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"Jimmy Hoffa - The Mafia's Greatest Hits - Volume 3" also includes in the Kindle edition the
BONUS FEATURE - Joseph P Ryan ," and the BONUS BOOK - "Mob Killers.""Jimmy Hoffa The
Mafia's Greatest Hits: Volume Three" has been ranked:Ebook Library/USA #1 BEST SELLER IN
"HOT NEW RELEASES - LAW ENFORCEMENT BIOGRAPHIES"Ebook Library/USA #1 BEST
SELLER IN "HOT NEW RELEASES - HOAXES & DECEPTIONS"Ebook Library/USA #7 BEST
SELLER IN "LAW ENFORCEMENT BIOGRAPHIES"Ebook Library/USA #8 BEST SELLER IN
"HOAXES & DECEPTIONS"*****Three of the biggest unsolved mysteries during the past half-a-
century are “Who killed Jimmy Hoffa?”; “Why was Jimmy Hoffa killed?” and “Where is Jimmy
Hoffa’s body buried?”The answer to the first question is a no-brainer. The Mafia killed Jimmy
Hoffa - plain and simple. But the “why” is much more complicated.Jimmy Hoffa and his nefarious
union activities were joined at the hip with the Mafia since the mid-1930s. Hoffa was their fair-
haired boy who delivered for the Mafia in more ways than one. Even before he became President
of the International Brotherhood of Teamsters (IBT), Hoffa used his influence with the IBT to
provide several Mafia bosses, including Tampa’s Santo Trafficante, Louisiana’s Carlo Marcello,
and Detroit’s Anthony “Tony Jack” Giacalone, hundreds of millions of dollar in unsecured loans
from the Teamster Pension Fund. Those loans were used to fund numerous hotels/casinos and
other businesses in various parts of North America including Cuba, the Dominican Republic,
and in Las Vegas. In truth, half the hotels/casinos in Las Vegas would never have never been
built without the financial support of Hoffa’s IBT.Unfortunately for Hoffa, his brusque and
dictatorial ways eventually made him unpalatable for the Mafia bosses, who were used to being
treated with the utmost respect.The Mafioso’s nickname for Hoffa was “Marteduzzo,” which is
Sicilian for “The Little Hammer,” because he ruthlessly hammered away at anyone who
displeased him, or got in his way on his rise to power.But as Hoffa’s disrespect for the Mafia
bosses increased, the “Little Hammer,” inevitably transformed himself into the lowly nail destined
to be banged into oblivion.To read about the rise, fall, and the murder of Jimmy Hoffa, scroll to
the top of this page and hit the “BUY” button.
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Jimmy Hoffa - The Mafia’s Greatest Hits – Volume ThreeBy Joe BrunoEdited By:Lawrence
VenturatoKnickerbocker Publishing Company© 2016, Joe Bruno(jbruno999@aol.com)ALL
RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected under International and Federal
Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No
part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval
system without express written permission from the author / publisher.*****Jimmy Hoffa’s most
valuable contribution to the American Labor Movement came at the moment he stopped
breathing on July 30, 1975. – Dan Moldea*****Jimmy Hoffa was a pint-size pop-off with a loud
mouth and a lousy disposition. Although he never worked as a truck driver, in 1958, Hoffa
propelled himself to the top of the International Brotherhood of Teamsters (IBT). Hoffa dispensed
no-show jobs and Teamsters pension-money loans to mobsters like a Las Vegas dealer pitching
cards to degenerate gamblers. Hoffa believed he was invincible, and indispensable to the union
and the Mafia.Hoffa was wrong on both counts.*****On February 14, 1913, James Riddle Hoffa
was born to his struggling parents, John Cleveland and Viola Hoffa, in the tiny town of Brazil,
Indiana. John Hoffa was a third generation Hoffa, whose Dutch ancestors had immigrated to
Pennsylvania and then to Indiana, where they settled in a Brazil neighborhood called
“Stringtown.” Brazil (1910 population of 7,342) was mostly populated by miners, who spent six
12-hour days a week inside dreary coal mines, inhaling noxious gases like hydrogen sulfide or
explosive gases such as firedamp and methane. Brazil was predominantly white Anglo-Saxon
Protestants, but a minority of blacks had also moved into town to work in the coal mines. The
blacks were not popular with the town folk, especially the sanctimonious and sadistic members
of the Ku Klux Klan.John Hoffa had only a third-grade education. He did the best he could to
provide for his family by toiling in the mines, owned by the Mershon Company, while courting
death almost every day. In 1910, the Hoffas had a daughter, Jennetta. William Henry was born in
1911 and James Riddle made his appearance two years later on Valentine’s Day, February 14,
1913. The fourth child, Nancy, was born in 1915.By 1915, Brazil’s population had exploded to
over 11,000 people. The depressing conditions of coal mining work, together with a poor local
economy, caused the coal miners in Brazil to spend a disproportionate amount of their time in
trashy gin mills and brothels, some of which occupied the same premises. It was said that Brazil
had one drinking establishment for every 500 residents, and the most notorious ones were
located on Meridian Street, a stone’s throw from the Hoffa home. Meridian Street was known as
“Bloody Row,” where fights between black and white coal miners were an everyday occurrence.If
a Brazilite wasn’t drinking or whoring around in his spare time, he was most likely a frequent
visitor to one of Brazil’s numerous gambling houses, one of which was operated by Jimmy
Hoffa’s uncle, who shared the same name.In 1920, John Hoffa went on a prospecting trip for the
Mershon Company. When he returned from his month-long excursion, he staggered through the



front door of his home wearied and confused. It could not be determined if the inhalation of
noxious gases in the coal mines had caused this condition, but four months later, John Hoffa
passed away, according to his death certificate, from “unknown causes.”Jimmy Hoffa was only
seven years old at the time of his father’s death.Viola Hoffa had few marketable skills, so, to put
food on the table, she took in laundry from the coal mining community. She also worked as a
short-order cook in the town’s greasy spoons, and she cleaned the houses of the middle-class
people, who could afford such services.“I’ll have to be both mother and father, now,” she told her
children. “I’ll have to work, and you’ll have to help. It will be hard, but we will manage.”Jimmy
Hoffa later told his biographer, Oscar Fraley, “There was, in those days, no such thing as welfare,
relief, or aid for dependent children. And I have a feeling that my mother wouldn’t have accepted
it if there had been. Certainly, there is a need for judiciously handled welfare programs. But I hate
to think we’d destroy our own self-reliance and dependence that is our American heritage.“Some
people think that I carried a grudge against big business because of my background. That’s not
true. We had a rich and rewarding childhood, and I never felt deprived or impoverished. My
mother was a quiet woman who believed in discipline, aided by a razor strop hanging in the
pantry, and a large bottle of castor oil on the kitchen shelf. But she was warm and loving, and
she taught us the value and rewards of hard work.“She knew what hard work was, too, cooking
in the big houses on ‘The Hill.’ My mother also took in washing. Jennetta helped with the ironing,
and Billy and I did the delivering.”In late 1919, Viola Hoffa moved her family to Clinton, Indiana,
just 20 miles northwest of Brazil. Instead of an Anglo-Saxon Protestant majority, Clinton had a
large population of nearly 10,000 Italian immigrants, who congregated in the town’s north side,
making it the town with the largest concentration of Italians in Indiana.On October 28, 1919,
Congress passed the Volstead Act, the popular name for the National Prohibition Act. This was
done despite President Woodrow Wilson vetoing the new legislation. This act established the
legal definition of intoxicating liquors, as well as the penalties for producing them. Although the
Volstead Act prohibited the sale of alcohol, the federal government lacked the resources to
enforce the act, so speakeasies flourished throughout America.Viola Hoffa had no way of
knowing, that because of Prohibition, Clinton would become one of the most notorious
bootlegging regions in Indiana. The Italians, because they had traditionally made their own wine
at home, easily segued into the production of illegal beer and booze. Wherever the Italian
immigrants settled in America, Mafia gangs soon followed to grab a piece of the Prohibition
pie.Soon, amidst the bloody riots caused by the local police raids on the illegal stills and
speakeasies, the Ku Klux Klan jumped into the fray. The Klan was incensed that the invading
foreigners were cutting into their own bootlegging operations. The Klan showed its displeasure
in peaceful and not-so-peaceful demonstrations. In its more peaceful demonstrations, the Klan
was content in marching down the main street of Little Italy, carrying signs denouncing the
“Catholic – Un-American” Italian immigrants.In the early 1920s, due to advancements in the
mechanization of mining, many coal miners lost their jobs in Clinton. As a result, Viola Hoffa
picked up her brood and moved to the fledging industrial city of Detroit, Michigan. Not having



much money, she moved her family into a small apartment in a four-family house on Merritt
Street. Detroit’s main business was, and still is, the manufacturing of automobiles. With work in
great supply in Detroit, Viola saw the opportunity to improve her family’s standard of living
exponentially.“In 1924, when I was eleven, mother moved us to Detroit, because she felt that
she’d have the chance to make more money there,” Hoffa said. “She worked first in a laundry and
then in an auto-parts factory on the production line, finally getting a job of polishing radiator caps
for the Fisher Body Fleetwood Plant. She worked damn hard, and she always looked
tired.”Jimmy Hoffa got his first job, after school and on weekends, as a jack-of-all-trades in
several neighborhood grocery stores — stacking shelves, cleaning floors, and making deliveries.
His best gig was a stint at C.F. Smith’s grocery store, where Hoffa was paid a 50 cents per day
salary, plus the nickel and dime tips he made delivering groceries.After completing the eighth
grade at Frank C. Neinas School, Hoffa made the decision not to continue his formal school
education. He made this decision at the spur of the moment without the consent of his
mother.“In 1927, I was fourteen and was about to enter the ninth grade, and I had had it,” Hoffa
said. “It didn’t seem right to have to spend so much time at inconsequential pursuits before being
able to get down to a man’s business. And it was a man’s business that interested me, not a
kid’s.“So, I went up to Western High School, sat there in the registration room until they reached
the G’s, and then I got up and walked out.“I went home and told my mother, ‘Mom, I decided to
get a job.’ She told me, ‘I’d like you to continue your education. But if you want to do it, then it’s
your decision.’”Hoffa told his mother, “Look, if a guy does not have a talent for making money,
high school won’t help him. And if he does have a talent for making money, why go to high
school anyway?”Hoffa’s mother just shook her head.Hoffa’s first “man’s” job was as a stock boy
at Frank and Seder’s Dry Goods and Merchandise Store. He worked six ten-hour days for twelve
dollars a week, and he handed his entire paycheck to his mother on payday. Hoffa later said the
two years he spent at Frank and Seder’s was one of the happiest times of his life. He said it
instilled in him a purpose and a philosophy to survive at any cost, which became apparent later
in his life.“Every day of the average individual is a matter of survival,” Hoffa said. “If by chance he
should go from home to work and have an accident, lose an arm or an eye, he’s just like a
wounded animal in the jungle. He’s out. Life isn’t easy. Life is a jungle. Ethics is a matter of
individualism. What may be ethical to you may be non-ethical to someone else. But my ethics
are very simple. Live and let live, and those who try to destroy you, make it your business to see
that they don’t, and that they have problems of their own.”In 1929, when Hoffa was sixteen, the
stock market crash crippled the nation. The bottom line at Frank and Seder’s began to shrink
dramatically, and it was just a matter of time before the bosses would be forced to fire personnel.
Hoffa was resigned to the fact that he might lose his job, and then a co-worker named Walt
Murphy had, what Hoffa thought, was a brilliant idea.“Get into the food business,” Walt told me.
“No matter what happens, people still have to eat.”To help make ends meet, Viola Hoffa took in a
boarder named Jim Langley, a driver for the Kroger grocery chain. Langley literally became part
of the family when he married Hoffa’s sister, Jennetta. One night, at the dinner table, Hoffa



floated the idea that a future in the food business might be the right thing to do.“If you’re serious
about this, maybe I can help you,” Langley told Hoffa.That same night, Langley took Hoffa to the
giant Kroger warehouse on Green Street, where he introduced the stocky Hoffa to the night
loading dock foreman.“I was only sixteen at the time, but Jimmy told the night foreman I was
eighteen,” Hoffa said. “And because I looked strong, he took me on the 5 pm-to-5 am shift,
starting the following night.”When Hoffa arrived at the Kroger warehouse at 5 pm sharp the
following evening, he was surprised that he wasn’t required to fill out a work application. Instead,
he stood in a long line with other workers and waited until the night foreman handed him a
number.“Give this number to the loading dock supervisor, and you’re on the clock,” the night
foreman told Hoffa.Hoffa did as he was told, and soon he was sweeping the loading dock area,
in addition to loading and unloading freight cars filled with fruits and vegetables. Fixing flat tires
on trucks was also Hoffa’s responsibility.“We were paid thirty-two cents an hour,” Hoffa said. “The
problem was that we only got paid for the time we actually worked during the 12-hour shift, and
sometimes we would sit around for five and six hours waiting to be called to work.“There were
also long ‘rest periods’ for which we didn’t get paid. For a 48-hour week we could earn $15.56,
but the trouble was that we had to put in 70 or 80 hours to get in those 48 hours.”What made
Hoffa’s working conditions even less palatable was the fact that he had to deal with a foreman,
called “the Little Bastard” by the workers, whom Hoffa said was “a solid gold son of a bitch.”
According to Hoffa, the Little Bastard, “had a face like a bulldog licking piss off a kettle. And that
was on his good days.”Ironically, it was the Little Bastard who helped propel Hoffa into the world
of “labor unions.”“This guy was a real sadist,” Hoffa said. “He thoroughly enjoyed screaming out
commands and then cursing a man and threatening to fire him if he didn’t move quickly enough.
He was a little tin Jesus in the warehouse, and the only time he smiled was after he had fired
somebody. At that time, there was no appeal process and no form of job security.”Sam Calhoun
was an elder fellow in Hoffa’s work crew, who had once belonged to a union called the
Brotherhood of Railway and Shipping Clerks. Fed up with the Little Bastard and his ways,
Calhoun convinced Hoffa and some of the other workers that organizing the workers and
forming a union was in their best interests.In those years, strikes were against the law in
Michigan, and if anyone was brazen enough to ignore the law and picket a business, strong-arm
men called “schlammers” would be brought in by the bosses to beat the strikers into a bloody
pulp until the picketing stopped.But this didn’t stop Hoffa and Calhoun from encouraging their co-
workers to try to improve their working conditions by organizing and picketing in front of the
Kroger warehouse. The two men received the support of Bobby Holmes, another disgruntled
Kroger loading dock worker.“We concluded that organization offered the only sensible course
left open to us,” Hoffa said. “If we didn’t organize, we knew our lives would continue to be
miserable. One by one we would be fired for no reason.”In May of 1931, two workers, who were
waiting to be put on the clock, left the loading dock and slipped over to a lunch cart to grab a bite
to eat. When they returned to the loading dock, the Little Bastard fired them both on the spot,
and then he flashed a toothy smile at the other assembled workers as if to say, “Okay. Who’s



next?”“Even the guys frightened about losing their jobs if we went on strike knew something had
to be done,” Hoffa said. “Some still didn’t want to join in, but we convinced them. It was said that
it was better to be unemployed than to wind up in the hospital. But you had to be tough if you
were going to survive.”A few days after the Little Bastard fired the two workers, at around 1 am,
several boxcars of ripe strawberries arrived at the loading dock. Strawberries are known to spoil
quickly. As soon as the crates full of strawberries were opened, the spoiling process began. This
was Jimmy Hoffa’s chance to test his theory about the positive benefits of striking for the dock
workers.“This is it,” Hoffa told Calhoun and Holmes. “If we don’t go tonight, we’ll never go. Just
follow my lead.”Word was quickly passed around the loading dock about Hoffa’s plan, but at this
point in time, Hoffa was only certain of Calhoun’s and Holmes’s backing.Hoffa and the dock
loaders began opening the crates of strawberries. When they had unloaded about half the
strawberries, Hoffa made his move.“I put down the crate I was carrying right in the middle of the
loading dock and walked to the other end,” Hoffa said. “That was the first step I took towards the
international presidency of the Teamsters.”In addition to Hoffa, there were 175 men working on
the loading dock that night. Soon the entire crew put down their crates and assembled at the
end of the loading dock surrounding Hoffa.The Little Bastard didn’t know whether to shit or wind
his watch. At first, his face was so red, Hoffa thought he was going to have a heart attack, which
would have suited Jimmy Hoffa just fine.Then, the Little Bastard started spitting out curse words,
and running back and forth along the loading dock faster than a scalded monkey with a bad
case of the runs.“What the fuck do you think you guys are doing?” the Little Bastard screamed.
“Get back to work, damn you, or every one of you bastards is going to get fired!”But Jimmy Hoffa
and his men would not be deterred. Knowing that the Little Bastard was nothing but a grunt
toiling for the higher ups, Hoffa demanded to meet the top man at the Kroger warehouse.“The
hell with you!” Hoffa shouted at the Little Bastard. “You’re nobody. We want the big boss. We
want Mr. Blough!”The entire crew on the landing dock began chanting, “Blough! Blough! We
want Blough!”Seconds later, Mr. Blough burst out of his office at the other end of the loading
dock. Luckily for Hoffa and his men, Mr. Blough was a reasonable man.“That’s enough! You want
me, and now you got me!” Blough said. “Now who can speak for the lot of you? I’ll speak to one
man and one man only.”Without being pushed too hard, Hoffa, then just 18 years old and barely
5-feet 5-inches tall - the tallest he would ever be - emerged from the crowd and confronted Mr.
Blough.Mr. Blough had expected someone much more mature to lead such a rebellion.“How old
are you, son?” Mr. Blough said.“I don’t see what difference that makes, Mr. Blough,” Hoffa said.
“The men have chosen me to state their grievances, and that’s what I plan to do.” “And just what
are those grievances?”“I have a whole list, Mr. Blough,” Hoffa said. “We need to sit down like
men and discuss them.”“I’m just the night warehouse supervisor,” Mr. Blough said. “I can’t get
any of the company officials this early in the morning. But if you get back to unloading those
strawberries, I promise you a meeting with the bosses at ten o’clock this morning.”At 10 am
sharp, Hoffa met with the local bosses, and then, for the next few days, he met with the national
bosses at Kroger’s home office in Cincinnati. For the meetings in Cincinnati, Hoffa brought along



