating details that couldn’t be revealed when the book was first published. The buzz surrounding the film and this new edition— with a Netflix sticker on its cover—is sure to be a boon for Steerforth Press, as well as for booksellers and librarians who stock the book in the run-up to the film’s release. 'The Irishman' named Best Film By National Board Of Review

and New York Film Critics Circle“Sheeran’s confession that he killed Hoffa in the manner described in the book is supported by the forensic evidence, is entirely credible, and solves the Hoffa mystery.” — Michael Baden M.D., former Chief Medical Examiner of the City of New York“I'm fully convinced - now - that Sheeran was in fact the man who did the deed. And I'm impressed, too, by the book’s readability and by its factual accuracy in all areas on which I'm qualified to pass judgment. Charles Brandt has solved the Hoffa
mystery.” —Professor Arthur Sloane, author of Hoffa“Sometimes you can believe everything you read.” — William “Big Billy” D’Elia, successor to Russell Bufalino as godfather of the Bufalino crime family“My source in the Bufalino family . . . read I Heard You Paint Houses. All the Bufalino guys read it. This old-time Bufalino guy told me he was shocked. He couldn’t believe Sheeran confessed all that stuff to [Brandt]. It’s all true.” — New York Police Department organized crime homicide detective Joseph Coffey“If the made men
Brandt rubbed up against during his five years with Sheeran suspected what Sheeran was confessing to him on tape, they’d both have been promptly whacked.” — Joe Pistone, retired FBI deep undercover agent and the author of Donnie Brascol Heard You Paint Houses “gives new meaning to the term ‘guilty pleasure.’ It promises to clear up the mystery of Hoffa's demise, and appears to do so. Sheeran not only admits he was in on the hit, he says it was he who actually pulled the trigger — and not just on Hoffa but on dozens of
other victims, including many, he alleges, dispatched on Hoffa’s orders. This last seems likely to spur a reappraisal of Hoffa’s career. . . . Sheeran is Old School, and his tale is admirably free of self-pity and self-aggrandizement. Without getting all Oprah about it, he admits he was an alcoholic and a lousy father. His business was killing people, and . . . he did it with little muss, fuss or introspection.” — Bryan Burrough, author of Public Enemies, in The New York Times Book Review“One of Sheeran’s virtues was his gift as a
storyteller; one of his flaws was his tendency to murder, in mobster jargon, ‘to paint houses.’ . . . Although he professed his loyalty to Hoffa - he said on one occasion, ‘I'll be a Hoffa man ‘til they pat my face with a shovel and steal my cufflinks’ — Sheeran acknowledged that he was the one who killed the Teamsters boss. . . . On July 30, 1975, Hoffa disappeared. Sheeran explains how he did it, in prose reminiscent of the best gangster films.” — Associated Pressl Heard You Paint Houses is the best Mafia book I ever read, and believe
me, I read them all. It’s so authentic.” — Steven Van Zandt, featured actor, “Silvio Dante,” in The Sopranos and musician in Bruce Springsteen’s E Street Band “Told with such economy and chilling force as to make The Sopranos suddenly seem overwrought and theatrical.” —New York Daily News“Is Sheeran believable? Very . . . and ‘I Heard You Paint Houses’ is a very enjoyable book.” —Trial Magazine“A page-turning account of one man’s descent into the mob.” —Delaware News Journal—Kansas City Star HEARD YOU PAINT
HOUSES is a fascinating account of a dark side of American history. The book s title comes from the first words Jimmy Hoffa ever spoke to Frank the Irishman Sheeran. To paint a house is to kill a man. The paint is the blood that splatters on the walls and floors.Frank Sheeran lived a long, violent, passionate life. As a boy he took on older kids in bar fights so his dad could win free beer. During World War II he was a highly decorated infantryman with 411 days of active combat duty and a willingness to follow orders. When an officer
would tell you to take a couple of German prisoners back behind the line and for you to hurry back, you did what you had to do. He became a hustler and hit man, working for legendary crime boss Russell Bufalino and eventually becoming one of only two non-Italians on the FBI s famous La Cosa Nostra list. He was also a truck driver who was made head of the Teamsters local in Wilmington, Delaware, by his good friend Jimmy Hoffa. When Hoffa disappeared on July 30, 1975, Sheeran became a leading suspect, and every serious
study of the Hoffa disappearance alleges that Sheeran was there.For the first time the Irishman tells all a lifetime of payoffs (including hand-delivering bags of cash to Nixon s attorney general John Mitchell) and manipulation (supporting Joe Biden s election to the Senate with a Teamster action) for the book that would become his deathbed confession. He died on December 14, 2003.Sheeran also provides shocking new information on notorious mob hits: Joseph Crazy Joey Gallo blown away as he celebrated his forty-third birthday
in New York s Little Italy; Salvatore Sally Bugs Briguglio long suspected of being a player in the plot to kill Hoffa. And offers new insights to the crusading of Robert Kennedy and the death of John F. Kennedy.This historic account is based on interviews of Frank Sheeran by Charles Brandt, who researched, cross-checked, and illuminated what Sheeran told him and turned it all into a gripping narrative that is sure to become an instant true crime classic. "I heard you paint houses" are the first words Jimmy Hoffa ever spoke to Frank
"the Irishman" Sheeran. To paint a house is to kill a man. The paint is the blood that splatters on the walls and floors. In the course of nearly five years of recorded interviews Frank Sheeran confessed to Charles Brandt that he handled more than twenty-five hits for the mob, and for his friend Hoffa. Sheeran learned to kill in the U.S. Army, where he saw an astonishing 411 days of active combat duty in Italy during World War II. After returning home he became a hustler and hit man, working for legendary crime boss Russell
Bufalino. Eventually he would rise to a position of such prominence that in a RICO suit then-U.S. Attorney Rudy Giuliani would name him as one of only two non-Italians on a list of 26 top mob figures. When Bufalino ordered Sheeran to kill Hoffa, he did the deed, knowing that if he had refused he would have been killed himself. Sheeran's important and fascinating story includes new information on other famous murders, and provides rare insight to a chapter in American history. Charles Brandt has written a page-turner that is
destined to become a true crime classic. Born and raised in New York City, Charles Brandt is a former junior high school English teacher, welfare investigator in East Harlem, homicide prosecutor, and Chief Deputy Attorney General of the State of Delaware. As a prosecutor, he handled more than 50 homicide proceedings, four of which sent men to death row. In private practice since 1976, Brandt was a criminal defense attorney specializing in homicide for a decade, and has been president of the Delaware Trial Lawyers
Association and the Delaware Chapter of the American Board of Trial Advocates. He has been named by his peers to both Best Lawyers in America and Best Lawyers in Delaware. He is a frequent speaker on cross-examination and interrogation techniques for reluctant witnesses. Brandt is the author of a novel based on major cases he solved through interrogation, The Right to Remain Silent. He is also the co-author of Joe Pistone's Donnie Brasco: Unfinished Business and of Lin DeVecchio's We're Going to Win This Thing: The
Shocking Frame-Up of a Mafia Crime Buster. “They Wouldn’t Dare” I asked my boss, Russell “McGee” Bufalino, to let me call Jimmy at his cottage by the lake. I was on a peace mission. All I was trying to do at that particular time was keep this thing from happening to Jimmy. I reached out for Jimmy on Sunday afternoon, July 27, 1975. Jimmy was gone by Wednesday, July 30. Sadly, as we say, gone to Australia — down under. I will miss my friend until the day I join him. I was at my own apartment in Philly using my own phone when
I made the long-distance call to Jimmy’s cottage at Lake Orion near Detroit. If I had been in on the thing on Sunday I would have used a pay phone, not my own phone. You don’t survive as long as I did by making calls about importantmatters fromyour own phone. I wasn’tmade with a finger. My father used the real thing to get my mother pregnant. While I was in my kitchen standing by my rotary wall phone getting ready to dial the number I knew by heart, I gave some consideration to just how I was going to approach Jimmy. I
learned during my years of union negotiations that it always was best to review things in your mind first before you opened your mouth. And besides that, this call was not going to be an easy one. When he got out of jail on a presidential pardon by Nixon in 1971, and he began fighting to reclaim the presidency of the Teamsters, Jimmy became very hard to talk to. Sometimes you see that with guys when they first get out. Jimmy became reckless with his tongue — on the radio, in the papers, on television. Every time he opened his
mouth he said something about how he was going to expose the mob and get the mob out of the union. He even said he was going to keep the mob from using the pension fund. I can’t imagine certain people liked hearing that their golden goose would be killed if he got back in. All this coming from Jimmy was hypocritical to say the least, considering Jimmy was the one who brought the so-called mob into the union and the pension fund in the first place. Jimmy brought me into the union through Russell. With very good reason I was
concerned for my friend more than a little bit. I started getting concerned about nine months before this telephone call that Russell was letting me make. Jimmy had flown out to Philly to be the featured speaker at Frank Sheeran Appreciation Night at the Latin Casino. There were 3,000 of my good friends and family, including the mayor, the district attorney, guys I fought in the war with, the singer Jerry Vale and the Golddigger Dancers with legs that didn’t quit, and certain other guests the FBI would call La Cosa Nostra. Jimmy
presented me with a gold watch encircled with diamonds. Jimmy looked at the guests on the dais and said, “I never realized you were that strong.” That was a special comment because Jimmy Hoffa was one of the two greatest men I ever met. Before they brought the dinner of prime rib, and when we were getting our pictures taken, some little nobody that Jimmy was in jail with asked Jimmy for ten grand for a business venture. Jimmy reached in his pocket and gave him $2,500. That was Jimmy — a soft touch. Naturally, Russell
Bufalino was there. He was the other one of the two greatest men that I ever met. Jerry Vale sang Russ’s favorite song, “Spanish Eyes,” for him. Russell was boss of the Bufalino family of upstate Pennsylvania, and large parts of New York, New Jersey, and Florida. Being headquartered outside New York City, Russell wasn'’t in the inner circle of New York’s five families, but all the families came to him for advice on everything. If there was any important matter that needed taking care of, they gave the job to Russell. He was
respected throughout the country. When Albert Anastasia got shot in the barber’s chair in New York, they made Russell the acting head of that family until they could straighten everything out. There’s no way to getmore respect than Russell got. He was very strong. The public never heard of him, but the families and the feds knew how strong he was. Russell presented me with a gold ring that he had made up special for just three people — himself, his underboss, and me. It had a big three-dollar gold piece on top surrounded by
diamonds. Russ was big in the jewelry-fencing and cat-burglar world. He was a silent partner in a number of jewelry stores on Jeweler’s Row in New York City. The gold watch Jimmy gave me is still on my wrist, and the gold ring Russell gave me is still on my finger here at the assisted-living home. On my other hand I've got a ring with each of my daughters’ birthstones. Jimmy and Russell were verymuch alike. They were solidmuscle from head to toe. They were both short, even for those days. Russ was about 5'8". Jimmy was down
around 5'5". In those days I used to be 6'4", and I had to bend down to them for private talks. They were very smart from head to toe. They had mental toughness and physical toughness. But in one important way they were different. Russ was very low-key and quiet, soft-spoken even when he got mad. Jimmy exploded every day just to keep his temper in shape, and he loved publicity. The night before my testimonial dinner, Russ and I had a sit-down with Jimmy. We sat at a table at Broadway Eddie’s, and Russell Bufalino told Jimmy
Hoffa flat-out he should stop running for union president. He told him certain people were very happy with Frank Fitzsimmons, who replaced Jimmy when he went to jail. Nobody at the table said so, but we all knew these certain people were very happy with the big and easy loans they could get out of the Teamsters Pension Fund under the weak-minded Fitz. They got loans under Jimmy when he was in, and Jimmy got his points under the table, but the loans were always on Jimmy’s terms. Fitz bent over for these certain people. All
Fitz cared about was drinking and golfing. I don’t have to tell you how much juice comes out of a billion-dollar pension fund. Russell said, “What are you running for? You don’t need the money.” Jimmy said, “It’s not about the money. I'm not letting Fitz have the union.” After the sit-down, when I was getting ready to take Jimmy back to theWarwick Hotel, Russ took me aside and said: “Talk to your friend. Tell him what it is.” In our way of speaking, even though it doesn’t sound like much, that was as good as a death threat. At the
Warwick Hotel I told Jimmy if he didn’t change his mind about taking back the union he had better keep some bodies around him for protection. “I'm not going that route or they’ll go after my family.” “Still in all, you don’t want to be out on the street by yourself.” “Nobody scares Hoffa. I'm going after Fitz, and I'm going to win this election.” “You know what this means,” I said. “Russ himself told me to tell you what it is.” “They wouldn’t dare,” Jimmy Hoffa growled, his eyes glaring at mine. All Jimmy did the rest of the night and at
breakfast the next morning was talk a lot of distorted talk. Looking back it could have been nervous talk, but I never knew Jimmy to show fear. Although one of the items on the agenda that Russell had spoken to Jimmy about at the table at Broadway Eddie’s the night before my testimonial dinner was more than enough to make the bravest man show fear. And there I was in my kitchen in Philadelphia nine months after Frank Sheeran Appreciation Night with the phone in my hand and Jimmy on the other end of the line at his cottage
in Lake Orion, and me hoping this time Jimmy would reconsider taking back the union while he still had the time. “My friend and I are driving out for the wedding,” I said. “I figured you and your friend would attend the wedding,” Jimmy said. Jimmy knew “my friend” was Russell and that you didn’t use his name over the phone. The wedding was Bill Bufalino’s daughter’s wedding in Detroit. Bill was no relation to Russell, but Russell gave him permission to say they were cousins. It helped Bill’s career. He was the Teamsters lawyer