Calhoun, Holmes, Frank Collins, and Hoffa’s brother-in-law, Jim Langley.At these meetings,
Hoffa told the Kroger bosses about the intolerable working conditions on the loading dock. He
pointedly described the unbearable actions of the dock foreman (he neglected to call him the
Little Bastard), the mental agony of having to wait in the hallway for work with no place to eat,
and no assurances they would ever be called to work that night.“Out of these talks we obtained
a simple one-page contract, which, in Detroit in that period, was a major achievement,” Hoffa
said.In addition to recognizing Hoffa’s committee as the collective bargaining representatives for
the 175 workers, Kroger agreed to have a separate dining room for the workers and to deprive
the foreman of the right to summarily to fire any worker. The one-year agreement also stated that
every man who reported to work would be guaranteed a half-day’s work. There were also
provisions for job security and work rules designed to make the conditions much more palatable
for the workers.The Kroger loading dock workers elected Sam Calhoun as the president, Hoffa
as the vice president, and Bobby Holmes as the secretary-treasurer. The one-year contract with
Kroger ended in 1932, and the company refused to renew its contract with Hoffa’s union, which
was now called American Federation of Labor (AFL) Local 19341.“We used to meet at Connie’s
Beer Hall right here in Detroit, and she (Connie) would let us hold meetings in the basement,”
Hoffa said. “We’d get ourselves a couple of pitchers of beer and start talking about the
organization. But then Kroger refused to renew our contract, so we lost both our standing with
the union, and our union charter, so we were right back where we started.”For the next two
years, the men worked without a contract, and the Little Bastard seemed emboldened with
renewed hatred for the men, who had made him look silly over the incident involving the crates
of strawberries.*****In 1934, at one of Local 19341’s union meetings, a representative from the
Teamsters Union showed up. He told the men, they properly belonged to the Teamsters Union
because they loaded and unloaded trucks. The men would have to pay their dues to their local
and also to the International Teamsters Union. But the advantage was, if they went on strike
against Kroger, the Teamsters would pay the men strike benefits.After the meeting ended, the
Kroger dock workers bombarded Hoffa with questions about joining the Teamsters.“I was
surprised at the number of people who asked for my opinion,” Hoffa said. “I told them it was a
good idea, and we voted ourselves into an affiliation with the Teamsters.“I was pretty naïve and
didn’t realize that my work in organizing the men on the loading dock had become a subject of
much discussion at Joint Council 43. This was the most important Teamsters union in Detroit.
Nor did I know that Ray Bennett, the head man, had an eye on me and my activities.”In 1935,
Jimmy Hoffa had all he could take from the Little Bastard, who was a daily annoyance to Hoffa
and his men.“At this point, with our union without a contract with Kroger, the Little Bastard
became more annoying than an itch on the bottom of my nut sack,” Hoffa said. “He had never
forgiven me for the strawberry incident, and he never let up on me, making it obvious he was out
to get me. I began to get edgy. I always had a quick temper, and there were times I was on the
verge of taking him apart.”The beginning of the end started while Hoffa and a few of his men
were unloading crates of vegetables. The Little Bastard was in a particularly ugly mood that



night, and while Hoffa was huffing and puffing from the drudgery of unloading the crates, the
Little Bastard began whispering obscenities into Hoffa’s ear. To distance himself from the Little
Bastard’s taunts, Hoffa put a crate of vegetables on a hand truck, and he double-timed it toward
the opposite end of the dock, where an empty container was waiting to be filled.But the Little
Bastard would not let up.He almost ran up Hoffa’s back, spewing vile invectives, some detailing
Hoffa’s mother’s ugliness and unbridled promiscuity.“Finally, I had all I could take,” Hoffa said.
“He was right on my heels, and I whirled around and threw the crate on the floor at his feet. It
split open and showered him with vegetables.A wide smile spread across the Little Bastard’s
face.“All right Hoffa, now you done it,” he screamed victoriously. “You’re fired!”“Like hell I am,”
Hoffa said. “I quit.”The next day, Hoffa got a call from Ray Bennett, the main man at Joint Council
43 of the Teamsters.“We’ve been watching you Jimmy, and we’d like for you to come with us as
an organizer,” Bennett said.Bennett told Hoffa there was no weekly salary, but that Hoffa would
get a percentage of the dues for every member he signed up.“It’s no picnic, Jim,” Bennett said.
“Organizers are being called radicals and Bolsheviks. The Chamber of Commerce is nothing but
a tool for the big companies. Ford has a regular army of close to five thousand ex-cons and real
tough guys on hand as strikebreakers. “Anytime there is a strike, we union leaders have to be up
front, and the goons and strong-arm guys can be expected to try to knock the hell out of us. It’s
low pay and a dangerous job, but it’s a job we have to do.”Hoffa thought about it for a while, and
at first, he wasn’t too keen on taking on a dangerous job with low pay. But Bennett would not take
no for an answer.“Look Jimmy, you have the reputation as a tough guy with a lot of guts,” Bennett
said. “Come in with me. I know we can make this union work.” “Okay, I’m game,” Hoffa said.
“Count me in.”Bennett first assigned Hoffa to Local 299, a subsidiary of Joint Council 43, headed
by Sam Hurst. The president of Local 299 was Joseph Campau, and the vice president was Al
Milligan. Also part of Joint Council 43 were Local 51 (bakery drivers), Local 155 (milk drivers),
Local 243 (furniture van drivers), Local 257 (coal haulers), and Local 285 (laundry drivers).
Local 299, Hoffa’s assignment, was the newest local, having been formed in 1933 to organize
truck drivers not covered under the jurisdiction of other locals. Local 299 had more than 400
truck drivers, but by the time Hoffa took over the organizing, the local had less than $400 in its
treasury.Hoffa’s first job was to organize the rest of the Kroger workers.“There were about 400
more in various other departments besides the loading docks, and I got them all,” Hoffa said.It
was at Kroger that Hoffa organized his first strike. And, as Hoffa had expected, the Kroger
bosses sent dozens of their goons to disrupt the picket lines.“We had a number of our men
knocked down in bloody battles,” Hoffa said. “Six times I was beaten up, and my scalp was laid
wide open enough to require stitches.“During this era, in one twenty-four hour time period, I went
to jail eighteen times while walking the picket line.”In an escapade worthy of a Keystone Cops
movie, Hoffa was arrested by the same police sergeant three times in less than an hour, for
doing nothing more than walking in a picket line, or trying to get into the picket line.The first time
Hoffa was brought before the precinct captain, the conversation went something like
this:Captain to Sergeant - “What did this man do?”Sergeant to Captain – “He was there to cause



trouble. I got him before he did.”Captain to Sergeant – “Did he cause trouble?”Sergeant to
Captain – “No.”Captain to Sergeant – “Then release him.”The sergeant rode back to the striking
picketers in a paddy wagon, while Hoffa took a streetcar. As soon as Hoffa arrived at the picket
line, the same police sergeant was there waiting for him.“What the hell are you doing here?” the
sergeant said.“I’m here to do what I started out to do,” Hoffa said.“Okay, Buddy. Back in the
wagon.”The police captain was startled to see Hoffa again under arrest because he had been
released 20 minutes earlier.Captain to Sergeant – “What did he do this time?”Sergeant to
Captain – “He was about to do something.”Captain to Sergeant – “What was he about to
do?”Sergeant to Captain – “He was going to start a fight.”Captain to Sergeant – “Well, did
he?”Sergeant to Captain – “Well, no. I got to him first.”Captain to Sergeant – “He wasn’t fighting.
Did he say something to you that caused you to arrest him?”Sergeant to Captain – “Well, I think
so. But I can’t remember what he said.”The captain turned to Hoffa, “Okay, you can go again.”As
soon as Hoffa returned to the picket line, again by means of a public streetcar, the sergeant
arrested him for a third time and hauled him before the same police captain.But before the
sergeant could say a word, the captain put his right hand up, like he was stopping
traffic.“Sergeant, I know you want to do a good job, but you first have to wait for this man to do
something before you can arrest him,” the captain said. “Only then can you charge him. But,
dammit, you can’t charge him if he hasn’t done anything.”After dismissing the sergeant and
telling him to take the rest of the day off, the captain told Hoffa he was free to leave again. But
Hoffa had spent his last dime taking streetcars from the precinct back to the picket line. He
decided to appeal to the captain’s good nature, even if it meant bending the truth a little
bit.“Captain, the wives of the men on the picket line brought some lunch while I was being
brought here,” Hoffa said. “I didn’t have any breakfast, and now I’ve missed lunch. I wonder if I
could borrow a dime for a donut and a cup of coffee?”The captain obliged Hoffa, and he handed
him a dime. Hoffa used that dime to ride the streetcar back to the picket line.“That didn’t help
much,” Hoffa said. “I was picked up again an hour later, and fourteen more times the next
afternoon. Every time it was the same story. I was released for lack of specific charges.”One of
Hoffa’s biggest fears was that the cops would take him into a private room at the police precinct
and give him a general tune-up, causing welts, bumps, cuts, and bruises to appear on various
parts of his body. This was quite common in those days. It was also generally known that certain
police officers were on the payroll of big companies such as Kroger, and they were expected to
intimidate strikers by any means possible.“I had a partner of mine in the pickets named Owen
Bert Brennan, who later became the head of Local 337, the second largest local in Detroit,”
Hoffa said. “Bert wasn’t the biggest of men, maybe 5-feet 8-inches tall and about 170 pounds,
but he was unbelievably tough. Bert was a fellow who loved to laugh and tell jokes, but when he
got mad he could punch his way through a brick wall. Everybody in Detroit knew that, including
the police.“One day when I was alone, I was picked up by two detectives and taken to the station
house for questioning. Those two guys were known to be bad actors, who liked to work you over
in private. I didn’t give them a chance. When the door closed and we were alone, I beat them to



the punch.“I told them, ‘I want to tell you something, guys. Bert Brennan and I were talking about
you this morning, and we both agreed if there is any rough stuff, you’re going to have to answer
to the both of us. You know Bert, and you know me. So don’t start any crap or you’re going to get
hurt.’ They just backed off. ‘We don’t want any trouble,’ one of them said. ‘We just want to talk to
you.’“‘Well, talk without using your fists,’ I said. ‘I know you guys are paid to work over union
people, but it won’t work with me.’“The message got around, and I was never manhandled by the
cops again.”Hoffa was finally pinched by the law, and this time the pinch stuck.It started
innocently enough when Hoffa and his fellow union men were peacefully picketing the General
Tobacco Company, hoping to get union recognition for the company’s workers. Suddenly, a
dozen or so strikebreakers, wielding heavy clubs, descended upon the picketers. The
strikebreakers were doing a good job busting heads, including Hoffa’s, while the Detroit police
stood outside the fray, doing nothing to end the carnage. Some cops were even cheering the
strikebreakers on, imploring them to do more bodily damage to the unarmed picketers.“One guy
took a swing at me that could have killed an ox,” Hoffa said. “I ducked under the billy and went to
work on him with both fists. I put everything I had into it, and he went down, bleeding heavily
from the nose and the mouth.”Finally, the cops decided to make themselves helpful, but not to
Hoffa.Two cops dragged Hoffa to his feet and twisted his arms behind his back, while a third cop
helped Hoffa’s opponent to his feet. The third cop handed the bleeding man back his club, and
the man proceeded to use Hoffa’s head as a piñata. Hoffa went down onto his face, out cold.The
three cops then arrested Hoffa for assault and battery, and they let his opponent slip away, with
no charges filed against him. Not only did Hoffa get fifteen stitches on his head in the emergency
ward at the hospital, which he had to pay for out of his own pocket, but to rub salt into his
wounds, later that day, a kangaroo-court judge hit Hoffa with a $100 fine, apparently for bleeding
on the poor cops.Later that night, a cold wind was blowing, when Hoffa returned to his fellow
picketers, who had assembled in a vacant lot, where they had built a fire in a trash can to keep
warm. Hoffa’s brother, Billy, was huddled with several men around the fire, while Hoffa sat on
nearby log, puffing on a Camel cigarette.Suddenly, the son of one of the owners of the General
Tobacco Company drove up to the vacant lot and jumped out of his car.“Where’s Hoffa?” the
man demanded.One of the picketers pointed toward the trash can fire, where Billy Hoffa was
standing. “Over there,” he said.The man rushed over to Billy, thinking he was Jimmy Hoffa. He
pulled out a .38 caliber Smith and Wesson and fired one bullet into Billy Hoffa’s belly. Billy Hoffa
was rushed to the hospital and treated for his injury. Although no vital organs had been
damaged, he was incapacitated for more than three months and unable to picket because of the
pain. Because the police refused to press charges, and because the Hoffas, true to the code of
the streets, did not rat out the shooter, the gunman got off scot-free.“This was typical of the
times,” Hoffa said. “The police and the courts were in cahoots with the company owners, and
they treated us union men like dirt.”When word of the shooting of Billy Hoffa reached the other
unions in Detroit, they congregated at the picket line in front of the General Tobacco Company.
According to Hoffa, there were over 1,000 union men assembled, and they were not in a



collective bargaining mood. Some picketers, fortified by alcoholic spirts they had imbibed to fight
back the cold, tried to set fire to the plant. Others flung rocks through the plant’s windows. The
police officers, supposedly there to protect the plant, ran inside the plant and huddled on the
floor, trying to avoid the projectiles being thrown by angry union members.“The company came
to terms with us the following day,” Hoffa said. “It went that way virtually on a daily basis as the
months passed into years. It was one long picket line after another, more fights with company
goons and strikebreakers, more bruises and stitches in the head. I was arrested so many times, I
lost count.”*****In late 1935, Ray Bennett called Jimmy Hoffa to a meeting at Joint Council 43.
When he entered Bennett’s office, Bennett had a smile, as big as the moon, spread across his
face. He stood from behind his desk and extended his right hand to Hoffa.“Congratulations,
Jimmy,” Bennett said, as Hoffa shook his hand. “You’ve just been appointed business agent of
Local 299. It’s a big step up, Jimmy.”What Bennett had told Hoffa could rightly be categorized as
the “Overstatement of the Year.”Hoffa’s pay was supposed to be $15 a week, but although there
were 250 members in Local 299, most of them were not working because of several strikes that
were in progress. With no work and no cash coming in, the workers were unable to pay the dues.
Other union members, who were working, pled poverty, and they said they were unable to pony
up the dues. As a result, when Hoffa entered his tiny office at Local 299, the local was more than
$10,000 in debt, and to add insult to injury, the local was about to be evicted from its offices for
non-payment of rent. As a result, Hoffa was not, as yet, able to draw even one solitary dollar as
salary.“My first job was to get the working members interested enough in the union to start
paying dues,” Hoffa said. “This wasn’t too hard, and soon I could pay myself $5 a week. I worked
and slept in the office, going home only so mother could wash my clothes, and occasionally, I
could get myself a solid meal.“But I really was happy with what I was doing. And was so involved
in my work that I didn’t feel a need for money. I didn’t drink, and I don’t smoke. I dated a girl now
and then, but not too often. If you take them out more than once, then right away they started
thinking third finger, left hand, and I wasn’t ready to go that route. Then too, organizing had
become an obsession with me.”To recruit more union members, Hoffa started spending more
time on the loading docks throughout Detroit and in the surrounding areas. The men working on
these docks were basically doing three jobs: loading and unloading, doing repairs on trucks and
hand trucks, and even doing repairs to the loading docks themselves. At first, the men wouldn’t
listen to Hoffa’s line of reasoning. Some were afraid of getting hurt on the picket lines, and others
were afraid of losing their jobs, which, during the Depression, could be devastating to the men
and their families.“It was slow work getting the men to realize they were doing three jobs and
only getting paid for one,” Hoffa said. “But the men liked what I said, and soon we had three
different companies striking at the same time.“Every time we won a contract, we were that much
stronger than before. But in each case it was the same story: picket, fight goons and strong-arm
strikebreakers, and getting locked up.”Hoffa said that in his first year alone of recruiting for Local
299, he was beaten up by strikebreakers 24 times.As for how many times he was arrested, “I lost
count after 50,” Hoffa said.With Hoffa and his men spending so much time behind bars, it would