in Detroit. Bill Bufalino had a mansion in Grosse Pointe that had a waterfall in the basement. There was a little bridge you walked over that separated one side of the basement from the other. The men had their own side so they could talk. The women stayed on their side of the waterfall. Evidently, these were not women who paid attention to the words when they heard Helen Reddy sing her popular song of the day, “I Am Woman, Hear Me Roar.” “I guess you're not going to the wedding,” I said. “Jo doesn’t want people staring,” he
said. Jimmy didn’t have to explain. There was talk about an FBI wiretap that was coming out. Certain parties were on the tape talking about extramarital relations his wife, Josephine, allegedly had years ago with Tony Cimini, a soldier in the Detroit outfit. “Ah, nobody believed that bull, Jimmy. I figured you wouldn’t go because of this other thing.” “Fuck them. They think they can scare Hoffa.” “There’s widespread concern that things are getting out of hand.” “I got ways to protect myself. I got records put away.” “Please, Jimmy,
even my friend is concerned.” “How’s your friend doing?” Jimmy laughed. “I'm glad he got that problem handled last week.” Jimmy was referring to an extortion trial Russ had just beat in Buffalo. “Our friend’s doing real good,” I said. “He’s the one gave me the go-ahead to call you.” These respected men were both my friends, and they were both good friends to each other. Russell introduced me to Jimmy in the first place back in the fifties. At the time I had three daughters to support. I had lost my job driving a meat truck for Food
Fair, when they caught me trying to be a partner in their business. I was stealing sides of beef and chickens and selling them to restaurants. So I started taking day jobs out of the Teamsters union hall, driving trucks for companies when their regular driver was out sick or something. I also taught ballroom dancing, and on Friday and Saturday nights I was a bouncer at the Nixon Ballroom, a black nightclub. On the side I handled certain matters for Russ, never for money, but as a show of respect. I wasn’t a hitman for hire. Some
cowboy. You ran a little errand. You did a favor. You got a little favor back if you ever needed it. I had seen On The Waterfront in the movies, and I thought I was at least as bad as that Marlon Brando. I said to Russ that I wanted to get into union work. We were at a bar in South Philly. He had arranged for a call from Jimmy Hoffa in Detroit and put me on the line with him. The first words Jimmy ever spoke to me were, “I heard you paint houses.” The paint is the blood that supposedly gets on the wall or the floor when you shoot
somebody. I told Jimmy, “I do my own carpentry work, too.” That refers to making coffins and means you get rid of the bodies yourself. After that conversation Jimmy put me to work for the International, making more money than I had made on all those other jobs put together, including the stealing. I got extramoney for expenses. On the side I handled certain matters for Jimmy the way I did for Russell. Share — copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format for any purpose, even commercially. Adapt — remix,
transform, and build upon the material for any purpose, even commercially. The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as you follow the license terms. Attribution — You must give appropriate credit , provide a link to the license, and indicate if changes were made . You may do so in any reasonable manner, but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses you or your use. ShareAlike — If you remix, transform, or build upon the material, you must distribute your contributions under the same license as the original. No
additional restrictions — You may not apply legal terms or technological measures that legally restrict others from doing anything the license permits. You do not have to comply with the license for elements of the material in the public domain or where your use is permitted by an applicable exception or limitation . No warranties are given. The license may not give you all of the permissions necessary for your intended use. For example, other rights such as publicity, privacy, or moral rights may limit how you use the material.
Jump to ratings and reviewsThe first words Jimmy Hoffa ever spoke to Frank "the Irishman" Sheeran were, "I heard you paint houses." To paint a house is to kill a man. The paint is the blood that splatters on the walls and floors. In the course of nearly five years of recorded interviews Frank Sheeran confessed to Charles Brandt that he handled more than twenty-five hits for the mob, and for his friend Hoffa. Sheeran learned to kill in the U.S. Army, where he saw an astonishing 411 days of active combat duty in Italy during World
War II. After returning home he became a hustler and hit man, working for legendary crime boss Russell Bufalino. Eventually he would rise to a position of such prominence that in a RICO suit then-U.S. Attorney Rudy Giuliani would name him as one of only two non-Italians on a list of 26 top mob figures. When Bufalino ordered Sheeran to kill Hoffa, he did the deed, knowing that if he had refused he would have been killed himself. Sheeran's important and fascinating story includes new information on other famous murders, and
provides rare insight to a chapter in American history. Charles Brandt has written a page-turner that is destined to become a true crime classic.GenresNonfictionTrue CrimeHistoryCrimeBiographyMemoirHistorical 4173 people are currently reading20574 people want to readCharles Peter Brandt was an American investigator, lawyer, writer, and speaker. He wrote the narrative non-fiction Frank Sheeran memoir I Heard You Paint Houses, the basis for the 2019 film The Irishman, directed by Martin Scorsese and starring Robert De
Niro, Al Pacino, and Joe Pesci.Displaying 1 - 30 of 1,505 reviews]July 2, 20161 really and truly couldn't care less who killed Jimmy Hoffa, but if he's the catalyst for this book being written--well then, cry me a river. Charles Brandt is the nominal author here, but it's Frank Sheeran's book all the way, and is he ever a genius storyteller! Okay, he killed Hoffa, but let's put that into perspective by noting that Hoffa was just one notch on what was apparently one of the longest gunstocks in the history of man. In between killings--or, as he
delicately put it, "taking care of a couple of matters"--he attended christenings, went to prison multiple times, drove all over creation for his very favorite mob boss, Russell Bufalino, played a part in the JFK assassination, loyally talked a bunch of shit about Bobby Kennedy, Hoffa's nemesis, and--most of all--enthusiastically commented on food of any kind whatsoever wherever he went, right down to the "out of this world" chocolates he sent his lawyers' wives. You can learn a ton of stuff from this book, like what to do with a gun
you've just used in a crime (throw it into a river, get a brand new one just like it, and keep it in its box until you need to use *that* one. Lather, rinse, repeat.) If you need to kill someone in broad daylight, be sure to use a .45 or something else really loud to scatter any witnesses, but if you just need to make a quick little neighborhood hit at night, use a .22 so you don't disturb anyone's sleep. Also etiquette: never kill anyone in front of his family unless that person is a total disgrace; never bring a girlfriend to dinner at a restaurant on
the designated "wives' night;" always check to make sure that your employer doesn't own part of a building you plan to burn down. In other words, people, be thoughtful!The mob idioms are a high point: "going to school"= going to jail; "going to Australia" = shot and buried "down under"; and of course "painting houses," named for subsidiary blood spatter.l hear Martin Scorsese has bought the film rights to the book, but plans to call the film "The Irishman," which would be a total travesty. Why mess with the best title ever?
October 14, 20241 read this book after I heard that Martin Scorsese was making a $150 million film based on it. The book has a really cool name that humorously alludes to killing a man. [ Heard You Paint Houses is about Frank Sheeran, the Irish gangster, who carried out more than twenty executions on the orders of his boss, the Italian mobster Russell Bufalino.The book is written like a murder mystery. It begins with Sheeran trying to make peace between Jimmy Hoffa (former leader of the Teamsters - an American labor union
that represented the interests of blue collar workers) and his boss Russell Bufalino (the most powerful Italian crime boss in America). Bufalino and the rest of the Italian mob are angry with Hoffa after he threatens to expose how money from the Teamster pension fund was being loaned out to Italian mob bosses at very low and at times, zero interest rates. Sheeran has done jobs for both Bufalino and Hoffa. He is caught between the two men whom he respects most in his life. After the tense beginning, the book goes back in time to
capture Sheeran’s life - his childhood and teenage years growing up as a devout catholic during the great depression, his youth working in a carnival, his 411 days of service during World War 2 where he carried out executions of many captured German soldiers, his gradual entry into the Italian mob and climb up its rungs after the great war and his days as an official in the Teamsters union. You could say Sheeran’s early life was picaresque. But the second world war changed him forever. The chapter where Sheeran travels by
helicopter to carry out the most important and personally painful hit of his life is pulsating and takes the book to another level. But the rather long account of Jimmy Hoffa’s trial and incarceration, peppered with many characters that I had a tough time keeping track of, prevented me from giving a five-star rating to this fine true-crime thriller. Also, the author makes some wild conclusions about the role of the mob in the Kennedy assassination in the book’s final chapter. Charles Brandt believes that the Kennedy assassination was a
present by the Genovese family to the rest of the Italian mob. The Genovese family was made to look bad after one of its soldiers - Joseph Valachi (Charles Bronson made an average film based on this guy’s life) talked to the authorities. To save face, they ordered a hit on the president who had betrayed the mob in Cuba and whose brother Robert was making life very tough for them. Of course, the Kennedy assassination is not the main event in this book. I will not spoil it for other readers. This is a very entertaining book. It is told in
first person and Sheeran’s voice is candid while describing his adventures and respectful when he talks about the two men who shaped his life. Like Nicholas Pileggi’s Wise Guy/Goodfellas, the author Charles Brandt often explains the milieu or an important event before letting Sheeran talk. He also makes certain conclusions after each chapter, that explains his own point of view about a certain happening. Brandt is very much a man of the law and expresses his admiration for Robert Kennedy’s open war against the mob and Jimmy
Hoffa. An important aspect of the book is its confessional nature. Sheeran felt guilty about some of the things that he had done in his life. As a staunch Catholic, he felt like he had to confess in his old age. He opened his heart to Brandt, a lawyer who had got him out of jail. Maybe this is what attracted Scorsese, who is a lapsed Catholic, to the book.September 11, 2021Finalmente a VerdadeJimmy Hoffa era um sindicalista de lingua destravada. Quando entrevistado ameacava com frequéncia revelar a verdade — ndo uma verdade
qualquer, mas uma daquelas incomodas e contundentes, capazes de perturbar a vida a muita gente...E foi assim ... que num belo dia... talvez para muitos mas néo para ele... Jimmy Hoffa desapareceu ... para nunca mais ser visto!O caso foi investigado, mas nédo solucionado.Charles Brandt foi pescar a Verdade as dguas turvas do pogo!!!January 16, 2020This was an awesome book. An historical account which was obviously meticulously researched and written in the format of a true crime novel. The information imparted was
astonishing and staggering. I would highly recommend.April 2, 2020This was not a book I enjoyed reading and I struggled to get through it. Firstly the writing style put me of, as it is taken from taped interviews with Frank Sheeran and put like that on pages and then interspersed with small pieces of facts the author put in. Secondly there are too much historical dialogue that makes this feel like a novel. Thirdly, how much of this could be fact as it is just one man telling stories where there is no historical references to verify it, as
there is even mention of Sheeran delivering the guns that were used to kill JFK!! Even the part of Frank Sheeran's 411 days in combat in World War 2 was a disappointment as it is rushed through. If you are interested in mob history, then this book will be for you, if you are not then this book is best avoided.December 30, 20221 thought this was a good supplement to the movie. The reason I say that is because I saw the movie first and the book was supplemental material that filled in the gaps and helped even out the story. Having
said that, the book was split between interviews that read like they were direct transcriptions from recorded audio. Segmented in this was narrative account. Frank Sheeran tells his story and how he became involved with Jimmy Hoffa and organized crime. He (Robert De Niro's character) was a man torn between loyalties: to Russel Bufalino (Joe Pesci's character) and Jimmy Hoffa (Al Pacino's character). The book was intriguing about the life of organized crime, killings, deals, and getting one man's perspective on the whole thing.