be a godsend to them if they could find a lawyer, who could come to their rescue when they were
in the clink, and not charge them an arm and a leg in the process. That person appeared in the
name of George Fitzgerald.“One day, Bobby Holmes and I were discussing our problems in a
restaurant and especially our need for legal representation,” Hoffa said. “There was a young man
wearing a suit sitting nearby who had overheard our conversation, and he came over and sat
down next to us. He identified himself as a lawyer. I said to him, ‘Boy, could we use your help.’ I
also told him we couldn’t pay him too much, but that we would definitely use him, which would
get his name in the newspapers.“This is how I started a long relationship with George Fitzgerald.
When we got arrested, which was often, we’d yell for him, and he’d come on the run and get us
out.”According to Hoffa, the reason for the numerous arrests was pure harassment, orchestrated
by the large companies, who had an almost an unlimited amount of funds to grease the palms of
those who needed to be greased. These groups included the local Chambers of Commerce,
and the manufacturers’ associations and trade groups.“These were the people who put the
politicians in office,” Hoffa said. “Plus, the police department and the courts were owned and
manipulated by the big employers. They called the shots, not us strikers. This has gone on for as
long as I can remember. The odds were against us, but that didn’t stop us from trying.”After
winning several small union battles in the Detroit area, Hoffa decided to go after the big boys in
Detroit: the automobile companies. Hoffa’s first targets to unionize were the truck drivers, who
hauled new cars from Detroit to car dealerships all over the country. These drivers were not paid
by the hour, but by the mile. If they encountered any trouble on the road - a flat tire or a broken
radiator - they had to fix the problems themselves. Lost time doing repairs meant lost mileage,
which, in turn, meant less pay.Hoffa first tried to talk to the long-haul truck drivers at the loading
docks, but they wouldn’t give Hoffa the time of day. Most of the drivers felt they might lose their
jobs just by talking to Hoffa where their bosses could see them.So, Hoffa decided to employ a
new stratagem.Instead of hanging around Detroit, where the truck drivers felt vulnerable, Hoffa
took to the big highways. These highways included Route 2 to Buffalo, US 6 to Cleveland, US
112 to Chicago, and US 10 to Ludington, Michigan, where ferries transported the new cars
across Lake Michigan to Manitowoc, Wisconsin.“I tried to nail the drivers at a truck stop, or when
they pulled over to the side of the road,” Hoffa said. “Those guys were perpetually tired and most
of them could have slept around the clock. So, they had this trick of lighting up a cigarette and
then falling right to sleep. They’d wake up as soon as the cigarette began scorching their fingers.
Usually, they slept with a tire iron in the other hand. Some of them even carried guns. This was in
the middle of the Depression, and this was their defense against looters, or hijackers.”The first
few times Hoffa tried to wake sleeping truck drivers, he almost got his head handed to him. So,
he devised a new scheme to get a driver’s attention without risking bodily harm.“I learned the
best way to operate, was to wake them up, quickly identify myself, then jump back quick to avoid
the risk of getting clubbed or shot in the head,” Hoffa said.His usual pitch started with, “Hi-I’m-
Jimmy-Hoffa-Organizer-for-the-Teamsters-and-I-wonder-if-I-could-talk-to-you-briefly.”Then,
Hoffa would jump back, out of striking range. “At first, I didn’t have much luck, so I realized I’d



have to make my pitch quick. Even if they shooed me away, it gave them something to think
about as they tooled those big rigs mile after mile. It took time, but gradually we began to sign up
those fellows in ever increasing numbers.”Soon, the big car companies reacted by employing
strong-arm tactics to discourage Hoffa and his men from trying to unionize the drivers while they
were on the road.One night, Hoffa spotted a rig parked on the side of the road, with the driver
sleeping behind the wheel. But, as soon as Hoffa said to the driver, “Are you awake?” two goons
wielding blackjacks sprung from the truck’s cab and proceeded to beat Hoffa to the ground.Just
as Hoffa was ready to pass out, one of his attackers grabbed him by the throat, and said, “That’s
just a sample, Hoffa. Stay away from our trucks. Next time you’re dead.”Union organizers Bert
Brennan, Al Squires, and Marty Haggerty got the same treatment from the company thugs, so
they began recruiting in pairs.“We figured two of us was as good as two of their goons,” Hoffa
said.After Hoffa and his men beat up a few of the goons, the car companies raised the ante.
They filled up trucks with company gorillas, which then followed the trucks carting the new cars.
As soon as Hoffa and his partner started to make their move on a sleeping truck driver, they
were ambushed by as many as a dozen goons.“This made it tougher, but we kept at it,” Hoffa
said. “When we realized their scheme, we made sure to hightail it out of there as fast as we
could. Not all of us were lucky. Some of our people were beaten so seriously they wound up in
the hospital.”Besides schlammers with clubs trying to deter Hoffa and his boys from unionizing
the truck drivers, they also had to contend with the police, who were firmly on the payroll of the
big companies. Even though the big rigs sped out of Detroit, with a driver and two brutes holding
clubs sitting behind him, they were never stopped for a traffic violation. Whereas, Hoffa and his
men were constantly harassed by the police.“We were well-known on the roads, and the cops
stopped us at every turn,” Hoffa said. “Anything that could pass as a weapon – a tire iron or a jack
handle – was confiscated. And we lived in a blizzard of tickets for every imaginable traffic
violation.”Still, Hoffa and his men wouldn’t quit.After a few months of prowling the highways
looking for truck drivers to unionize, they accumulated enough union men to call a full-blown
strike. The strike lasted for months, and soon the big companies capitulated. Hoffa got to the
table with the company bigwigs, and with the help of his lawyer, George Fitzgerald, he was able
to get a damn good contract for his truckers.A pivotal moment occurred in Hoffa’s life when he
and Bert Brennan, while cracking strikebreakers’ heads along a picket line, beat bloody a made
member of the Detroit Mafia. The next day, Hoffa and Brennan were summoned to a sit-down in
a dingy office in a secluded building that housed vending machines. The “judges” were three
Italian men in their 70s, who had made their bones decades before in the Sicilian Mafia. The
charge against Hoffa and Brennan was that they had spilled Mafia blood.Through his contacts in
the mob, Hoffa knew that a guilty verdict meant he and Brennan would be carried out of the
building in body bags.According to Desperate Bargain: Why Jimmy Hoffa Had to Die by Lester
Velie, after the charges were levied against Hoffa, he was given a chance to argue for his
life.Velie wrote: “With his personal force and negotiating skill that was to take him far, Jimmy
Hoffa convinced the Mafia judges that he was worth more to them alive than dead. For alive, he



could put the union power at their disposal. Hoffa told them, ‘Let me live, and we’ll both live
better.’ Impressed, the Mafia court let young Hoffa and his pal, Brennan, walk out neither
bloodied nor bowed.“Mafia trials leave no transcripts behind them, so it’s not known precisely
what was said or undertaken by either side. But it’s clear what followed is that a bargain was
struck and a commitment made. In return for future services, Hoffa would have both his life, and
new and powerful friends to help him on his way.”This was the seminal moment in transforming
the Teamsters from a small-time operation to the zenith of unions in North America. In 2015,
there were 1,900 Teamsters affiliates in the United States, Canada, and Puerto Rico. The
Teamsters now have a membership of 1.4 million, with over 500,000 presently receiving
retirement benefits.This was made possible because Jimmy Hoffa, during the depths of the
Great Depression, aligned himself with the Mafia, which was a brutally powerful ally.*****In May
of 1936, love found Jimmy Hoffa.Four women, members of the International Laundry Workers
Union, decided they had had enough of their tightwad boss, who owned a small laundry shop in
downtown Detroit. The women called the head of their union, Joe Wilder, and they informed him
that they were going on strike and would indeed be picketing in front of the laundry shop the
following day. Wilder joined them on the tiny picket line, but the laundry boss countered by
bringing in four female scabs to cross the picket line and take the jobs of the women who were
picketing. This did not please the women strikers one bit.On the second day of the strike, the
four women picketers waited by a trolley stop, one block from the laundry. When the four female
scabs got off the bus, the strikers attacked them, stripping them naked. Then, they chased them
down the street to the hooting and hollering of several passersby.After being notified that his
scabs couldn’t come to work, the laundry shop owner called the police. The four female strikers
were rounded up and arrested. But, with the help of Joe Wilder, they were back the next day
picketing in front of the laundry shop. But Wilder knew he was fighting a losing battle unless he
brought in more union workers to picket. He decided to phone his pal, Jimmy Hoffa.“I got a
strike, and I’m losing it,” Wilder told Hoffa. “I need your help.” Wilder gave Hoffa the laundry
shop’s address.“Okay Wilder, I know that place, and the truck drivers belong to the Teamsters,”
Hoffa said. “I’ll be right over.”Hoffa rushed to the laundry shop, but as he approached the
picketers, who were surrounded by a battalion of uniformed police officers, he was stopped by a
police lieutenant. Because of his constant union activity, Hoffa was known by most of the cops in
Detroit.“What do you want here, Hoffa?” the lieutenant said.“I’m here to see Joe Wilder,” Hoffa
said.The lieutenant stuck a beefy hand on Hoffa’s chest.“You better keep moving, Hoffa,” he
said.Hoffa slapped the lieutenant’s hand off his chest.“I’m here to see Joe Wilder, and that’s
what I’m going to do,” Hoffa said.At that precise moment, Joe Wilder spotted Hoffa and the
police lieutenant, and he hurried over to them.“This man is with me,” Wilder told the police
lieutenant. “We’re running a peaceful strike here. We don’t need any trouble from you.”Without
saying another word, the police lieutenant spun on his heels and stomped away.“Joe, what the
hell is going on here?” Hoffa said.After telling Hoffa about the incident the previous day
concerning the naked scabs, Wilder said, “These girls have been only getting seventeen cents



an hour. They don’t get paid until the boss thinks it’s profitable to run the mangles (wringers). He
got mad because they organized, and he chased them out of the shop with a shotgun. Then, the
boss called the Chamber of Commerce, and the Chamber ordered every cop in the precinct to
the scene.”“Okay,” Hoffa told Wilder. “There’s nothing I can do today, but tomorrow I’ll be back
with a full force of Teamsters.”The following day, Hoffa returned with forty of his toughest
Teamsters, and they joined Wilder and the four young women on the picket line. When the
assembled police saw Hoffa’s reinforcements, they called in their own: ten mounted police
officers. The picketing continued, and both the picketers and the police expected a spirited
confrontation to occur.Trouble brewed when Hoffa spotted the laundry owner parking his car 50
feet from the laundry. His fists clenched, and his heart beating a mile a minute, Hoffa hurried
over to the laundry owner’s car.“We sure would like to get this strike settled,” Hoffa told the
laundry owner. “If we don’t, we’re going to get more Teamsters involved.”Out of the blue, the
laundry owner began screaming, “Help, police! This man has threatened to kill me!”Four cops
surrounded Hoffa, and they hauled him off to jail. At the station house, Hoffa used his allotted
dime to phone his lawyer, George Fitzgerald. In minutes, Fitzgerald sprang Hoffa, and an hour
later, Hoffa was back on the picket line.Seeing Hoffa back in action, and none too happy about
it, the laundry owner ran up to Hoffa, and he began yelling again that Hoffa said he was going to
kill him. Again, the police arrested Hoffa, and when Fitzgerald got him released a second time, it
was too late to picket again that day.The following day, Hoffa returned to the laundry picket line,
with fifty additional Teamsters pickets.The picketers set up a concentric circle containing two
groups of picketers. The outside picketers walked clockwise, while the inside picketers walked
counterclockwise. Hoffa joined the picketers in the outer circle, and to exude confidence to the
female strikers, Hoffa made sure he made eye contact and smiled at all four ladies as they
passed him in the inner circle.“Then it happened,” Hoffa said. “I was looking at the brightest pair
of blue eyes I had ever seen. They crinkled in the corners when she smiled back at me. Her hair
was shining blond, and although she was small and looked frail, she walked erect and proud.“I
felt like I had been hit in the chest with a blackjack.”Hoffa decided to make his move, and when
she passed him again, he switched circles and jumped in behind her. They smiled at each
other.“What’s your name?” Hoffa said.“Josephine Poszywak,” she said. “I’m a fine Polish girl and
proud of it.”“How about I just call you Jo?” Hoffa said. “Your full name is a little hard to swallow. In
fact, I can’t even pronounce it.”Hoffa convinced Jo that it was time for them to take a break to get
some hot coffee and donuts. In the coffee line, Hoffa said that maybe it would be a great idea if
they took in a movie that night at the Orpheum Theater, which, with its French Renaissance and
Baroque interior and Classical Revival Exterior, was the most luxurious movie house in
town.“You sure move fast Mr. ‘Huffa’ (she mispronounced his name on purpose),What’s the
rush? Why not another night; like maybe this Saturday night when most folks go to the
movies?”“Jo, in my line of work, I might be striking every night of the week for the next month or
so,” Hoffa said. “Tonight is the only night in the near future that I know I’m not doing any union
activities.”Jo reluctantly agreed to the date, and she gave Hoffa her home address.Hoffa was



overjoyed.When the laundry closed and the picketing was done for the day, he rushed home,
and he washed and polished the late model Chevy he had recently purchased. Then, he
showered and shaved, and he put on his best suit.At the agreed upon time – 7 pm sharp – Hoffa
waited in his Chevy in front of Jo’s house. He honked the horn a few times and waited, but Jo
didn’t emerge from her house. So, Hoffa stuck out his chest, marched to the front door of Jo’s
house and knocked. The door was answered by a rough-looking matronly woman, who quickly
identified herself as Jo’s mother.“Yes, can I help you?” the lady said.“Is Josephine home?” Hoffa
said.Suddenly, Jo appeared behind her mother.“I’m not going out with you tonight, ‘Huffa.’” she
said.“Why? I don’t get it,” Hoffa said. “You promised.”“I know, but I changed my mind, and I’m not
going,” she said.Then, she brushed past her mother and slammed the door in Hoffa’s
face.Depressed and dejected, Hoffa rushed home and looked up Jo’s phone number in the
phone book. He dialed her number. Her mother answered, and said, “Josephine’s gone to
bed.”Then, she banged down the phone almost as hard as Jo had slammed the door in Hoffa’s
face.The next day, Hoffa returned to the picket line, and there was Jo already marching in the
inside circle.He rushed up to her, and said, “Jo, please tell me what happened last night.”“You
honked your horn in front of my house,” she said. “Nobody does that in my neighborhood. It’s a
nice quiet Polish neighborhood, and when someone toots their horn, everybody looks.”“Well, I
didn’t see any harm in tooting my horn,” Hoffa said.“Oh, you didn’t?” she said. “You made it look
like I come running out of my house for every fellow who drives up and toots his horn.”It took a
little persuading, but soon Hoffa and Jo were back on the coffee line.“Look, Jo, let’s start all
over,” Hoffa said. “How about if you and I go to the movies tonight?” “But you said yesterday that
you didn’t know if you’d get a night off from union work for a while,” she said.“So, I told a little
white lie,” Hoffa said. “I was so desperate to go out with you, I might have said just about
anything.”Coffee and donut in hand, Jo spun away from Hoffa and headed back to the picket
line.While hoofing away, she turned her head slightly towards Hoffa, and said, “Okay, 7 pm
tonight. But don’t toot your damn horn.”“I swear I won’t,” Hoffa said.She stopped in her tracks,
turned, and faced Hoffa.“You have to come to my door and ask for me properly,” she said. “I’ll
introduce you to my mother, and you’ll have to sit down and talk for a while. Then, we can go to
the movies.”“But I met your mother already,” Hoffa said.“Oh no, you didn’t,” she said. “That didn’t
count. You introduced yourself, but you have to be introduced by me.”The following night, Hoffa
played the perfect gentlemen. He knocked on Jo’s front door. Jo opened the door, and invited
Hoffa to sit in the living room, where she properly introduced Hoffa to her mother.“It’s very nice to
meet you, Mr. Hoffa,” Jo’s mother said.Hoffa wanted to say, “But we met last night.” Instead, he
bit his lip, shook hands with her, sat on the couch, and sipped a cup of coffee that Jo had
brought into the living room. The three people made small talk for about 30 minutes, and every
minute or so, Hoffa resisted the urge to glance at his wrist watch.Finally, Jo stood from the
couch.“You coming?” she said to Hoffa.Hoffa almost tripped, as he jumped from the couch and
followed Jo out the front door. Neither said goodbye to Mrs. Poszywak, who just sat there on the
couch with a contented smile on her face.On September 24, 1936, after a brief three-month