Again it was the words of one man who allegedly killed Jimmy Hoffa. Sheeran explained mob intricacies and the dilemma Jimmy Hoffa supposedly put himself inThe Teamsters pension fund [in 1955] organized by Hoffa almost immediately became a source of loans to the national crime syndicate known to the public as La Cosa Nostra. With its own private bank, the crime monopoly grew and flourished. pg 1050verall this was good. I had to adjust my reading and use Robert De Niro's voice in my head while reading. That made it go
along better as a dictated story as opposed to a crime narrative. The Martin Scorcese movie was visual with freeze-frames, title cards, and deep symbolic meaning. I think both are good in their own right but the book adds supplemental material to the movie in my opinion. I recommend both. Thanks!December 18, 20191 cannot imagine why the title of this book was changed, for the recent film version, to the, rather dull, “The Irishman,” when it, surely, has one of the best titles ever. “I heard you paint houses?” is a question that
Frank Sheeran was asked a lot, alluding to his willingness to get rid of people. In this book, Frank Sheeran paints a LOT of houses, including his admittance to the killing of Jimmy Hoffa. So many people did he, and his mob associates, kill, that he jokes that, were a local river dredged, a small country could be armed from the number of weapons thrown into the water.It is hard to believe this book is actually factual, but the elderly, dying, Sheeran, is open about his life. We hear of his poverty stricken childhood, his time in the army,
during WWII, his return to the States and the meeting that changed his life, with Russell Bufalino. Sheeran does all sorts of jobs for Bufalino; including driving all over the country, delivering packages, getting involved in Cuba, the Kennedy assassination, meeting everyone from mob bosses to Sinatra, and, of course, Jimmy Hoffa, who made the mistake of thinking he was ‘untouchable.’Of course, a life such as this is not without victims and personal tragedy. Sheeran not only dispatched many men to their final resting place (he drew
the line at killing women), but lost contact with one of his four daughters, who refused to meet him after the disappearance of Hoffa. This was a life of violence and yet Sheeran, unaccountably, comes across as a somewhat old-fashioned criminal, who stood by his own principles and who, without doubt, became all too familiar with violence at a young age. Morality aside, this is a riveting read and Sheeran’s story is a fascinating one. However, it is difficult not to be affected by the shadow of violence, which Sheeran became too
desensitised from. One witness to a hit that Sheeran admitted to in a New York restaurant, still preferred to cling to anonymity, despite the years that had passed and a photo of Sheeran, from that time, still affected her, many years after the event. Still, Sheeran’s story is one that is worth reading and a period of history, which will appeal to all readers of true crime. December 18, 2019Predictably enough it was Martin Scorcese's film adaptation which prompted me to read The Irishman: Originally published as I Heard You Paint
Houses by Charles Brandt. I always prefer to read source material before watching adaptations.This is a true crime classic. It's almost a factual version of American Tabloid, indeed the two books would work really well together. Not only do we learn what happened to Jimmy Hoffa, we also get definitive closure on the JFK assassination too.It helps that Frank "The Irishman" Sheeran is a likeable and compelling character. One of a handful of non-Italians to gain acceptance at the very top of the mafia.After fighting for 411 combat
days in World War II, hardened veteran Frank Sheeran found it difficult to settle back to a regular civilian life. Before long he became a hustler, and hitman, who ultimately worked for legendary crime boss Russell Bufalino and Teamsters president Jimmy Hoffa. If you find this aspect of US history interesting, then this book is right up there with the very best. The 2019 edition has very lengthy appendices which bring the whole thing up-to-date and provide an even more fulfilling coda to an epic story.5/5December 21, 2019This is a
very interesting read and I think it clears up some loose ends or at least sheds light on a number of historical gangland murders and disappearances.Sheeran was a special kind of bug; it's amazing that he was able to die of old age. He started out in WWII, and if it wasn't documented one would have trouble believing the extent of his involvement in that conflict. In fact, throughout his life Sheeran would pop up at significant historical events, at least peripherally. He put me in mind of Mr Peabody and Sherman or perhaps Forrest
Gump, always involved in everything. Sheeran was front and centre in the midst of every serious battle from the initial invasion of Italy. He killed an awful lot of Germans and Italians; sadly, most of them were unarmed POWs. He was the go-to guy for the brass who wanted someone who didn't mind murdering prisoners in cold blood.After the war, Sheeran wound up in the mob and in this book admits to being involved in a number of high profile hits and tells exactly how he did it. He delivered the guns that killed Kennedy and killed
Crazy Joey in front of his family, but probably his most heinous act was the murder of his friend Jimmy Hoffa. Surprisingly, the latter crime actually seems to have bothered him a bit in later years.Brandt is a good writer, highly qualified, and supplies corroborative details wherever he was able to dig them up. Half of the book is given in Sheeran's words, the other half in the clarlfymg voice of the author (in alternatmg chapters) It's a great technique for a book of this type. As a matter of curiosity, I viewed the movie based on the
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boring. Especially when Frank “The Irishman” Sheeran spoke in length about his involvement with the Teamsters unions. For about 1/4 of the book all the author talked about were the unions that him and Jimmy Hoffa was involved in. Thank god the “The Irishman” left out all that extremely boring contents. The film also cut out the part about Frank’s childhood & young adulthood that was mentioned in the book... The memoir made two pretty big claims. One, the author killed Jimmy Hoffa himself. And two, President Kennedy was
killed by the mafia. Fascinating to say the least... I think this biography has its moments. However, overall, not a very enjoyable read. favorites historical memoir November 1, 2019]TokaTo 4akam C BbIHEHUE [a BUMAS HOBUS IIeAbOBbP Ha CKOpcese, 4eTa KHHUTaTa, I10 KOSITO € ch3maneH GpunmsT . ToBa e Hal-mpUCTpacTsaBallaTa KHUTa, KOSTO CbM 4Yell HarmocnenbK. Hanucana e oT IpoOKypop, KOWTO B Ipogbkenue Ha 20 rogusu (!) Bogu pasroBopu ¢ ®pask [lluiipaH - IIaBHUSAT 3al0f03PSH 3a youicTBoTO Ha [IkuMu Xoda. A mokpai
uctopuute Ha llluiipas, pa3ka3Ba MHOro GaKkTH 3a eroxara, KOUTO He ca 001ou3BecTHHU. "HpnaHmensT" e egHa OT Hal-#oOpuTe KHUTY 3a MadusTa - HCTUHCKHU page turner. Orpomuo ynoBosncteue!November 18, 2019Really enjoyed this book, so interesting and informative!! Gripped me from start to finish!!! I have a deep seated curiosity of everything related to the Mafia!!! Can't wait to see the Netflix movie towards the end of this month (21st November I think! Robert De Niro plays Frank Sheeran (The Irishman) Al Pacino, Joe Pesci
and Harvey Kietel are also in the movie!!! Amazing actors for an amazing true story!! The movie is three and a half hours long and will probably fly by!!!January 19, 2024Biography of mafia hit man Frank Sheeran, called the Irishman, who was involved in the abduction and murder of Jimmy Hoffa. The Hoffa disappearance was a historical mystery for over twenty-five years. The author and Hoffa’s family appealed to Sheeran to make a “death bed confession.” Rather than a single confession (and after getting absolution from a
priest), he decided to tell his story to the author, a writer and lawyer. It took four years. In addition, this book is a biography of Frank Sheeran, including his service during World War II and how he got involved with the mob. He had not been involved in any form of crime until after he returned from the war. The history of the FBI's crackdown on organized crime is covered in detail, along with minibiographies of other well-known mafia bosses. We also get a summary of Jimmy Hoffa’s rise to leadership within the Teamsters and a
several historical vignettes about labor unions.The part about Hoffa is the main attraction. I was not all that interested in the biographical content. Sheeran was in his eighties during these interviews, and I do wonder how much is factual. The author goes to great lengths to validate the content, but it is hard to know what to believe. At any rate, there is enough here to justify the time spent reading about one of the most famous disappearances in history. I'm not keen on glamorizing organized crime but, for me, if I have to read a
“mafia” book, non-fiction is the way to go.biography crime history February 3, 2023I decided to read this book after watching the movie The Irishman.First a movie review. The Irishman is a good movie but it's way too long. It took me most of a day to watch it. The de-aging technology was at times a bit creepy but overall I found it cool. You really can't go wrong with Pacino, De Niro, Pesci, and Scorsese. The movie is pretty faithful to the book, with some scenes taken word for word from the book. Now on to the book review. I
Heard You Paint Houses is first person account of mobster Frank "The Irishman" Sheehan and his possible involvement with the disappearance of Teamsters President Jimmy Hoffa. I've read several articles that question the validity of Sheehan's claims. Mob historians flat out call him a liar. And accused him of making this up on his death bed to leave money for his daughters and grandchildren. Even after watching the movie and reading the book I don't really know if I believe him but I don't think it matters. First of all there is no
way of knowing what really happened to Jimmy Hoffa and I think it's more fun not to know. Sheehan's story makes sense and it seems believable enough. I read books like this less for historical accuracy and more for entertainment value. Despite my enjoyment of this book I must say I found it to be too long and I thought it was repetitive at times. Despite this book being republished multiple times I think it could still use some more editing. If you like Mob stories, than I think you'll enjoy this book. If you watched and enjoyed The
Irishman, than this book will give a deeper understanding of things only hinted at in the movie. Overall this was an interesting read and I would definitely recommend it in the future.2023-nonfiction february-2023 movie November 28, 2019Being born in South Philly this book held a lot of personal nostalgia for me. I've eaten at Villa de Roma more times than I could count. Though I've never been in the habit of dipping my bread into glasses of red wine, I recall my grandmother doing it.It’s a fascinating account of the underworld
and its ways. Sheeran’s biopic was handled nicely. His childhood, war experiences and growing up in neighborhoods familiar to me, held me riveted.If his claims are indeed true this book holds its place in history. It alludes to as many mysteries as it attempts to satisfy, and with the passage of time, I'm not sure if we’ll ever know all there is to know here.l must admit, having watched the film, I do feel the casting hurt its potential. Though a big fan of all involved, a younger crew should have been assembled.Deacon Tom F.