courtship, Hoffa and Jo were married by the Justice of the Peace in Bowling Green, Ohio.
Because Hoffa had a special Teamsters assignment in Minneapolis, their honeymoon in
Cleveland lasted only two days.Hoffa was now happily married. But soon his marriage to the
mob would blossom even more, giving Hoffa the power and influence he could never have
achieved without the help and support of his bent-nose buddies.*****Jimmy Hoffa’s initial
contact with the Detroit mob was provided to him by his old gal-pal, Sylvia Pagano, when Hoffa
was only 21 years old and before his sit-down with the three aged Mafiosi, when he had argued
to save his life. In the early 1930s, Hoffa had a fleeting romantic relationship with Pagano, but
Pagano had her sights on bigger fish than Jimmy Hoffa.As was reported in The Hoffa Wars: The
Rise and fall of Jimmy Hoffa by Dan E. Moldea, “In about 1934, Sylvia Pagano, after her affair
with Hoffa, moved to Kansas City where she married the driver for a gangster-politician type. Her
husband’s name was Sam Scaradino, but he changed it to Frank O’Brien. Her child took the
name of her husband and was called Charles O’Brien. “To add to the strange situation, Frank
Coppola, one of the most notorious gangsters in Detroit, became the boy’s godfather. After old
man O’Brien died, Coppola began having his own affair with Sylvia, who was called “faccia”
because of her beautiful face. It was through Pagano that Hoffa was introduced to Coppola and
other members of Detroit’s underworld.”Frankie “Three Fingers” Coppola was friends with Detroit
mobsters Santo “Cockeyed Sam” Perrone and Angelo “The Chairman” Meli. Coppola led a
group of rogue strikebreakers, who, for the right price, cracked the heads of union men manning
the picket lines. All three mobsters would be partially responsible for Hoffa’s meteoric rise in the
Teamsters.In early 1937, Ray Bennett sent Hoffa out to Minneapolis to help Farrell Dobbs
organize truck drivers throughout Minnesota. Hoffa was successful in doing so, and this
increased Hoffa’s clout within the Detroit Teamsters organization. By the beginning of 1938, even
though Bennett was still the president of Joint Council 43, Hoffa’s power within the Detroit
Teamsters was equal to Bennett’s.Hoffa’s next big test was to resolve the ongoing battle
between the Teamsters and the United Brewery Workers Union of Detroit (UBW Local 38), as to
whom had the right to organize the city’s beer distribution drivers. The dispute came to a head
when Local 38 transferred lower-paid beer truck drivers into a separate local. This move made
these drivers ineligible for the higher wages guaranteed by Local 38’s citywide closed-shop
contract for drivers employed by Detroit’s seven breweries. That opened the door for Hoffa. With
the help of his Detroit Mafia pals, he convinced the disgruntled drivers to join his newly formed
Local 271, controlled by the Teamsters. This move precipitated what was called the “Detroit Beer
Wars.”In January of 1938, the Teamsters called a strike against the breweries, and things got
downright nasty. Hoffa’s main objective was to get the beer truck drivers, who were still part of
UBW Local 38, to switch sides and join Teamsters Local 271. Members of Local 271, as well as
members of Local 299, under the direction of Hoffa, picketed all seven breweries. But instead of
peaceful demonstrations, Hoffa’s men, with the help of Frank Coppola’s goons, rolled up their
sleeves, and the dirty work began.During a heavy snowstorm, Hoffa’s men stopped the beer
trucks as they left the breweries, pulled the drivers, who were still wearing UBW buttons, out of



their cabs and began pummeling them in the snow. This convinced many of UBW drivers to
discard their UBW buttons and replace them with Teamster buttons, or suffer the same
consequences.The breweries called in the police to quell the riots, but the Teamsters would
have none of that. The Teamsters then blocked the beer trucks by filling the streets around the
breweries with hundreds of automobiles owned by Teamsters members. Some brewery trucks
managed to break through the barricades, but the Teamsters’ cars chased them through the city
of Detroit. After the Teamsters’ cars tried to run it off the road, one Pfeiffer Brewing company
truck took refuge in the garage of police headquarters. After entering local bars to make
deliveries, helpers on Trivoli and Stroh’s Brewing Company trucks were kidnapped and
beaten.According to Out of the Jungle by Thaddeus Russell, “The conflict came to a head when
Brennan[LV1] announced that the Teamsters would call a citywide general trucking strike unless
the breweries recognized Local 271 under the terms of the Brewery Workers contract. Brennan
was likely emboldened by the success a month earlier of Local 299, which was able to win the
first industry-wide contract for Detroit cartage drivers and helpers by threatening a similar strike
that would have paralyzed the city’s commercial districts just before Christmas.”While the
Teamsters resorted to violence to get what they wanted, the Brewery Workers Union was no
slouch in that department.In late January 1938, the police reported that “a bus load of 40
hoodlums apparently hired by the Brewery Workers Union had arrived in Detroit.”Hours after the
hoodlums disembarked from the bus, shots were fired at Bert Brennan as he drove from the
Local 271 headquarters to his home. The bullets shattered the car’s windows, but Brennan
survived after he ducked under the dashboard with one hand still on the steering wheel. He
crashed into a parked car. Although his car was totaled, Brennan walked from the wreck with
little more than a bruised ego. With the city of Detroit a virtual war zone, Frank Martel, the
President of the Detroit and Wayne County Federation of Labor (DFL), stepped into the picture.
He met with leaders of the Teamsters and the Brewery Workers Union and convinced them to let
him mediate the dispute. Martel dealt a big blow to the Teamsters when he ruled that Local 271
(meaning Brennan and Hoffa) had no rights under the contract between the Brewery Workers’
Local 38 and the breweries, and that all members of Teamsters Local 271 should re-affiliate with
the Brewery Workers within 48 hours or lose their jobs forthwith.The Teamsters immediately filed
suit in federal court, “requesting an injunction restraining the breweries from putting Martel’s
ruling into effect.” But Federal Judge Arthur J Tuttle refused to intervene in the case. The
Teamsters then filed a series of lawsuits in numerous union jurisdictions, but they were shot
down every time.This forced Hoffa and Brennan to take alternative measures.Realizing they had
reached an impasse in the courts, the Teamsters ran an end-around the beer truck drivers. With
the help of Detroit’s elite Jewish mobsters called “The Purple Gang” (former rum runners, who
after the repeal of Prohibition, infiltrated legitimate booze businesses), the Teamsters
approached more than 1,000 saloon owners in Detroit and in surrounding areas. They also
formed an alliance with the Bartender’s Local 562 of the Hotel and Restaurant Employees
International Alliance and Bartender’s International League.The deal was this:Bar owners were



ordered to buy beer only from the Purple Gang and would only accept beer delivered by the
Teamsters. If anyone refused to play ball with the Purple Gang and the Teamsters, their lives and
livelihoods would be placed in immediate danger.The Purple Gang/Teamsters also enlisted the
aid of Commissioner Anthony DeMass, Chairman of the Michigan Liquor Control Commission.
In return for the Teamsters paying the tax on his lake-front house in Oakland County, turned a
blind eye to the illegal actions of the Teamsters. DeMass also granted beer-drivers’ licenses to
Teamsters and saloon licenses to anyone the Teamsters said needed one. This is the same
Anthony DeMass who would later serve as a political adviser to Hoffa and Brennan.By the
beginning of 1940, Hoffa’s Teamsters and the Purple Gang decided that getting the Detroit
Police Department in their corner was a smart thing to do. They started by giving moonlighting
jobs to hundreds of cops, and then they showered them with cash gifts and unsecured loans
from the Teamsters’ treasury. Any favors these cops requested, within reason, were granted. To
add the ridiculous to the sublime, members of the Teamsters Union served, at no charge, as
hearse drivers at police funerals.In 1941, the public got wise to the Teamsters’ machinations,
and a grand jury investigation followed. Charges of bribery were filed against Mayor Richard
Reading; the county prosecutor, Duncan C. McCrae; police superintendent, Fred Frahm; and
over two hundred police officers. McCrae and Frahm were forced to resign, but Mayor Reading
refused to cave in.However, in his bid for re-election, Reading was defeated in a landslide vote
by Edward Jeffries. After he left office, Reading was indicted on charges of accepting bribes and
conspiring to protect Detroit’s gambling rackets (selling them protection), and charging police
officers for their promotions. The prosecutor said that, during his time as mayor, Reading’s bold-
face extortion raised his yearly income from $1,200 (the mayor’s yearly salary) to over $55,000.
Confronted with mountains of evidence, Reading pled guilty and was sentenced to 4–5 years in
prison.Albert DeLamielleure was a decorated Detroit police detective, who was supposedly in
charge of monitoring the Teamsters. DeLamielleure was tight with Hoffa’s pal, mobster Sam
Perrone, and he had a hands-out policy when it came to taking bribes. Hoffa’s Teamsters was
only too happy to accommodate him.In return for turning a blind eye to the Teamsters’ dirty
deeds, DeLamielleure received cash payments said to be in excess of $10,000. When he was
caught with his hand in the Teamsters’ cookie jar, DeLamielleure was represented in court by
none other than Hoffa’s compadre, George Fitzgerald, the Teamsters attorney.The prosecutors
revealed in court that DeLamielleure‘s wife was the manager at Helen’s Bar on Jefferson Avenue
and Canton Street, which was conveniently located across the street from an Esso Gas Station
owned by Perrone. The prosecutors also charged that Perrone used Helen’s Bar, with Mrs.
DeLamielleure’s permission, as a meeting place for Perrone and his gang. As a result, Fitzgerald
was unable to save DeLamielleure’s job.However, DeLamielleure was not inconvenienced too
much because Hoffa immediately gave him a cushy job with the Teamsters union as a
representative.With the police and the politicians firmly in their back pockets, the Teamsters and
the Purple Gang utilized another tactic to increase their power and profits.For three years the
Hoffa/Brennan Teamsters, with the help of the Purple Gang, had tried unsuccessfully to organize



the Detroit wastepaper recycling and wholesale businesses. Using ostensibly respectable
people as fronts, they established four wastepaper companies under Teamsters contracts, and
then they forced out the non-union competitors. These non-unionized companies blew the
whistle, and a grand jury was formed to investigate their allegations against the Teamsters.This
investigation uncovered that “among other acts of intimidation, business agents from Locals 299
and 337 threatened to picket paper mills that were purchased from firms outside the cartel, and
almost certainly, they were responsible for the bombing of the home of one of the non-union
employees. Hoffa, Brennan, and their businessmen associates pleaded no contest to charges of
violating the Sherman Act and were each fined $1,000.”When Thurmond Arnold, the chief of the
U.S. Justice Department’s antitrust division, entered the fray, Hoffa’s Teamsters were thwarted in
their attempt to monopolize the Detroit wastepaper industry.After threatening to indict and
prosecute anyone associated with the Teamsters in their wastepaper endeavors, Arnold told the
local Detroit press, “We are rapidly drifting into a situation where the entire trucking industry is
going to be controlled by a few big companies, which in turn are run by the Teamsters
Union.“Unions must be made subject to anti-trust statutes, if economic justice and balance are
to be served. In unions, as in other associations, absolute power does corrupt.”With pressure
mounting, and prison cells beckoning, Hoffa and his boys backed off in their attempt to
monopolize the wastepaper industry in the Detroit area.Hoffa’s next big problem would be
caused not by big businesses, or even by overzealous prosecutors. It would be caused by other
unions, with interests in direct opposition to the Teamsters, who would give Jimmy Hoffa a bad
case of agita.*****The Congress of Industrial Organization (CIO), founded in 1935 by John L.
Lewis, head of the Coal Miners Union, was a federation of industrial unions, both in the United
States and in Canada. Lewis took this action because of his dissatisfaction with the long-
standing American Federation of Labor (AFL), an association of trade unions, which was
established in1886.It had been the AFL’s practice since its inception to concentrate its efforts on
organizing skilled workers; i.e., craftsmen like cigar makers, granite cutters, and iron molders.
Lewis argued that there were millions of semi-skilled workers who were being ignored by the
AFL, especially those in industrial factories that made automobiles, rubber, glass, and
steel.After Lewis unsuccessfully tried to change the practices from within the AFL, he separated
the ten CIO unions that were part of the AFL. Lewis the decided to organize independently of the
AFL. As a result, on September 10, 1936, the AFL suspended all ten CIO Unions. That was fine
with Lewis. Since the Teamsters, who were affiliated with the AFL, were mostly semi-skilled
workers, Lewis decided that the CIO should try to wrest some power away from Hoffa and his
crew. Lewis considered Hoffa and his associates to be ruffians, who were not truly interested in
the plight of semi-skilled and un-skilled workers. Lewis started his attacks on the existing unions
as far back as 1936. His first victories were on the West Coast, where he convinced non-union
warehouses in San Francisco and Oakland to join the CIO rather than the entrenched and mob-
infiltrated International Longshoremen’s Union (ILA).In the spring and summer of 1937,
emboldened by their victories on the West Coast, the CIO organizers invaded Detroit. They



brought along their new union cards, and they promised the workers better union contracts.
Their targets included workers in retail stores, groceries, and the city transit system. But they
also tried to convert the workers in dairies, bakeries, and construction companies, whose drivers
had been Teamster members for decades.Fights broke out in the streets between the men of
Teamsters Local 155, which was the milk drivers’ union, and the organizers from the CIO. Three
CIO recruiters wound up in the hospital.However, a week later, the CIO, not adverse to using
dirty tactics themselves, planted a bomb under the car of “Red” O’Laughlin, president of
Teamsters Local 299. Fortunately for O’Laughlin, he was not in the car at the time of the
detonation.O’Laughlin’s pal, Patrick Brady, one of the toughest Teamster organizers, was even
luckier. A bomb set to explode on his front porch was found before it could turn the porch and a
good portion of Brady’s house into rubble.*****A chip off the old Blarney Stone, Daniel J. (Dan)
Tobin was born in County Claire, Ireland, in April of 1875. In 1890, Tobin emigrated from Ireland
to Boston, Massachusetts. After stints as a sheet metal worker and a motorman for a street car
company, in 1894, Tobin got a job as a truck driver for a local meatpacking company, where he
earned eleven bucks a week. A few weeks later, he joined Teamsters Local 25 on the same day
it was founded. In 1904, Tobin was elected the union’s business representative. And on January
1, 1907, he was elected president of the Teamsters Joint District Council, whose domain
covered the entire Boston area. Tobin’s Teamsters were part of the AFL, and in August of 1907,
a group of dissident Teamsters decided to form their own union, which they called “The United
Teamsters.”This did not go over too well with Tobin.Tobin confronted the leaders of the mutinous
group, and when he could not convince them to cease and desist their activities, he told them,
“May the cat eat you, and may the devil eat the cat!”Tobin then met with AFL President Samuel
Gompers and pleaded his case. Gompers agreed with Tobin that two Teamster unions in the
same area was unworkable. After Gompers also failed to come to an agreement with the
dissident group, Gompers denounced the United Teamsters, calling their organizing practices
“deceptive.” Gompers then declared Tobin’s Teamsters as the “only legitimate union” for drivers,
and he ordered all regional AFL bodies to refuse to affiliate with the United Teamsters. This
tactic worked like an Irish good luck charm. A few months later, the United Teamsters were as
extinct as the dodo bird.Tobin moved quickly up the AFL ranks and was elected treasurer of the
AFL in 1917, beating a bloke named John B. Lennon by a landslide vote. In 1931, after cozying
up to the bigwigs in the national Democratic Party and gaining the support of AFL President,
William Green, Tobin was elected President of the National Teamsters. In 1932, Green’s AFL
endorsed Democrat Franklin D. Roosevelt for President of the United States against incumbent
Republican President Herbert Hoover. When Roosevelt won in a landslide, Green began calling
in his favors. While still President of the National Teamsters, Tobin, at Green’s insistence,
became the chairman of the Labor Bureau of the Democratic National Committee in 1932, 1936,
and 1940. The Roosevelt administration had tried to name Tobin the Secretary of Labor in 1932,
1936, and 1940, but Tobin figured he had more clout as President of the Teamsters, so he
turned down the appointments all three times.When Tobin took over as President of the National



Teamsters, their membership stood at 82,000. But in 1932, Congress passed the pro-union
National Industry Recovery Act, and by 1935 the Teamsters membership had grown to 135,000.
By 1941, with trouble brewing concerning the Detroit Teamsters, national dues-paying
Teamsters membership was a whopping 530,000, making the Teamsters the fastest growing
labor union in the United States.Unfortunately, although union membership was growing by the
day, so did corruption inside the Teamsters. By 1941, the union was considered to be the most
corrupt union in the United States. And although Tobin robustly defended the union against such
allegations, he instituted many constitutional and organizational changes which made it easier
for union officials to become crooks.After sharing their union headquarters with six other locals,
in December of 1941, Local 299 moved to a brand new two-story building on Trumbull Avenue.
The grand opening of Local 299’s new headquarters was set for December 15th. To make a big
splash of the event, and to garner valuable, and for a change, positive newspaper space, Dan
Tobin showed up for the grand opening.Before a packed house, Tobin led Local 299 in the Lord’s
Prayer, and then he told the assemblage, “May the Lord keep you in his hand and never close
his fist too tight.”After cutting the ribbon, and re-issuing a new charter to Local 299 President Ray
Bennett, Tobin left town with a bright smile on his face.However, despite the smiling faces, Local
299’s assets were almost depleted. But none of the rank and file union members had the guts to
ask Jimmy Hoffa and Ray Bennett how their dues had evaporated into thin air.Then, the CIO,
headed by President John L. Lewis and his brother, Denny Lewis, began giving Local 299 an
even bigger headache.On September 4, 1941, Denny Lewis made a speech at the Hotel Statler
in Detroit, in which he said that the CIO’s United Construction Workers Organizing Committee
was in the process of organizing Detroit’s auto haulaway drivers, which were presently under the
Detroit Teamsters’ umbrella.Russell Turner, a top assistant to John L. Lewis, said, “We have a
fair percentage of the employees of these firms organized right now, and we have already put
twenty five CIO union organizers in Detroit.”Frank Martel, the head of Detroit’s AFL, made light of
Turner’s remarks.“Instead of being worried,” Martel said, “we’re inclined to laugh.”But Jimmy
Hoffa was in no laughing mood.He issued a statement to Detroit press outlets, saying, “We have
been organized six years in the car-hauling field and never had any trouble, which is proof our
members are satisfied.”But Hoffa was not through. He then announced that new wage scales
were being negotiated with car-haul firms, and if his demands were not met, he would strike
those same car-haul firms.Hoffa told Mayor Reading, who had not yet been indicted, that he
would “close down the city tighter than a drum.”On September 18, the Detroit Free Press
editorialized as such:Reports out of Chicago are now that the International Executive Board of
the UAW-CIO is divided over the support to be given to the CIO Truck Drivers’ Union in its
membership drive. A delegation from the new union attended the Chicago meeting to urge all
aid and assistance. Cooler heads, however, argued the obvious: That an all-out drive would
necessarily include a raid against the AFL Teamsters Union; that such a raid would be violently
resisted by the AFL; finally, that an almost certain result would be a bloody war locally between
the two labor groups.Union business is union business, but such a prospect is definitely of



concern to the whole Detroit public. It’s one thing to “organize the unorganized” – the basic
principle in the CIO’s formation. It’s quite another to begin guerilla campaigns against
established unions. They can only lead to serious trouble.Robert Holmes, a British-born
Teamster and secretary-treasurer of Teamsters Local 337, was front and center in the battle
between the Detroit Teamsters and the CIO invaders.“Clashes between Teamsters and CIO
forces became so common that pedestrians couldn’t walk down the street without seeing a
couple of union guys rolling around, thrashing each other,” Holmes said. “There’s no doubt about
the fact that they wanted to tear us up and destroy us. When you consider the sweetheart
contracts they were passing out to employers to make themselves attractive and acceptable,
we, the Teamsters, were fighting for our survival.”The CIO hooligans outnumbered the
Teamsters thugs two-to-one, and scores of people on both sides were injured in street battles.
One man was reportedly killed.During the street war between the Teamsters and the CIO, Frank
Fitzsimmons, who would later become a large stone in Hoffa’s shoe, was the Local 299 business
manager.His friend and colleague Dan Johnson said, “The same day I was clubbed and nearly
killed, my friend Frank Fitzsimmons got his head beat in, too. Because some of his hair was
missing, we thought someone threw acid on him.”To provide direction and to rally his troops, Dan
Tobin made a quick trip to Detroit. He huddled with Hoffa and Bennett, and said, “My boys,
what’s happening here with the CIO is totally unacceptable.”“We’re outnumbered, but we’re
trying our best,” Hoffa said. “What do you want us to do? Start using machine guns and tanks?”“I
don’t care how you handle this; do what you have to do,” Tobin said. “But take this to the bank. I
want those CIO cocksuckin’ organizers’ heads busted wide open.”Then, he added with a smile,
“And may the most you wish for be the least you get.”Jimmy Hoffa had a few aces in the hole that
he was reluctant to use. But Tobin’s sudden visit motivated Hoffa to call in reinforcements from
the dark side.“We were tough, but we just didn’t have enough,” Dan Johnson said. “The CIO had
tougher guys than we expected. So, Jimmy (Hoffa) went to see Santo (Cockeyed Sam)
Perrone.”Perrone, a made man in the Detroit Mafia, had his first taste of the union wars as far
back as 1934. Perrone, then a foundry worker at the Detroit-Michigan Stove Company on East
Jefferson Avenue, did his boss, John Fry, the president of Michigan Stove, a solid when he
organized a platoon of head-breakers to help end a strike. Fray returned the favor by rewarding
Perrone with his own trucking business. And to go the extra mile, Fry threw in several sweetheart
contracts for Perrone’s new company, which gave him the right to haul scrap metal away from
Fry’s plant, as well as several others in the area.To help Hoffa rid Detroit of the CIO organizers,
Perrone called in his troops, and he also had Angelo Meli and Frank Coppola contribute their
goons to the Detroit Teamsters’ cause. The odds on the streets now swung in the Teamsters’
favor. The combination of the Teamsters and Mafia goons chased the bloodied and beaten CIO
recruiters out of town.Denny Lewis was not happy with the turn of events, and he told the press,
“Professional hoodlums and gangsters, sent by Jimmy Hoffa, were intimidating truck drivers to
join the AFL Teamsters Union. They had the numbers, and we didn’t stand a chance in
organizing Detroit.”After banishing the CIO from Detroit, Jimmy Hoffa had made the complete



transformation from a stout union reformer into a ruthless mob racketeer. A man close to Hoffa
said, “There’s no use denying it or dodging it. Jimmy handled the mob in an independent way. It
was ‘one hand washes the other’ for sure. The mob got something for their money. But Jimmy
still tried to represent the union membership, as long as the mob got theirs.”*****The bombing of
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, changed everything for Hoffa and the Teamsters.“After the
start of World War 2, we could do nothing buy try to consolidate and hold on to our hard-earned
gains,” Hoffa said. “Everything was tuned to the war effort.”The nation needed the Teamsters for
a different brand of work. And, to keep the Teamsters in line, the Roosevelt administration
forbade internal warfare between the unions.To make sure the unions did not hamper the war
effort, Congress, over President Roosevelt’s veto (because of union support at election time,
Roosevelt was beholden to the unions), passed the 1943 Smith-Connally Anti-Strike Act, which
basically destroyed Hoffa’s bargaining power with the big companies in the United States. This
legislation was fast-tracked after 400,000 coal miners, upset that their standard of living had
been lowered due to high wartime inflation, went on strike, demanding a $2-a-day wage
increase. This act allowed the federal government to seize and operate industries important to
the war effort, which were threatened by strikes. It also prohibited unions from making cash
contributions during national elections, which did not please Roosevelt and the union leaders
too much.In addition, Dan Tobin’s closeness to President Roosevelt compelled him to put a
damper on any Teamsters’ expansion during the war. Tobin issued an edict to his Teamsters,
and particularly to Jimmy Hoffa, that the union was now taking a back seat to the needs of the
nation. He immediately sent tens of thousands of Teamsters overseas to drive supply and
ammunition trucks in Asia and in Europe. Tobin also ordered the Teamsters drivers to ignore
picket lines of other unions asking for assistance with their strikes – even unions affiliated with
the AFL.Tobin wrote in the IBT Magazine, “We are pledged to keep the wheels rolling. Members
who refuse to obey my orders should be suspended or expelled from the union.”In an expression
of his dedication to the Democratic Party, Tobin gave the government an $8 million interest-free
loan, money which came out of the AFT’s treasury.As for Jimmy Hoffa, his main purpose in life
during wartime was to keep his ass out of the war zones and keep it firmly planted firmly on
United States soil. The draft had consumed most of the Teamsters’ membership, and when
Hoffa got his 1-A draft classification, he almost had kittens. He immediately ran to Ray Bennett,
who was tight with Tobin, who was tight with President Roosevelt.Word filtered up to President
Roosevelt that Jimmy Hoffa’s work with the Teamsters was “vital to the transportation industry
and to the country’s war effort.” In days, Hoffa was re-classified as II-A – “men necessary in their
civilian activities.” As a result, Hoffa never left American soil during the war.One of Hoffa’s
Teamsters henchmen, Roland “One Eye” McMaster, was not so lucky.McMaster, who was
considered the toughest brawler in the Teamsters, wanted to get the same draft re-classification
as Hoffa. To help his pal, Hoffa wrote a letter to the local draft board, stating that McMaster’s
union activities consisted of:Settling of all labor disputes between management and labor, and
particularly through his extensive knowledge, McMaster was very successful in the careful



handling of all jurisdictional disputes between the AFL labor organizations, and also with the
CIO, in particular of keeping a continuous supply of essential war materials flowing into our war
industries. In addition, McMaster has a glass eye, which alone, should preclude him from being
drafted.Jimmy Hoffa - The Mafia’s Greatest Hits – Volume ThreeBy Joe BrunoEdited
By:Lawrence VenturatoKnickerbocker Publishing Company© 2016, Joe
Bruno(jbruno999@aol.com)ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected
under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of
this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or
by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author /
publisher.*****Jimmy Hoffa’s most valuable contribution to the American Labor Movement came
at the moment he stopped breathing on July 30, 1975. – Dan Moldea*****Jimmy Hoffa was a
pint-size pop-off with a loud mouth and a lousy disposition. Although he never worked as a truck
driver, in 1958, Hoffa propelled himself to the top of the International Brotherhood of Teamsters
(IBT). Hoffa dispensed no-show jobs and Teamsters pension-money loans to mobsters like a
Las Vegas dealer pitching cards to degenerate gamblers. Hoffa believed he was invincible, and
indispensable to the union and the Mafia.Hoffa was wrong on both counts.*****On February 14,
1913, James Riddle Hoffa was born to his struggling parents, John Cleveland and Viola Hoffa, in
the tiny town of Brazil, Indiana. John Hoffa was a third generation Hoffa, whose Dutch ancestors
had immigrated to Pennsylvania and then to Indiana, where they settled in a Brazil
neighborhood called “Stringtown.” Brazil (1910 population of 7,342) was mostly populated by
miners, who spent six 12-hour days a week inside dreary coal mines, inhaling noxious gases like
hydrogen sulfide or explosive gases such as firedamp and methane. Brazil was predominantly
white Anglo-Saxon Protestants, but a minority of blacks had also moved into town to work in the
coal mines. The blacks were not popular with the town folk, especially the sanctimonious and
sadistic members of the Ku Klux Klan.John Hoffa had only a third-grade education. He did the
best he could to provide for his family by toiling in the mines, owned by the Mershon Company,
while courting death almost every day. In 1910, the Hoffas had a daughter, Jennetta. William
Henry was born in 1911 and James Riddle made his appearance two years later on Valentine’s
Day, February 14, 1913. The fourth child, Nancy, was born in 1915.By 1915, Brazil’s population
had exploded to over 11,000 people. The depressing conditions of coal mining work, together
with a poor local economy, caused the coal miners in Brazil to spend a disproportionate amount
of their time in trashy gin mills and brothels, some of which occupied the same premises. It was
said that Brazil had one drinking establishment for every 500 residents, and the most notorious
ones were located on Meridian Street, a stone’s throw from the Hoffa home. Meridian Street was
known as “Bloody Row,” where fights between black and white coal miners were an everyday
occurrence.If a Brazilite wasn’t drinking or whoring around in his spare time, he was most likely a
frequent visitor to one of Brazil’s numerous gambling houses, one of which was operated by
Jimmy Hoffa’s uncle, who shared the same name.In 1920, John Hoffa went on a prospecting trip



for the Mershon Company. When he returned from his month-long excursion, he staggered
through the front door of his home wearied and confused. It could not be determined if the
inhalation of noxious gases in the coal mines had caused this condition, but four months later,
John Hoffa passed away, according to his death certificate, from “unknown causes.”Jimmy Hoffa
was only seven years old at the time of his father’s death.Viola Hoffa had few marketable skills,
so, to put food on the table, she took in laundry from the coal mining community. She also
worked as a short-order cook in the town’s greasy spoons, and she cleaned the houses of the
middle-class people, who could afford such services.“I’ll have to be both mother and father,
now,” she told her children. “I’ll have to work, and you’ll have to help. It will be hard, but we will
manage.”Jimmy Hoffa later told his biographer, Oscar Fraley, “There was, in those days, no such
thing as welfare, relief, or aid for dependent children. And I have a feeling that my mother
wouldn’t have accepted it if there had been. Certainly, there is a need for judiciously handled
welfare programs. But I hate to think we’d destroy our own self-reliance and dependence that is
our American heritage.“Some people think that I carried a grudge against big business because
of my background. That’s not true. We had a rich and rewarding childhood, and I never felt
deprived or impoverished. My mother was a quiet woman who believed in discipline, aided by a
razor strop hanging in the pantry, and a large bottle of castor oil on the kitchen shelf. But she was
warm and loving, and she taught us the value and rewards of hard work.“She knew what hard
work was, too, cooking in the big houses on ‘The Hill.’ My mother also took in washing. Jennetta
helped with the ironing, and Billy and I did the delivering.”In late 1919, Viola Hoffa moved her
family to Clinton, Indiana, just 20 miles northwest of Brazil. Instead of an Anglo-Saxon Protestant
majority, Clinton had a large population of nearly 10,000 Italian immigrants, who congregated in
the town’s north side, making it the town with the largest concentration of Italians in Indiana.On
October 28, 1919, Congress passed the Volstead Act, the popular name for the National
Prohibition Act. This was done despite President Woodrow Wilson vetoing the new legislation.
This act established the legal definition of intoxicating liquors, as well as the penalties for
producing them. Although the Volstead Act prohibited the sale of alcohol, the federal
government lacked the resources to enforce the act, so speakeasies flourished throughout
America.Viola Hoffa had no way of knowing, that because of Prohibition, Clinton would become
one of the most notorious bootlegging regions in Indiana. The Italians, because they had
traditionally made their own wine at home, easily segued into the production of illegal beer and
booze. Wherever the Italian immigrants settled in America, Mafia gangs soon followed to grab a
piece of the Prohibition pie.Soon, amidst the bloody riots caused by the local police raids on the
illegal stills and speakeasies, the Ku Klux Klan jumped into the fray. The Klan was incensed that
the invading foreigners were cutting into their own bootlegging operations. The Klan showed its
displeasure in peaceful and not-so-peaceful demonstrations. In its more peaceful
demonstrations, the Klan was content in marching down the main street of Little Italy, carrying
signs denouncing the “Catholic – Un-American” Italian immigrants.In the early 1920s, due to
advancements in the mechanization of mining, many coal miners lost their jobs in Clinton. As a



result, Viola Hoffa picked up her brood and moved to the fledging industrial city of Detroit,
Michigan. Not having much money, she moved her family into a small apartment in a four-family
house on Merritt Street. Detroit’s main business was, and still is, the manufacturing of
automobiles. With work in great supply in Detroit, Viola saw the opportunity to improve her
family’s standard of living exponentially.“In 1924, when I was eleven, mother moved us to Detroit,
because she felt that she’d have the chance to make more money there,” Hoffa said. “She
worked first in a laundry and then in an auto-parts factory on the production line, finally getting a
job of polishing radiator caps for the Fisher Body Fleetwood Plant. She worked damn hard, and
she always looked tired.”Jimmy Hoffa got his first job, after school and on weekends, as a jack-of-
all-trades in several neighborhood grocery stores — stacking shelves, cleaning floors, and
making deliveries. His best gig was a stint at C.F. Smith’s grocery store, where Hoffa was paid a
50 cents per day salary, plus the nickel and dime tips he made delivering groceries.After
completing the eighth grade at Frank C. Neinas School, Hoffa made the decision not to continue
his formal school education. He made this decision at the spur of the moment without the
consent of his mother.“In 1927, I was fourteen and was about to enter the ninth grade, and I had
had it,” Hoffa said. “It didn’t seem right to have to spend so much time at inconsequential pursuits
before being able to get down to a man’s business. And it was a man’s business that interested
me, not a kid’s.“So, I went up to Western High School, sat there in the registration room until they
reached the G’s, and then I got up and walked out.“I went home and told my mother, ‘Mom, I
decided to get a job.’ She told me, ‘I’d like you to continue your education. But if you want to do it,
then it’s your decision.’”Hoffa told his mother, “Look, if a guy does not have a talent for making
money, high school won’t help him. And if he does have a talent for making money, why go to
high school anyway?”Hoffa’s mother just shook her head.Hoffa’s first “man’s” job was as a stock
boy at Frank and Seder’s Dry Goods and Merchandise Store. He worked six ten-hour days for
twelve dollars a week, and he handed his entire paycheck to his mother on payday. Hoffa later
said the two years he spent at Frank and Seder’s was one of the happiest times of his life. He
said it instilled in him a purpose and a philosophy to survive at any cost, which became apparent
later in his life.“Every day of the average individual is a matter of survival,” Hoffa said. “If by
chance he should go from home to work and have an accident, lose an arm or an eye, he’s just
like a wounded animal in the jungle. He’s out. Life isn’t easy. Life is a jungle. Ethics is a matter of
individualism. What may be ethical to you may be non-ethical to someone else. But my ethics
are very simple. Live and let live, and those who try to destroy you, make it your business to see
that they don’t, and that they have problems of their own.”In 1929, when Hoffa was sixteen, the
stock market crash crippled the nation. The bottom line at Frank and Seder’s began to shrink
dramatically, and it was just a matter of time before the bosses would be forced to fire personnel.
Hoffa was resigned to the fact that he might lose his job, and then a co-worker named Walt
Murphy had, what Hoffa thought, was a brilliant idea.“Get into the food business,” Walt told me.
“No matter what happens, people still have to eat.”To help make ends meet, Viola Hoffa took in a
boarder named Jim Langley, a driver for the Kroger grocery chain. Langley literally became part