(Recovering from a big heart attack)July 19, 2021Great ReadlI really enjoyed the book, “I Heard You Paint Houses”. It was fast paced and very easy to understand. On a personal note, The Philly portions are a biographical sketch of my life. In fact I am very sure that Frank Sheeran was in my grandfather’s grocery store. My grandfather wrote the numbers and Sheeran picked them up. Additionally, he was married in the parish where I was baptized-down the street from my grandfather’s store I loved the book. I highly recommend.
March 15, 20191 just find mob stories so fascinating - maybe because it seems straight out of a movie, not real life. Speaking of - can’t wait for the movie!August 24, 2020If you can't make money in Chicago you can't make money anywhere. They leave the bodies right on the sidewalk. If your dog was with you, your dog goes, too.Whoo, this book was one heck of a ride. I thought THE IRISHMAN movie was good, but this bio of Frank "The Irishman" Sheeran is even better. It's written by Charles Brandt in a matter-of-fact manner,
emulating the way Sheeran lived and saw his life. But it's that particular lifestyle which keeps the reader glued to every page. While the main focus is on the disappearance of Jimmy Hoffa, it's the entire Mafia world and all its happenings that blow one's mind.To effect a desired change in policy, mob bosses have traditionally eliminated - and still eliminate - bosses, not underbosses. On an international scale it is called regime change. To the Italian bosses it is merely a matter of following the old Sicilian maxim that to kill a dog, you
don't cut off its tail, you cut off its head.Frank Sheeran became part of Mafia when he met Russell Bufalino, who was the head of the Bufalino crime family. This led to connections with Jimmy Hoffa, the famous union leader who was as bad, if not worse, than his Mafia buddies. It was Hoffa who ordered various killings and it was Hoffa who took $400,000 (in the 1960s, so imagine the worth now) from his own union and then took another $500,000 so he could pay back the first amount. Such a sweetheart.Yet, when Hoffa suddenly
disappeared, the world was shocked. Many believed him to be some poor victim of organized crime, not realizing he WAS organized crime. Hard-working blue collar workers funded his lifestyle and that easy money was his death knell. By refusing to give up power and retire gracefully off the scene, Hoffa needed to be eliminated. Sheeran was Hoffa's close friend and bodyguard. Et tu, Brutus?The book was also instructional in learning some of the phrases used by organized crime members:Paint Houses = murderCarpentry = body
disposalSchool = prisonDry Spot = safe house with moneyLittle Friend = gunGoing To Australia = death2x2 = $200,000There's a lot here, whether one decides to believe it or not; the mob being behind President Kennedy's assassination and Hoffa, specifically, being behind Robert Kennedy's assassination. Power certainly does corrupt, doesn't it?Book Season = Year Round (head to Florida)biography library-checkout true-crime July 23, 2012Frank Sheeran tells a good story.Regardless of your interest in the
mafia/teamsters/kennedy story, Sheeran colorfully articulates life in Philadelphia from the Depression through the 1970's. He describes in living detail the odd jobs, the restaurants, the hang-outs, the entertainment, and characters who populated his life story. Even as an old man he describes the affliction of arthritis better than any medical text.Of course, it helps that Sheeran was a leading character himself in the fascinating and unbelievable story of the rise of Jimmy Hoffa and the Teamsters, that organization's connections to
the Mafia, and the Kennedy crusade against them.The book is at its best when Sheeran just talks, humanizing the larger than life Hoffa, mob boss Russell Bufalino, and Bobby Kennedy. Author Charles Brandt does a great job editing the conversations, and also filling in the historical facts, but he occasionally violates the writer's maxim "show don't tell" by inserting himself into the story. Brandt found Hoffa's killer, and the prosecutor in him can't help crowing. He also gives the readers some cringe-worthy statements, such as
helping his reader's appreciate the import of Jimmy Hoffa by saying he is "as recognizable as Tony Soprano today." Interesting choice.Regardless, it's a great story and here's hoping for a movie.December 29, 20197,75/10Me recomendaron este libro a raiz de una conversacion sobre la pelicula el Irlandés, la cual se basa en esta novel. He de decir que esta lectura me ha parecido mucho més completa en todos los aspectos que la pelicula, aunque en ambos casos pecan de ritmo lento, se lleva mejor en el libro.Con respecto a la trama,
muy interesante toda la vida de Frank Sheeran y sus relaciones con la mafia italiana y el sindicato de camioneros. Esta segunda parte es la que me ha parecido mas interesante, ya que conocia la figura de Hoffa y sus relaciones con la mafia, pero no sabia como de metido estaba en el crimen organizado.Resumiendo, lectura interesante, algo lenta, quizés se repita un poco todo a partir de mitad de libro, pero que creo que compensa a poco que te interese toda la temética mafiosa.August 23, 2018The story of Frank Sheeran's life up to
and beyond the disappearance of Hoffa. I'm not American and the Hoffa thing was new to me. Maybe it was this that made me feel that this book is just too damned long. If a book can be interesting and boring at the same time, then this is it.crime memoirs non-fictionJanuary 12, 2020(The following contains some spoilers for The Irishman and Once Upon a Time...in Hollywood. Please proceed with caution.)I enjoyed The Irishman, but at this point I'm probably not going to read this book, especially because Frank Sheeran's
confession to Charles Brandt seems not to be true.But I also think The Irishman makes an interesting contrast with the latest Tarantino film, Once Upon a Time...in Hollywood, the latter of which helped me to understand why I haven't liked anything Tarantino's done since Pulp Fiction. Were there things that I enjoyed about Once Upon a Time...? Sure. The dialogue didn't seem to have been generated by an algorithm, which automatically made it better than any superhero movie. The Spahn Ranch sequence was pretty awesome. But
what is it all in the service of? Once Upon a Time... is an alternate history, sort of, but I realized by the time it was over that Tarantino was just using the patina of history for the same sentimental and simplistic reasons he used it in Inglorious Basterds and Django Unchained- something evil happened in the past, but wouldn't it be nice if it hadn't happened? Wouldn't it be great if there'd been a tough guy with a flamethrower around? Wouldn't it be funny to watch the bad guys get killed in gruesome ways? Well, I don't know- it feels
like kind of a hollow substitute for seeing Hitler at Nuremberg. Maybe it's just me, but I think facing the nightmare of history is the only chance we have of learning something from it- we don't learn anything (except maybe indirectly) from desperate attempts at nostalgia and comfort, or from hermetically separating events (like the Manson murders) from their broader historical and cultural context. Tarantino has no interest in that kind of context- evil, be it personified in slaveholders, Nazis or Manson Family members, springs up
from nowhere, and all we need to deal with it is a tough guy with a gun- and no interest in the idea that Manson and his Family emerged out of just such a context, one that everyone alive at that time played a small role in creating. The message to those of us in the audience in the present day is that we're free of evil, not complicit in any way, there are just a few bad apples out there without rhyme or reason, and it's therefore easy for us to laugh when the people we're instructed to feel superior to, the bad people, get mauled by a
pittbull and set on fire and whatever. Then again, as my friend Mark said, "fantasy and revenge- and you're surprised that it's popular?" The Irishman is also in part about violence, like many of Scorcese's movies; but instead of getting off on or finding nostalgia in it, Scorcese explores the effects of violence, both on its victims and on those who commit it (and often those who commit it were once its victims). Violence for Scorcese isn't a solution or a punchline or the price of entrance into an enchanted wood, but something
devastating that ripples through time. Scorcese withholds the comforts that Tarantino offers: instruction to the audience about who deserves to receive violence and who doesn't, for example, as well as faith in violence's magical, redemptive qualities. Furthermore, The Irishman (like Raging Bull and Taxi Driver, among a number of other Scorcese movies) doesn't depict violence in a vacuum but contextualizes it in history, culture and institution- it's not an accident that Scorcese's Frank Sheeran transitions so easily from the
hallowed American institution of the military (where he joins a kind of brotherhood, becomes acculturated to violence, and learns to follow orders from superiors who are endowed with the divine authority to justify murder) to the hallowed (in its way) institution of the mob. Tarantino used to look at violence with a certain degree of skepticism as well, and in at least one scene memorably dramatized that tension that exists within all of us (see Samuel L. Jackson's monologue at the end of Pulp Fiction: "I'm trying real hard...to be the
shepherd", as well as John Travolta's idea about giving it all up an "wandering the earth"), but these days he's pretty clearly a believer in a paradise that can only be consecrated by blood. Which happens to have been Manson's fantasy, as well. False confessions like Sheeran's are apparently a fairly common phenomenon. Maybe there's a strange human temptation to look back and give ourselves more agency than we had, to place ourselves at the center of historical events- sometimes even in the case of murder.February 5,
2020VpraHmensT: “MosT IPUATEN CU OTHAe, 663 Ma u3nuTa 60nka.”: @@ UprnasgenbT” e 0TYACTH yTHETSBalla KHUTA - e[HO e [a YeTell POMaHu KaTo “KphbCTHUKBT”, IPYTO € fla Hay4MII OT IbPBO JIUIE KOJIKO BCHITHOCT € CHTHA MadusiTa ¥ KaK KOHTPOJIUpA X0pa Ha My6IMYHU TOCTOBE, KOMTO M BDPBIIAT YCIYTHTe IO €IHH WK IPYT HauuH. BpaH/ OMMCBa U KaK TOBa BIUSHUE BCE TTaK HaMaslsBa B TONMHUTE el yOuiicTBoTo Ha Xoda, KOraTo KpyTHTe MepKH Ha BIIAaCTHTe YCIsABAT fla BKapaT Ha TOTJI0O MHOTO MadHOTH, a IPyTH ce
camou36uBaT B MOpegHaTa BOMHA 3a BracT. MiMa Helo HaayAHWYaBO B CAMOXBAJIHUS HAYHH, [10 KOWTO MpraHzella ONKUCBa CBOUTE 3aHUMAaHUs, YBaKEHUETO, KOETO € I0JIy4aBall, CBOeTO y4aCTHe B Pa3/IMYHU KbPBABU BEHOETH - U B KpaliHa CMeTKa Kak CH IIjIallla 3a BCUYKO, KOETO e Hampasui, moHe oryactu.CIELA Books 30, 2019A well written and interesting story about mob life and the death of Jimmy Hoffa. I listened to this on audiobook and the narration was impeccable. I do wish there had been audible clues to the changes
between the storytellers though, since it was all narrated by one person.January 3, 2020IToyHa HHTEPECHO U IOcyIe Oellle eqHO pa3mbBaHe Ha JOKyMu. He mu xapeca.February 28, 2017Preface: I'm not a true crime fan and hadn't even heard the name "Jimmy Hoffa" before purchasing this book, I read it to step outside my usual comfort zone.I had mixed reactions to this, there were some parts I absolutely loved and a number of chapters and idiosyncrasies in the writing style that bugged me to no end.Pros:- Frank Sheeran's account
of growing up in the Great Depression painted a very stark and strange picture so removed from modern life.- His service in WWII conveyed the horrors of warfare much better than a lot of flowery recounts which try to immortalise it as something despicable and "other". Frank's account and the notes made by Charles Brandt tell of just doing the job. There's no joy in the work and there's sadness as friends die but that is masked by the need to keep going and sets the stage for his emotional detachment from taking lives later on.-
The first chapters that deal with the rise of the labour movement after WWII are also a fascinating aspect of history I'd never looked into much before.- Frank's account often feels like an avuncular speech directly to the reader, you can almost picture yourself listening to him recount events of his past.Cons:- The narrative wanders around so much at points, getting distracted by minutiae and minor events and characters. It's made worse that tangents often jump forwards or backwards in time, leaving the reader confused about the
timeline and characters involved. This is especially pronounced during the many chapters on Hoffa's court cases, dragging them out for too long.- The parts implicating various characters in the assassination of John F. Kennedy seem made up by Frank as a potential "out" if he wanted to distance himself from the book.- The afterword about Frank's decline in health seemed very unnecessary, it reads like the author did nothing but hound a dying man for extra information about Hoffa's death.- The epilogue makes the author seem
unhinged and chasing after conspiracy theories, believing circumstantial evidence confirms his account because he's dedicated so much time and effort to this book that it must be true.TL;DR: If you're into mob history and true crime from that period, you might love this book. Outside of that there's some other really interesting points I've outlined above but you can probably stop reading it about halfway through.January 28, 20163.5***Subtitle: Frank “The Irishman” Sheeran & the Inside Story of the Mafia, the Teamsters, & the
Last Ride of Jimmy HoffaWell, that pretty much covers it. Brandt, a former prosecutor, managed to get Frank Sheeran to tell the true story of what happened. This virtual death-bed confession is sometimes fascinating, but I could not reconcile the violent behavior of this man (and that of his “friends”). He may have made a full confession and gotten absolution from a priest, but to me Sheeran was a thug and sociopath who was making excuses for his behavior. Still, the story of how Hoffa came to power and succumbed to his own