of the family when he married Hoffa’s sister, Jennetta. One night, at the dinner table, Hoffa
floated the idea that a future in the food business might be the right thing to do.“If you’re serious
about this, maybe I can help you,” Langley told Hoffa.That same night, Langley took Hoffa to the
giant Kroger warehouse on Green Street, where he introduced the stocky Hoffa to the night
loading dock foreman.“I was only sixteen at the time, but Jimmy told the night foreman I was
eighteen,” Hoffa said. “And because I looked strong, he took me on the 5 pm-to-5 am shift,
starting the following night.”When Hoffa arrived at the Kroger warehouse at 5 pm sharp the
following evening, he was surprised that he wasn’t required to fill out a work application. Instead,
he stood in a long line with other workers and waited until the night foreman handed him a
number.“Give this number to the loading dock supervisor, and you’re on the clock,” the night
foreman told Hoffa.Hoffa did as he was told, and soon he was sweeping the loading dock area,
in addition to loading and unloading freight cars filled with fruits and vegetables. Fixing flat tires
on trucks was also Hoffa’s responsibility.“We were paid thirty-two cents an hour,” Hoffa said. “The
problem was that we only got paid for the time we actually worked during the 12-hour shift, and
sometimes we would sit around for five and six hours waiting to be called to work.“There were
also long ‘rest periods’ for which we didn’t get paid. For a 48-hour week we could earn $15.56,
but the trouble was that we had to put in 70 or 80 hours to get in those 48 hours.”What made
Hoffa’s working conditions even less palatable was the fact that he had to deal with a foreman,
called “the Little Bastard” by the workers, whom Hoffa said was “a solid gold son of a bitch.”
According to Hoffa, the Little Bastard, “had a face like a bulldog licking piss off a kettle. And that
was on his good days.”Ironically, it was the Little Bastard who helped propel Hoffa into the world
of “labor unions.”“This guy was a real sadist,” Hoffa said. “He thoroughly enjoyed screaming out
commands and then cursing a man and threatening to fire him if he didn’t move quickly enough.
He was a little tin Jesus in the warehouse, and the only time he smiled was after he had fired
somebody. At that time, there was no appeal process and no form of job security.”Sam Calhoun
was an elder fellow in Hoffa’s work crew, who had once belonged to a union called the
Brotherhood of Railway and Shipping Clerks. Fed up with the Little Bastard and his ways,
Calhoun convinced Hoffa and some of the other workers that organizing the workers and
forming a union was in their best interests.In those years, strikes were against the law in
Michigan, and if anyone was brazen enough to ignore the law and picket a business, strong-arm
men called “schlammers” would be brought in by the bosses to beat the strikers into a bloody
pulp until the picketing stopped.But this didn’t stop Hoffa and Calhoun from encouraging their co-
workers to try to improve their working conditions by organizing and picketing in front of the
Kroger warehouse. The two men received the support of Bobby Holmes, another disgruntled
Kroger loading dock worker.“We concluded that organization offered the only sensible course
left open to us,” Hoffa said. “If we didn’t organize, we knew our lives would continue to be
miserable. One by one we would be fired for no reason.”In May of 1931, two workers, who were
waiting to be put on the clock, left the loading dock and slipped over to a lunch cart to grab a bite
to eat. When they returned to the loading dock, the Little Bastard fired them both on the spot,



and then he flashed a toothy smile at the other assembled workers as if to say, “Okay. Who’s
next?”“Even the guys frightened about losing their jobs if we went on strike knew something had
to be done,” Hoffa said. “Some still didn’t want to join in, but we convinced them. It was said that
it was better to be unemployed than to wind up in the hospital. But you had to be tough if you
were going to survive.”A few days after the Little Bastard fired the two workers, at around 1 am,
several boxcars of ripe strawberries arrived at the loading dock. Strawberries are known to spoil
quickly. As soon as the crates full of strawberries were opened, the spoiling process began. This
was Jimmy Hoffa’s chance to test his theory about the positive benefits of striking for the dock
workers.“This is it,” Hoffa told Calhoun and Holmes. “If we don’t go tonight, we’ll never go. Just
follow my lead.”Word was quickly passed around the loading dock about Hoffa’s plan, but at this
point in time, Hoffa was only certain of Calhoun’s and Holmes’s backing.Hoffa and the dock
loaders began opening the crates of strawberries. When they had unloaded about half the
strawberries, Hoffa made his move.“I put down the crate I was carrying right in the middle of the
loading dock and walked to the other end,” Hoffa said. “That was the first step I took towards the
international presidency of the Teamsters.”In addition to Hoffa, there were 175 men working on
the loading dock that night. Soon the entire crew put down their crates and assembled at the
end of the loading dock surrounding Hoffa.The Little Bastard didn’t know whether to shit or wind
his watch. At first, his face was so red, Hoffa thought he was going to have a heart attack, which
would have suited Jimmy Hoffa just fine.Then, the Little Bastard started spitting out curse words,
and running back and forth along the loading dock faster than a scalded monkey with a bad
case of the runs.“What the fuck do you think you guys are doing?” the Little Bastard screamed.
“Get back to work, damn you, or every one of you bastards is going to get fired!”But Jimmy Hoffa
and his men would not be deterred. Knowing that the Little Bastard was nothing but a grunt
toiling for the higher ups, Hoffa demanded to meet the top man at the Kroger warehouse.“The
hell with you!” Hoffa shouted at the Little Bastard. “You’re nobody. We want the big boss. We
want Mr. Blough!”The entire crew on the landing dock began chanting, “Blough! Blough! We
want Blough!”Seconds later, Mr. Blough burst out of his office at the other end of the loading
dock. Luckily for Hoffa and his men, Mr. Blough was a reasonable man.“That’s enough! You want
me, and now you got me!” Blough said. “Now who can speak for the lot of you? I’ll speak to one
man and one man only.”Without being pushed too hard, Hoffa, then just 18 years old and barely
5-feet 5-inches tall - the tallest he would ever be - emerged from the crowd and confronted Mr.
Blough.Mr. Blough had expected someone much more mature to lead such a rebellion.“How old
are you, son?” Mr. Blough said.“I don’t see what difference that makes, Mr. Blough,” Hoffa said.
“The men have chosen me to state their grievances, and that’s what I plan to do.” “And just what
are those grievances?”“I have a whole list, Mr. Blough,” Hoffa said. “We need to sit down like
men and discuss them.”“I’m just the night warehouse supervisor,” Mr. Blough said. “I can’t get
any of the company officials this early in the morning. But if you get back to unloading those
strawberries, I promise you a meeting with the bosses at ten o’clock this morning.”At 10 am
sharp, Hoffa met with the local bosses, and then, for the next few days, he met with the national



bosses at Kroger’s home office in Cincinnati. For the meetings in Cincinnati, Hoffa brought along
Calhoun, Holmes, Frank Collins, and Hoffa’s brother-in-law, Jim Langley.At these meetings,
Hoffa told the Kroger bosses about the intolerable working conditions on the loading dock. He
pointedly described the unbearable actions of the dock foreman (he neglected to call him the
Little Bastard), the mental agony of having to wait in the hallway for work with no place to eat,
and no assurances they would ever be called to work that night.“Out of these talks we obtained
a simple one-page contract, which, in Detroit in that period, was a major achievement,” Hoffa
said.In addition to recognizing Hoffa’s committee as the collective bargaining representatives for
the 175 workers, Kroger agreed to have a separate dining room for the workers and to deprive
the foreman of the right to summarily to fire any worker. The one-year agreement also stated that
every man who reported to work would be guaranteed a half-day’s work. There were also
provisions for job security and work rules designed to make the conditions much more palatable
for the workers.The Kroger loading dock workers elected Sam Calhoun as the president, Hoffa
as the vice president, and Bobby Holmes as the secretary-treasurer. The one-year contract with
Kroger ended in 1932, and the company refused to renew its contract with Hoffa’s union, which
was now called American Federation of Labor (AFL) Local 19341.“We used to meet at Connie’s
Beer Hall right here in Detroit, and she (Connie) would let us hold meetings in the basement,”
Hoffa said. “We’d get ourselves a couple of pitchers of beer and start talking about the
organization. But then Kroger refused to renew our contract, so we lost both our standing with
the union, and our union charter, so we were right back where we started.”For the next two
years, the men worked without a contract, and the Little Bastard seemed emboldened with
renewed hatred for the men, who had made him look silly over the incident involving the crates
of strawberries.*****In 1934, at one of Local 19341’s union meetings, a representative from the
Teamsters Union showed up. He told the men, they properly belonged to the Teamsters Union
because they loaded and unloaded trucks. The men would have to pay their dues to their local
and also to the International Teamsters Union. But the advantage was, if they went on strike
against Kroger, the Teamsters would pay the men strike benefits.After the meeting ended, the
Kroger dock workers bombarded Hoffa with questions about joining the Teamsters.“I was
surprised at the number of people who asked for my opinion,” Hoffa said. “I told them it was a
good idea, and we voted ourselves into an affiliation with the Teamsters.“I was pretty naïve and
didn’t realize that my work in organizing the men on the loading dock had become a subject of
much discussion at Joint Council 43. This was the most important Teamsters union in Detroit.
Nor did I know that Ray Bennett, the head man, had an eye on me and my activities.”In 1935,
Jimmy Hoffa had all he could take from the Little Bastard, who was a daily annoyance to Hoffa
and his men.“At this point, with our union without a contract with Kroger, the Little Bastard
became more annoying than an itch on the bottom of my nut sack,” Hoffa said. “He had never
forgiven me for the strawberry incident, and he never let up on me, making it obvious he was out
to get me. I began to get edgy. I always had a quick temper, and there were times I was on the
verge of taking him apart.”The beginning of the end started while Hoffa and a few of his men



were unloading crates of vegetables. The Little Bastard was in a particularly ugly mood that
night, and while Hoffa was huffing and puffing from the drudgery of unloading the crates, the
Little Bastard began whispering obscenities into Hoffa’s ear. To distance himself from the Little
Bastard’s taunts, Hoffa put a crate of vegetables on a hand truck, and he double-timed it toward
the opposite end of the dock, where an empty container was waiting to be filled.But the Little
Bastard would not let up.He almost ran up Hoffa’s back, spewing vile invectives, some detailing
Hoffa’s mother’s ugliness and unbridled promiscuity.“Finally, I had all I could take,” Hoffa said.
“He was right on my heels, and I whirled around and threw the crate on the floor at his feet. It
split open and showered him with vegetables.A wide smile spread across the Little Bastard’s
face.“All right Hoffa, now you done it,” he screamed victoriously. “You’re fired!”“Like hell I am,”
Hoffa said. “I quit.”The next day, Hoffa got a call from Ray Bennett, the main man at Joint Council
43 of the Teamsters.“We’ve been watching you Jimmy, and we’d like for you to come with us as
an organizer,” Bennett said.Bennett told Hoffa there was no weekly salary, but that Hoffa would
get a percentage of the dues for every member he signed up.“It’s no picnic, Jim,” Bennett said.
“Organizers are being called radicals and Bolsheviks. The Chamber of Commerce is nothing but
a tool for the big companies. Ford has a regular army of close to five thousand ex-cons and real
tough guys on hand as strikebreakers. “Anytime there is a strike, we union leaders have to be up
front, and the goons and strong-arm guys can be expected to try to knock the hell out of us. It’s
low pay and a dangerous job, but it’s a job we have to do.”Hoffa thought about it for a while, and
at first, he wasn’t too keen on taking on a dangerous job with low pay. But Bennett would not take
no for an answer.“Look Jimmy, you have the reputation as a tough guy with a lot of guts,” Bennett
said. “Come in with me. I know we can make this union work.” “Okay, I’m game,” Hoffa said.
“Count me in.”Bennett first assigned Hoffa to Local 299, a subsidiary of Joint Council 43, headed
by Sam Hurst. The president of Local 299 was Joseph Campau, and the vice president was Al
Milligan. Also part of Joint Council 43 were Local 51 (bakery drivers), Local 155 (milk drivers),
Local 243 (furniture van drivers), Local 257 (coal haulers), and Local 285 (laundry drivers).
Local 299, Hoffa’s assignment, was the newest local, having been formed in 1933 to organize
truck drivers not covered under the jurisdiction of other locals. Local 299 had more than 400
truck drivers, but by the time Hoffa took over the organizing, the local had less than $400 in its
treasury.Hoffa’s first job was to organize the rest of the Kroger workers.“There were about 400
more in various other departments besides the loading docks, and I got them all,” Hoffa said.It
was at Kroger that Hoffa organized his first strike. And, as Hoffa had expected, the Kroger
bosses sent dozens of their goons to disrupt the picket lines.“We had a number of our men
knocked down in bloody battles,” Hoffa said. “Six times I was beaten up, and my scalp was laid
wide open enough to require stitches.“During this era, in one twenty-four hour time period, I went
to jail eighteen times while walking the picket line.”In an escapade worthy of a Keystone Cops
movie, Hoffa was arrested by the same police sergeant three times in less than an hour, for
doing nothing more than walking in a picket line, or trying to get into the picket line.The first time
Hoffa was brought before the precinct captain, the conversation went something like



this:Captain to Sergeant - “What did this man do?”Sergeant to Captain – “He was there to cause
trouble. I got him before he did.”Captain to Sergeant – “Did he cause trouble?”Sergeant to
Captain – “No.”Captain to Sergeant – “Then release him.”The sergeant rode back to the striking
picketers in a paddy wagon, while Hoffa took a streetcar. As soon as Hoffa arrived at the picket
line, the same police sergeant was there waiting for him.“What the hell are you doing here?” the
sergeant said.“I’m here to do what I started out to do,” Hoffa said.“Okay, Buddy. Back in the
wagon.”The police captain was startled to see Hoffa again under arrest because he had been
released 20 minutes earlier.Captain to Sergeant – “What did he do this time?”Sergeant to
Captain – “He was about to do something.”Captain to Sergeant – “What was he about to
do?”Sergeant to Captain – “He was going to start a fight.”Captain to Sergeant – “Well, did
he?”Sergeant to Captain – “Well, no. I got to him first.”Captain to Sergeant – “He wasn’t fighting.
Did he say something to you that caused you to arrest him?”Sergeant to Captain – “Well, I think
so. But I can’t remember what he said.”The captain turned to Hoffa, “Okay, you can go again.”As
soon as Hoffa returned to the picket line, again by means of a public streetcar, the sergeant
arrested him for a third time and hauled him before the same police captain.But before the
sergeant could say a word, the captain put his right hand up, like he was stopping
traffic.“Sergeant, I know you want to do a good job, but you first have to wait for this man to do
something before you can arrest him,” the captain said. “Only then can you charge him. But,
dammit, you can’t charge him if he hasn’t done anything.”After dismissing the sergeant and
telling him to take the rest of the day off, the captain told Hoffa he was free to leave again. But
Hoffa had spent his last dime taking streetcars from the precinct back to the picket line. He
decided to appeal to the captain’s good nature, even if it meant bending the truth a little
bit.“Captain, the wives of the men on the picket line brought some lunch while I was being
brought here,” Hoffa said. “I didn’t have any breakfast, and now I’ve missed lunch. I wonder if I
could borrow a dime for a donut and a cup of coffee?”The captain obliged Hoffa, and he handed
him a dime. Hoffa used that dime to ride the streetcar back to the picket line.“That didn’t help
much,” Hoffa said. “I was picked up again an hour later, and fourteen more times the next
afternoon. Every time it was the same story. I was released for lack of specific charges.”One of
Hoffa’s biggest fears was that the cops would take him into a private room at the police precinct
and give him a general tune-up, causing welts, bumps, cuts, and bruises to appear on various
parts of his body. This was quite common in those days. It was also generally known that certain
police officers were on the payroll of big companies such as Kroger, and they were expected to
intimidate strikers by any means possible.“I had a partner of mine in the pickets named Owen
Bert Brennan, who later became the head of Local 337, the second largest local in Detroit,”
Hoffa said. “Bert wasn’t the biggest of men, maybe 5-feet 8-inches tall and about 170 pounds,
but he was unbelievably tough. Bert was a fellow who loved to laugh and tell jokes, but when he
got mad he could punch his way through a brick wall. Everybody in Detroit knew that, including
the police.“One day when I was alone, I was picked up by two detectives and taken to the station
house for questioning. Those two guys were known to be bad actors, who liked to work you over



in private. I didn’t give them a chance. When the door closed and we were alone, I beat them to
the punch.“I told them, ‘I want to tell you something, guys. Bert Brennan and I were talking about
you this morning, and we both agreed if there is any rough stuff, you’re going to have to answer
to the both of us. You know Bert, and you know me. So don’t start any crap or you’re going to get
hurt.’ They just backed off. ‘We don’t want any trouble,’ one of them said. ‘We just want to talk to
you.’“‘Well, talk without using your fists,’ I said. ‘I know you guys are paid to work over union
people, but it won’t work with me.’“The message got around, and I was never manhandled by the
cops again.”Hoffa was finally pinched by the law, and this time the pinch stuck.It started
innocently enough when Hoffa and his fellow union men were peacefully picketing the General
Tobacco Company, hoping to get union recognition for the company’s workers. Suddenly, a
dozen or so strikebreakers, wielding heavy clubs, descended upon the picketers. The
strikebreakers were doing a good job busting heads, including Hoffa’s, while the Detroit police
stood outside the fray, doing nothing to end the carnage. Some cops were even cheering the
strikebreakers on, imploring them to do more bodily damage to the unarmed picketers.“One guy
took a swing at me that could have killed an ox,” Hoffa said. “I ducked under the billy and went to
work on him with both fists. I put everything I had into it, and he went down, bleeding heavily
from the nose and the mouth.”Finally, the cops decided to make themselves helpful, but not to
Hoffa.Two cops dragged Hoffa to his feet and twisted his arms behind his back, while a third cop
helped Hoffa’s opponent to his feet. The third cop handed the bleeding man back his club, and
the man proceeded to use Hoffa’s head as a piñata. Hoffa went down onto his face, out cold.The
three cops then arrested Hoffa for assault and battery, and they let his opponent slip away, with
no charges filed against him. Not only did Hoffa get fifteen stitches on his head in the emergency
ward at the hospital, which he had to pay for out of his own pocket, but to rub salt into his
wounds, later that day, a kangaroo-court judge hit Hoffa with a $100 fine, apparently for bleeding
on the poor cops.Later that night, a cold wind was blowing, when Hoffa returned to his fellow
picketers, who had assembled in a vacant lot, where they had built a fire in a trash can to keep
warm. Hoffa’s brother, Billy, was huddled with several men around the fire, while Hoffa sat on
nearby log, puffing on a Camel cigarette.Suddenly, the son of one of the owners of the General
Tobacco Company drove up to the vacant lot and jumped out of his car.“Where’s Hoffa?” the
man demanded.One of the picketers pointed toward the trash can fire, where Billy Hoffa was
standing. “Over there,” he said.The man rushed over to Billy, thinking he was Jimmy Hoffa. He
pulled out a .38 caliber Smith and Wesson and fired one bullet into Billy Hoffa’s belly. Billy Hoffa
was rushed to the hospital and treated for his injury. Although no vital organs had been
damaged, he was incapacitated for more than three months and unable to picket because of the
pain. Because the police refused to press charges, and because the Hoffas, true to the code of
the streets, did not rat out the shooter, the gunman got off scot-free.“This was typical of the
times,” Hoffa said. “The police and the courts were in cahoots with the company owners, and
they treated us union men like dirt.”When word of the shooting of Billy Hoffa reached the other
unions in Detroit, they congregated at the picket line in front of the General Tobacco Company.



According to Hoffa, there were over 1,000 union men assembled, and they were not in a
collective bargaining mood. Some picketers, fortified by alcoholic spirts they had imbibed to fight
back the cold, tried to set fire to the plant. Others flung rocks through the plant’s windows. The
police officers, supposedly there to protect the plant, ran inside the plant and huddled on the
floor, trying to avoid the projectiles being thrown by angry union members.“The company came
to terms with us the following day,” Hoffa said. “It went that way virtually on a daily basis as the
months passed into years. It was one long picket line after another, more fights with company
goons and strikebreakers, more bruises and stitches in the head. I was arrested so many times, I
lost count.”*****In late 1935, Ray Bennett called Jimmy Hoffa to a meeting at Joint Council 43.
When he entered Bennett’s office, Bennett had a smile, as big as the moon, spread across his
face. He stood from behind his desk and extended his right hand to Hoffa.“Congratulations,
Jimmy,” Bennett said, as Hoffa shook his hand. “You’ve just been appointed business agent of
Local 299. It’s a big step up, Jimmy.”What Bennett had told Hoffa could rightly be categorized as
the “Overstatement of the Year.”Hoffa’s pay was supposed to be $15 a week, but although there
were 250 members in Local 299, most of them were not working because of several strikes that
were in progress. With no work and no cash coming in, the workers were unable to pay the dues.
Other union members, who were working, pled poverty, and they said they were unable to pony
up the dues. As a result, when Hoffa entered his tiny office at Local 299, the local was more than
$10,000 in debt, and to add insult to injury, the local was about to be evicted from its offices for
non-payment of rent. As a result, Hoffa was not, as yet, able to draw even one solitary dollar as
salary.“My first job was to get the working members interested enough in the union to start
paying dues,” Hoffa said. “This wasn’t too hard, and soon I could pay myself $5 a week. I worked
and slept in the office, going home only so mother could wash my clothes, and occasionally, I
could get myself a solid meal.“But I really was happy with what I was doing. And was so involved
in my work that I didn’t feel a need for money. I didn’t drink, and I don’t smoke. I dated a girl now
and then, but not too often. If you take them out more than once, then right away they started
thinking third finger, left hand, and I wasn’t ready to go that route. Then too, organizing had
become an obsession with me.”To recruit more union members, Hoffa started spending more
time on the loading docks throughout Detroit and in the surrounding areas. The men working on
these docks were basically doing three jobs: loading and unloading, doing repairs on trucks and
hand trucks, and even doing repairs to the loading docks themselves. At first, the men wouldn’t
listen to Hoffa’s line of reasoning. Some were afraid of getting hurt on the picket lines, and others
were afraid of losing their jobs, which, during the Depression, could be devastating to the men
and their families.“It was slow work getting the men to realize they were doing three jobs and
only getting paid for one,” Hoffa said. “But the men liked what I said, and soon we had three
different companies striking at the same time.“Every time we won a contract, we were that much
stronger than before. But in each case it was the same story: picket, fight goons and strong-arm
strikebreakers, and getting locked up.”Hoffa said that in his first year alone of recruiting for Local
299, he was beaten up by strikebreakers 24 times.As for how many times he was arrested, “I lost



count after 50,” Hoffa said.With Hoffa and his men spending so much time behind bars, it would
be a godsend to them if they could find a lawyer, who could come to their rescue when they were
in the clink, and not charge them an arm and a leg in the process. That person appeared in the
name of George Fitzgerald.“One day, Bobby Holmes and I were discussing our problems in a
restaurant and especially our need for legal representation,” Hoffa said. “There was a young man
wearing a suit sitting nearby who had overheard our conversation, and he came over and sat
down next to us. He identified himself as a lawyer. I said to him, ‘Boy, could we use your help.’ I
also told him we couldn’t pay him too much, but that we would definitely use him, which would
get his name in the newspapers.“This is how I started a long relationship with George Fitzgerald.
When we got arrested, which was often, we’d yell for him, and he’d come on the run and get us
out.”According to Hoffa, the reason for the numerous arrests was pure harassment, orchestrated
by the large companies, who had an almost an unlimited amount of funds to grease the palms of
those who needed to be greased. These groups included the local Chambers of Commerce,
and the manufacturers’ associations and trade groups.“These were the people who put the
politicians in office,” Hoffa said. “Plus, the police department and the courts were owned and
manipulated by the big employers. They called the shots, not us strikers. This has gone on for as
long as I can remember. The odds were against us, but that didn’t stop us from trying.”After
winning several small union battles in the Detroit area, Hoffa decided to go after the big boys in
Detroit: the automobile companies. Hoffa’s first targets to unionize were the truck drivers, who
hauled new cars from Detroit to car dealerships all over the country. These drivers were not paid
by the hour, but by the mile. If they encountered any trouble on the road - a flat tire or a broken
radiator - they had to fix the problems themselves. Lost time doing repairs meant lost mileage,
which, in turn, meant less pay.Hoffa first tried to talk to the long-haul truck drivers at the loading
docks, but they wouldn’t give Hoffa the time of day. Most of the drivers felt they might lose their
jobs just by talking to Hoffa where their bosses could see them.So, Hoffa decided to employ a
new stratagem.Instead of hanging around Detroit, where the truck drivers felt vulnerable, Hoffa
took to the big highways. These highways included Route 2 to Buffalo, US 6 to Cleveland, US
112 to Chicago, and US 10 to Ludington, Michigan, where ferries transported the new cars
across Lake Michigan to Manitowoc, Wisconsin.“I tried to nail the drivers at a truck stop, or when
they pulled over to the side of the road,” Hoffa said. “Those guys were perpetually tired and most
of them could have slept around the clock. So, they had this trick of lighting up a cigarette and
then falling right to sleep. They’d wake up as soon as the cigarette began scorching their fingers.
Usually, they slept with a tire iron in the other hand. Some of them even carried guns. This was in
the middle of the Depression, and this was their defense against looters, or hijackers.”The first
few times Hoffa tried to wake sleeping truck drivers, he almost got his head handed to him. So,
he devised a new scheme to get a driver’s attention without risking bodily harm.“I learned the
best way to operate, was to wake them up, quickly identify myself, then jump back quick to avoid
the risk of getting clubbed or shot in the head,” Hoffa said.His usual pitch started with, “Hi-I’m-
Jimmy-Hoffa-Organizer-for-the-Teamsters-and-I-wonder-if-I-could-talk-to-you-briefly.”Then,



Hoffa would jump back, out of striking range. “At first, I didn’t have much luck, so I realized I’d
have to make my pitch quick. Even if they shooed me away, it gave them something to think
about as they tooled those big rigs mile after mile. It took time, but gradually we began to sign up
those fellows in ever increasing numbers.”Soon, the big car companies reacted by employing
strong-arm tactics to discourage Hoffa and his men from trying to unionize the drivers while they
were on the road.One night, Hoffa spotted a rig parked on the side of the road, with the driver
sleeping behind the wheel. But, as soon as Hoffa said to the driver, “Are you awake?” two goons
wielding blackjacks sprung from the truck’s cab and proceeded to beat Hoffa to the ground.Just
as Hoffa was ready to pass out, one of his attackers grabbed him by the throat, and said, “That’s
just a sample, Hoffa. Stay away from our trucks. Next time you’re dead.”Union organizers Bert
Brennan, Al Squires, and Marty Haggerty got the same treatment from the company thugs, so
they began recruiting in pairs.“We figured two of us was as good as two of their goons,” Hoffa
said.After Hoffa and his men beat up a few of the goons, the car companies raised the ante.
They filled up trucks with company gorillas, which then followed the trucks carting the new cars.
As soon as Hoffa and his partner started to make their move on a sleeping truck driver, they
were ambushed by as many as a dozen goons.“This made it tougher, but we kept at it,” Hoffa
said. “When we realized their scheme, we made sure to hightail it out of there as fast as we
could. Not all of us were lucky. Some of our people were beaten so seriously they wound up in
the hospital.”Besides schlammers with clubs trying to deter Hoffa and his boys from unionizing
the truck drivers, they also had to contend with the police, who were firmly on the payroll of the
big companies. Even though the big rigs sped out of Detroit, with a driver and two brutes holding
clubs sitting behind him, they were never stopped for a traffic violation. Whereas, Hoffa and his
men were constantly harassed by the police.“We were well-known on the roads, and the cops
stopped us at every turn,” Hoffa said. “Anything that could pass as a weapon – a tire iron or a jack
handle – was confiscated. And we lived in a blizzard of tickets for every imaginable traffic
violation.”Still, Hoffa and his men wouldn’t quit.After a few months of prowling the highways
looking for truck drivers to unionize, they accumulated enough union men to call a full-blown
strike. The strike lasted for months, and soon the big companies capitulated. Hoffa got to the
table with the company bigwigs, and with the help of his lawyer, George Fitzgerald, he was able
to get a damn good contract for his truckers.A pivotal moment occurred in Hoffa’s life when he
and Bert Brennan, while cracking strikebreakers’ heads along a picket line, beat bloody a made
member of the Detroit Mafia. The next day, Hoffa and Brennan were summoned to a sit-down in
a dingy office in a secluded building that housed vending machines. The “judges” were three
Italian men in their 70s, who had made their bones decades before in the Sicilian Mafia. The
charge against Hoffa and Brennan was that they had spilled Mafia blood.Through his contacts in
the mob, Hoffa knew that a guilty verdict meant he and Brennan would be carried out of the
building in body bags.According to Desperate Bargain: Why Jimmy Hoffa Had to Die by Lester
Velie, after the charges were levied against Hoffa, he was given a chance to argue for his
life.Velie wrote: “With his personal force and negotiating skill that was to take him far, Jimmy



Hoffa convinced the Mafia judges that he was worth more to them alive than dead. For alive, he
could put the union power at their disposal. Hoffa told them, ‘Let me live, and we’ll both live
better.’ Impressed, the Mafia court let young Hoffa and his pal, Brennan, walk out neither
bloodied nor bowed.“Mafia trials leave no transcripts behind them, so it’s not known precisely
what was said or undertaken by either side. But it’s clear what followed is that a bargain was
struck and a commitment made. In return for future services, Hoffa would have both his life, and
new and powerful friends to help him on his way.”This was the seminal moment in transforming
the Teamsters from a small-time operation to the zenith of unions in North America. In 2015,
there were 1,900 Teamsters affiliates in the United States, Canada, and Puerto Rico. The
Teamsters now have a membership of 1.4 million, with over 500,000 presently receiving
retirement benefits.This was made possible because Jimmy Hoffa, during the depths of the
Great Depression, aligned himself with the Mafia, which was a brutally powerful ally.*****In May
of 1936, love found Jimmy Hoffa.Four women, members of the International Laundry Workers
Union, decided they had had enough of their tightwad boss, who owned a small laundry shop in
downtown Detroit. The women called the head of their union, Joe Wilder, and they informed him
that they were going on strike and would indeed be picketing in front of the laundry shop the
following day. Wilder joined them on the tiny picket line, but the laundry boss countered by
bringing in four female scabs to cross the picket line and take the jobs of the women who were
picketing. This did not please the women strikers one bit.On the second day of the strike, the
four women picketers waited by a trolley stop, one block from the laundry. When the four female
scabs got off the bus, the strikers attacked them, stripping them naked. Then, they chased them
down the street to the hooting and hollering of several passersby.After being notified that his
scabs couldn’t come to work, the laundry shop owner called the police. The four female strikers
were rounded up and arrested. But, with the help of Joe Wilder, they were back the next day
picketing in front of the laundry shop. But Wilder knew he was fighting a losing battle unless he
brought in more union workers to picket. He decided to phone his pal, Jimmy Hoffa.“I got a
strike, and I’m losing it,” Wilder told Hoffa. “I need your help.” Wilder gave Hoffa the laundry
shop’s address.“Okay Wilder, I know that place, and the truck drivers belong to the Teamsters,”
Hoffa said. “I’ll be right over.”Hoffa rushed to the laundry shop, but as he approached the
picketers, who were surrounded by a battalion of uniformed police officers, he was stopped by a
police lieutenant. Because of his constant union activity, Hoffa was known by most of the cops in
Detroit.“What do you want here, Hoffa?” the lieutenant said.“I’m here to see Joe Wilder,” Hoffa
said.The lieutenant stuck a beefy hand on Hoffa’s chest.“You better keep moving, Hoffa,” he
said.Hoffa slapped the lieutenant’s hand off his chest.“I’m here to see Joe Wilder, and that’s
what I’m going to do,” Hoffa said.At that precise moment, Joe Wilder spotted Hoffa and the
police lieutenant, and he hurried over to them.“This man is with me,” Wilder told the police
lieutenant. “We’re running a peaceful strike here. We don’t need any trouble from you.”Without
saying another word, the police lieutenant spun on his heels and stomped away.“Joe, what the
hell is going on here?” Hoffa said.After telling Hoffa about the incident the previous day



concerning the naked scabs, Wilder said, “These girls have been only getting seventeen cents
an hour. They don’t get paid until the boss thinks it’s profitable to run the mangles (wringers). He
got mad because they organized, and he chased them out of the shop with a shotgun. Then, the
boss called the Chamber of Commerce, and the Chamber ordered every cop in the precinct to
the scene.”“Okay,” Hoffa told Wilder. “There’s nothing I can do today, but tomorrow I’ll be back
with a full force of Teamsters.”The following day, Hoffa returned with forty of his toughest
Teamsters, and they joined Wilder and the four young women on the picket line. When the
assembled police saw Hoffa’s reinforcements, they called in their own: ten mounted police
officers. The picketing continued, and both the picketers and the police expected a spirited
confrontation to occur.Trouble brewed when Hoffa spotted the laundry owner parking his car 50
feet from the laundry. His fists clenched, and his heart beating a mile a minute, Hoffa hurried
over to the laundry owner’s car.“We sure would like to get this strike settled,” Hoffa told the
laundry owner. “If we don’t, we’re going to get more Teamsters involved.”Out of the blue, the
laundry owner began screaming, “Help, police! This man has threatened to kill me!”Four cops
surrounded Hoffa, and they hauled him off to jail. At the station house, Hoffa used his allotted
dime to phone his lawyer, George Fitzgerald. In minutes, Fitzgerald sprang Hoffa, and an hour
later, Hoffa was back on the picket line.Seeing Hoffa back in action, and none too happy about
it, the laundry owner ran up to Hoffa, and he began yelling again that Hoffa said he was going to
kill him. Again, the police arrested Hoffa, and when Fitzgerald got him released a second time, it
was too late to picket again that day.The following day, Hoffa returned to the laundry picket line,
with fifty additional Teamsters pickets.The picketers set up a concentric circle containing two
groups of picketers. The outside picketers walked clockwise, while the inside picketers walked
counterclockwise. Hoffa joined the picketers in the outer circle, and to exude confidence to the
female strikers, Hoffa made sure he made eye contact and smiled at all four ladies as they
passed him in the inner circle.“Then it happened,” Hoffa said. “I was looking at the brightest pair
of blue eyes I had ever seen. They crinkled in the corners when she smiled back at me. Her hair
was shining blond, and although she was small and looked frail, she walked erect and proud.“I
felt like I had been hit in the chest with a blackjack.”Hoffa decided to make his move, and when
she passed him again, he switched circles and jumped in behind her. They smiled at each
other.“What’s your name?” Hoffa said.“Josephine Poszywak,” she said. “I’m a fine Polish girl and
proud of it.”“How about I just call you Jo?” Hoffa said. “Your full name is a little hard to swallow. In
fact, I can’t even pronounce it.”Hoffa convinced Jo that it was time for them to take a break to get
some hot coffee and donuts. In the coffee line, Hoffa said that maybe it would be a great idea if
they took in a movie that night at the Orpheum Theater, which, with its French Renaissance and
Baroque interior and Classical Revival Exterior, was the most luxurious movie house in
town.“You sure move fast Mr. ‘Huffa’ (she mispronounced his name on purpose),What’s the
rush? Why not another night; like maybe this Saturday night when most folks go to the
movies?”“Jo, in my line of work, I might be striking every night of the week for the next month or
so,” Hoffa said. “Tonight is the only night in the near future that I know I’m not doing any union