ego is fascinating. concierge crime history October 28, 2019My knowledge of this part of American history has always been rather sketchy, and I wanted to know more about Hoffa, the Teamsters, the Mafia connections, and the Kennedy’s. This book, certainly filled in a lot of the spaces even if it wandered a little too much in areas that weren’t all that central. If I am to be honest, it seemed to go on and on, and I was relieved that it finally ended. I also felt I never got a close enough feel of Hoffa himself. It was, however, good, and a
start to finding more out about Hoffa and what happened to him.December 30, 2020The Irishman (Movie Tie-In): Frank Sheeran and Closing the Case on Jimmy Hoffa is a true crime novel by former homicide prosecutor and Chief Deputy AG of Delaware besides other jobs. I haven't read a lot of true crime. In fact I think the only other one might have been In Cold Blood by Truman Capote. It's not my favorite genre. I think part of my problem might be the glorification of criminals.. With that qualification, I did find this book
interesting reading. It purported to provide the true information of the assassination of JFK and of the disappearance of Jimmy Hoffa (the Teamster leader). Based on the information provided in the novel, I've no reason to doubt the findings. (I'll let you read the book to see) The story follows Frank Sheeran, aka The Irishman, a mob hitman and close friend to mob leader Russell Bufalino, and also union fixer and friend of Teamster boss, Jimmy Hoffa. The story follows Sheeran from childhood, during his time in the military in WWII,
and finally as he began working for the unions and Mafia. The main theme is the story to discover what happened to Jimmy Hoffa.It's an interesting story and Sheeran definitely lived a fascinating life. The explaining of how hits were conducted was interesting, something like explaining spycraft. The workings of the unions, RFK's investigations of the Mafia and their influence on the unions, the Bay of Pigs, the assassination of JFK, and so many other stories make this a rich, interesting story.Having said all this, I didn't feel any
sympathy or empathy to Frank Sheeran or any of the union / Mafia personalities. It's basically a historical novel of a certain period of American history and that was interesting.Brandt presents the story in a well-crafted, flowing story. He does have the somewhat disconcerting habit of switching from 3rd person story teller to 1st person autobiography, a minor distraction I guess. As I read the book, I thought of the movie of the same name (full disclosure - I haven't seen the movie and won't) and what seems like a huge miscasting of
Robert de Niro as Frank Sheeran. de Niro was in his 70s when the movie came out and for the most part, Sheeran is in his 30's and middle-aged. Sheeran was 6'5" and over 300 pounds and he was IRISH! Part of the attraction of him being a hitman was that he didn't look Italian and could get close to his targets.. de Niro? Oh well... Anyway, if you're interested in true crime, it's an excellent story (3.5 stars)2020-challenges non-fiction true-crimeDisplaying 1 - 30 of 1,505 reviewsGet help and learn more about the design. The book
Brandt has written gives new meaning to the term 'guilty pleasure.' It promises to clear up the mystery of Hoffa's demise, and appears to do so. Sheeran not only admits he was in on the hit, he says it was he who actually pulled the trigger - and not just on Hoffa but on dozens of other victims, including many, he alleges, dispatched on Hoffa's orders. This last seems likely to spur a reappraisal of Hoffa's career. - Bryan Burrough, author of Public Enemies, in The New York Times Book ReviewMy source in the Bufalino family . . . read
1 Heard You Paint Houses. All the Bufalino guys read it. This old-time Bufalino guy told me he was shocked. He couldn't believe Sheeran confessed all that stuff to [Brandt]. It's all true. - New York Police Department organized crime homicide detective Joseph Coffeylf the made men Brandt rubbed up against during his five years with Sheeran suspected what Sheeran was confessing to him on tape, they'd both have been promptly whacked. - Joe Pistone, retired FBI deep undercover agent and the author of Donnie BrascoTold with
such economy and chilling force as to make The Sopranos suddenly seem overwrought and theatrical. - New York Daily NewsThis is the greatest Mafia book I ever read, and I read them all. It is so authentic. - Steven Van Zandt, featured actor, ‘Silvio Dante,’ in The Sopranos and member of the E Street BandReview quotes for the film:Exquisitely made, every detail carefully considered, every location perfectly picked... it feels utterly transporting. - GuardianA monument is a complicated thing. This one is big and solid - and also
surprisingly, surpassingly delicate. - New York TimesA coldly enthralling, long-form knockout - a majestic Mob epic with ice in its veins. - VarietyScorsese knows his audience and reputation so well that the film constantly plays with, and defies, expectations. - BBCOne of his most satisfying films in decades. - New York Magazinelt runs a minute shy of three and a half hours, and I wouldn't wish it any shorter. - New YorkerA sprawling gangland saga that's by turns flinty, amusing and richly nostalgic. - Hollywood ReporterMasterful. -
TIME Magazine The incredible true story of the death of Jimmy Hoffa, the most famous hit in Mafia history. 'I heard you paint houses' are the first words Jimmy Hoffa ever spoke to Frank 'the Irishman' Sheeran. To paint a house is to kill a man. The paint is the blood that splatters on the wall and floors. In the course of nearly five years of recorded interviews Frank Sheeran confessed to Charles Brandt that he handled more than twenty-five hits for the Mob, and for his friend Hoffa. Sheeran learned to kill in the US Army, where he
saw an astonishing 411 days of active combat during World War 2. After returning home he became a hustler and a hit man, working for legenday crime boss Russell Bufalino. Eventually Sheeran would rise to a position of such prominence that he was named as one of only two non-Italians on a list of the twenty-six most wanted Mob figures. When Bufalino ordered Sheeran to kill Hoffa, the Irishman did the deed, knowing that if he refused, he would have been killed himself. Sheeran's important and fascinating story includes brand
new information on other famous murders, and provides rare insight into an infamous chapter in US and Mafia history. This is a page turner that is destined to become a true-crime classic. Born and raised in New York, Charles Brandt is a former high school teacher, welfare investigator and homicide prosecutor. He has been named by his peers as one of the best lawyers in America. He now lives in Delaware with his family.