activities.”Jo reluctantly agreed to the date, and she gave Hoffa her home address.Hoffa was
overjoyed.When the laundry closed and the picketing was done for the day, he rushed home,
and he washed and polished the late model Chevy he had recently purchased. Then, he
showered and shaved, and he put on his best suit.At the agreed upon time – 7 pm sharp – Hoffa
waited in his Chevy in front of Jo’s house. He honked the horn a few times and waited, but Jo
didn’t emerge from her house. So, Hoffa stuck out his chest, marched to the front door of Jo’s
house and knocked. The door was answered by a rough-looking matronly woman, who quickly
identified herself as Jo’s mother.“Yes, can I help you?” the lady said.“Is Josephine home?” Hoffa
said.Suddenly, Jo appeared behind her mother.“I’m not going out with you tonight, ‘Huffa.’” she
said.“Why? I don’t get it,” Hoffa said. “You promised.”“I know, but I changed my mind, and I’m not
going,” she said.Then, she brushed past her mother and slammed the door in Hoffa’s
face.Depressed and dejected, Hoffa rushed home and looked up Jo’s phone number in the
phone book. He dialed her number. Her mother answered, and said, “Josephine’s gone to
bed.”Then, she banged down the phone almost as hard as Jo had slammed the door in Hoffa’s
face.The next day, Hoffa returned to the picket line, and there was Jo already marching in the
inside circle.He rushed up to her, and said, “Jo, please tell me what happened last night.”“You
honked your horn in front of my house,” she said. “Nobody does that in my neighborhood. It’s a
nice quiet Polish neighborhood, and when someone toots their horn, everybody looks.”“Well, I
didn’t see any harm in tooting my horn,” Hoffa said.“Oh, you didn’t?” she said. “You made it look
like I come running out of my house for every fellow who drives up and toots his horn.”It took a
little persuading, but soon Hoffa and Jo were back on the coffee line.“Look, Jo, let’s start all
over,” Hoffa said. “How about if you and I go to the movies tonight?” “But you said yesterday that
you didn’t know if you’d get a night off from union work for a while,” she said.“So, I told a little
white lie,” Hoffa said. “I was so desperate to go out with you, I might have said just about
anything.”Coffee and donut in hand, Jo spun away from Hoffa and headed back to the picket
line.While hoofing away, she turned her head slightly towards Hoffa, and said, “Okay, 7 pm
tonight. But don’t toot your damn horn.”“I swear I won’t,” Hoffa said.She stopped in her tracks,
turned, and faced Hoffa.“You have to come to my door and ask for me properly,” she said. “I’ll
introduce you to my mother, and you’ll have to sit down and talk for a while. Then, we can go to
the movies.”“But I met your mother already,” Hoffa said.“Oh no, you didn’t,” she said. “That didn’t
count. You introduced yourself, but you have to be introduced by me.”The following night, Hoffa
played the perfect gentlemen. He knocked on Jo’s front door. Jo opened the door, and invited
Hoffa to sit in the living room, where she properly introduced Hoffa to her mother.“It’s very nice to
meet you, Mr. Hoffa,” Jo’s mother said.Hoffa wanted to say, “But we met last night.” Instead, he
bit his lip, shook hands with her, sat on the couch, and sipped a cup of coffee that Jo had
brought into the living room. The three people made small talk for about 30 minutes, and every
minute or so, Hoffa resisted the urge to glance at his wrist watch.Finally, Jo stood from the
couch.“You coming?” she said to Hoffa.Hoffa almost tripped, as he jumped from the couch and
followed Jo out the front door. Neither said goodbye to Mrs. Poszywak, who just sat there on the



couch with a contented smile on her face.On September 24, 1936, after a brief three-month
courtship, Hoffa and Jo were married by the Justice of the Peace in Bowling Green, Ohio.
Because Hoffa had a special Teamsters assignment in Minneapolis, their honeymoon in
Cleveland lasted only two days.Hoffa was now happily married. But soon his marriage to the
mob would blossom even more, giving Hoffa the power and influence he could never have
achieved without the help and support of his bent-nose buddies.*****Jimmy Hoffa’s initial
contact with the Detroit mob was provided to him by his old gal-pal, Sylvia Pagano, when Hoffa
was only 21 years old and before his sit-down with the three aged Mafiosi, when he had argued
to save his life. In the early 1930s, Hoffa had a fleeting romantic relationship with Pagano, but
Pagano had her sights on bigger fish than Jimmy Hoffa.As was reported in The Hoffa Wars: The
Rise and fall of Jimmy Hoffa by Dan E. Moldea, “In about 1934, Sylvia Pagano, after her affair
with Hoffa, moved to Kansas City where she married the driver for a gangster-politician type. Her
husband’s name was Sam Scaradino, but he changed it to Frank O’Brien. Her child took the
name of her husband and was called Charles O’Brien. “To add to the strange situation, Frank
Coppola, one of the most notorious gangsters in Detroit, became the boy’s godfather. After old
man O’Brien died, Coppola began having his own affair with Sylvia, who was called “faccia”
because of her beautiful face. It was through Pagano that Hoffa was introduced to Coppola and
other members of Detroit’s underworld.”Frankie “Three Fingers” Coppola was friends with Detroit
mobsters Santo “Cockeyed Sam” Perrone and Angelo “The Chairman” Meli. Coppola led a
group of rogue strikebreakers, who, for the right price, cracked the heads of union men manning
the picket lines. All three mobsters would be partially responsible for Hoffa’s meteoric rise in the
Teamsters.In early 1937, Ray Bennett sent Hoffa out to Minneapolis to help Farrell Dobbs
organize truck drivers throughout Minnesota. Hoffa was successful in doing so, and this
increased Hoffa’s clout within the Detroit Teamsters organization. By the beginning of 1938, even
though Bennett was still the president of Joint Council 43, Hoffa’s power within the Detroit
Teamsters was equal to Bennett’s.Hoffa’s next big test was to resolve the ongoing battle
between the Teamsters and the United Brewery Workers Union of Detroit (UBW Local 38), as to
whom had the right to organize the city’s beer distribution drivers. The dispute came to a head
when Local 38 transferred lower-paid beer truck drivers into a separate local. This move made
these drivers ineligible for the higher wages guaranteed by Local 38’s citywide closed-shop
contract for drivers employed by Detroit’s seven breweries. That opened the door for Hoffa. With
the help of his Detroit Mafia pals, he convinced the disgruntled drivers to join his newly formed
Local 271, controlled by the Teamsters. This move precipitated what was called the “Detroit Beer
Wars.”In January of 1938, the Teamsters called a strike against the breweries, and things got
downright nasty. Hoffa’s main objective was to get the beer truck drivers, who were still part of
UBW Local 38, to switch sides and join Teamsters Local 271. Members of Local 271, as well as
members of Local 299, under the direction of Hoffa, picketed all seven breweries. But instead of
peaceful demonstrations, Hoffa’s men, with the help of Frank Coppola’s goons, rolled up their
sleeves, and the dirty work began.During a heavy snowstorm, Hoffa’s men stopped the beer



trucks as they left the breweries, pulled the drivers, who were still wearing UBW buttons, out of
their cabs and began pummeling them in the snow. This convinced many of UBW drivers to
discard their UBW buttons and replace them with Teamster buttons, or suffer the same
consequences.The breweries called in the police to quell the riots, but the Teamsters would
have none of that. The Teamsters then blocked the beer trucks by filling the streets around the
breweries with hundreds of automobiles owned by Teamsters members. Some brewery trucks
managed to break through the barricades, but the Teamsters’ cars chased them through the city
of Detroit. After the Teamsters’ cars tried to run it off the road, one Pfeiffer Brewing company
truck took refuge in the garage of police headquarters. After entering local bars to make
deliveries, helpers on Trivoli and Stroh’s Brewing Company trucks were kidnapped and
beaten.According to Out of the Jungle by Thaddeus Russell, “The conflict came to a head when
Brennan[LV1] announced that the Teamsters would call a citywide general trucking strike unless
the breweries recognized Local 271 under the terms of the Brewery Workers contract. Brennan
was likely emboldened by the success a month earlier of Local 299, which was able to win the
first industry-wide contract for Detroit cartage drivers and helpers by threatening a similar strike
that would have paralyzed the city’s commercial districts just before Christmas.”While the
Teamsters resorted to violence to get what they wanted, the Brewery Workers Union was no
slouch in that department.In late January 1938, the police reported that “a bus load of 40
hoodlums apparently hired by the Brewery Workers Union had arrived in Detroit.”Hours after the
hoodlums disembarked from the bus, shots were fired at Bert Brennan as he drove from the
Local 271 headquarters to his home. The bullets shattered the car’s windows, but Brennan
survived after he ducked under the dashboard with one hand still on the steering wheel. He
crashed into a parked car. Although his car was totaled, Brennan walked from the wreck with
little more than a bruised ego. With the city of Detroit a virtual war zone, Frank Martel, the
President of the Detroit and Wayne County Federation of Labor (DFL), stepped into the picture.
He met with leaders of the Teamsters and the Brewery Workers Union and convinced them to let
him mediate the dispute. Martel dealt a big blow to the Teamsters when he ruled that Local 271
(meaning Brennan and Hoffa) had no rights under the contract between the Brewery Workers’
Local 38 and the breweries, and that all members of Teamsters Local 271 should re-affiliate with
the Brewery Workers within 48 hours or lose their jobs forthwith.The Teamsters immediately filed
suit in federal court, “requesting an injunction restraining the breweries from putting Martel’s
ruling into effect.” But Federal Judge Arthur J Tuttle refused to intervene in the case. The
Teamsters then filed a series of lawsuits in numerous union jurisdictions, but they were shot
down every time.This forced Hoffa and Brennan to take alternative measures.Realizing they had
reached an impasse in the courts, the Teamsters ran an end-around the beer truck drivers. With
the help of Detroit’s elite Jewish mobsters called “The Purple Gang” (former rum runners, who
after the repeal of Prohibition, infiltrated legitimate booze businesses), the Teamsters
approached more than 1,000 saloon owners in Detroit and in surrounding areas. They also
formed an alliance with the Bartender’s Local 562 of the Hotel and Restaurant Employees



International Alliance and Bartender’s International League.The deal was this:Bar owners were
ordered to buy beer only from the Purple Gang and would only accept beer delivered by the
Teamsters. If anyone refused to play ball with the Purple Gang and the Teamsters, their lives and
livelihoods would be placed in immediate danger.The Purple Gang/Teamsters also enlisted the
aid of Commissioner Anthony DeMass, Chairman of the Michigan Liquor Control Commission.
In return for the Teamsters paying the tax on his lake-front house in Oakland County, turned a
blind eye to the illegal actions of the Teamsters. DeMass also granted beer-drivers’ licenses to
Teamsters and saloon licenses to anyone the Teamsters said needed one. This is the same
Anthony DeMass who would later serve as a political adviser to Hoffa and Brennan.By the
beginning of 1940, Hoffa’s Teamsters and the Purple Gang decided that getting the Detroit
Police Department in their corner was a smart thing to do. They started by giving moonlighting
jobs to hundreds of cops, and then they showered them with cash gifts and unsecured loans
from the Teamsters’ treasury. Any favors these cops requested, within reason, were granted. To
add the ridiculous to the sublime, members of the Teamsters Union served, at no charge, as
hearse drivers at police funerals.In 1941, the public got wise to the Teamsters’ machinations,
and a grand jury investigation followed. Charges of bribery were filed against Mayor Richard
Reading; the county prosecutor, Duncan C. McCrae; police superintendent, Fred Frahm; and
over two hundred police officers. McCrae and Frahm were forced to resign, but Mayor Reading
refused to cave in.However, in his bid for re-election, Reading was defeated in a landslide vote
by Edward Jeffries. After he left office, Reading was indicted on charges of accepting bribes and
conspiring to protect Detroit’s gambling rackets (selling them protection), and charging police
officers for their promotions. The prosecutor said that, during his time as mayor, Reading’s bold-
face extortion raised his yearly income from $1,200 (the mayor’s yearly salary) to over $55,000.
Confronted with mountains of evidence, Reading pled guilty and was sentenced to 4–5 years in
prison.Albert DeLamielleure was a decorated Detroit police detective, who was supposedly in
charge of monitoring the Teamsters. DeLamielleure was tight with Hoffa’s pal, mobster Sam
Perrone, and he had a hands-out policy when it came to taking bribes. Hoffa’s Teamsters was
only too happy to accommodate him.In return for turning a blind eye to the Teamsters’ dirty
deeds, DeLamielleure received cash payments said to be in excess of $10,000. When he was
caught with his hand in the Teamsters’ cookie jar, DeLamielleure was represented in court by
none other than Hoffa’s compadre, George Fitzgerald, the Teamsters attorney.The prosecutors
revealed in court that DeLamielleure‘s wife was the manager at Helen’s Bar on Jefferson Avenue
and Canton Street, which was conveniently located across the street from an Esso Gas Station
owned by Perrone. The prosecutors also charged that Perrone used Helen’s Bar, with Mrs.
DeLamielleure’s permission, as a meeting place for Perrone and his gang. As a result, Fitzgerald
was unable to save DeLamielleure’s job.However, DeLamielleure was not inconvenienced too
much because Hoffa immediately gave him a cushy job with the Teamsters union as a
representative.With the police and the politicians firmly in their back pockets, the Teamsters and
the Purple Gang utilized another tactic to increase their power and profits.For three years the



Hoffa/Brennan Teamsters, with the help of the Purple Gang, had tried unsuccessfully to organize
the Detroit wastepaper recycling and wholesale businesses. Using ostensibly respectable
people as fronts, they established four wastepaper companies under Teamsters contracts, and
then they forced out the non-union competitors. These non-unionized companies blew the
whistle, and a grand jury was formed to investigate their allegations against the Teamsters.This
investigation uncovered that “among other acts of intimidation, business agents from Locals 299
and 337 threatened to picket paper mills that were purchased from firms outside the cartel, and
almost certainly, they were responsible for the bombing of the home of one of the non-union
employees. Hoffa, Brennan, and their businessmen associates pleaded no contest to charges of
violating the Sherman Act and were each fined $1,000.”When Thurmond Arnold, the chief of the
U.S. Justice Department’s antitrust division, entered the fray, Hoffa’s Teamsters were thwarted in
their attempt to monopolize the Detroit wastepaper industry.After threatening to indict and
prosecute anyone associated with the Teamsters in their wastepaper endeavors, Arnold told the
local Detroit press, “We are rapidly drifting into a situation where the entire trucking industry is
going to be controlled by a few big companies, which in turn are run by the Teamsters
Union.“Unions must be made subject to anti-trust statutes, if economic justice and balance are
to be served. In unions, as in other associations, absolute power does corrupt.”With pressure
mounting, and prison cells beckoning, Hoffa and his boys backed off in their attempt to
monopolize the wastepaper industry in the Detroit area.Hoffa’s next big problem would be
caused not by big businesses, or even by overzealous prosecutors. It would be caused by other
unions, with interests in direct opposition to the Teamsters, who would give Jimmy Hoffa a bad
case of agita.*****The Congress of Industrial Organization (CIO), founded in 1935 by John L.
Lewis, head of the Coal Miners Union, was a federation of industrial unions, both in the United
States and in Canada. Lewis took this action because of his dissatisfaction with the long-
standing American Federation of Labor (AFL), an association of trade unions, which was
established in1886.It had been the AFL’s practice since its inception to concentrate its efforts on
organizing skilled workers; i.e., craftsmen like cigar makers, granite cutters, and iron molders.
Lewis argued that there were millions of semi-skilled workers who were being ignored by the
AFL, especially those in industrial factories that made automobiles, rubber, glass, and
steel.After Lewis unsuccessfully tried to change the practices from within the AFL, he separated
the ten CIO unions that were part of the AFL. Lewis the decided to organize independently of the
AFL. As a result, on September 10, 1936, the AFL suspended all ten CIO Unions. That was fine
with Lewis. Since the Teamsters, who were affiliated with the AFL, were mostly semi-skilled
workers, Lewis decided that the CIO should try to wrest some power away from Hoffa and his
crew. Lewis considered Hoffa and his associates to be ruffians, who were not truly interested in
the plight of semi-skilled and un-skilled workers. Lewis started his attacks on the existing unions
as far back as 1936. His first victories were on the West Coast, where he convinced non-union
warehouses in San Francisco and Oakland to join the CIO rather than the entrenched and mob-
infiltrated International Longshoremen’s Union (ILA).In the spring and summer of 1937,



emboldened by their victories on the West Coast, the CIO organizers invaded Detroit. They
brought along their new union cards, and they promised the workers better union contracts.
Their targets included workers in retail stores, groceries, and the city transit system. But they
also tried to convert the workers in dairies, bakeries, and construction companies, whose drivers
had been Teamster members for decades.Fights broke out in the streets between the men of
Teamsters Local 155, which was the milk drivers’ union, and the organizers from the CIO. Three
CIO recruiters wound up in the hospital.However, a week later, the CIO, not adverse to using
dirty tactics themselves, planted a bomb under the car of “Red” O’Laughlin, president of
Teamsters Local 299. Fortunately for O’Laughlin, he was not in the car at the time of the
detonation.O’Laughlin’s pal, Patrick Brady, one of the toughest Teamster organizers, was even
luckier. A bomb set to explode on his front porch was found before it could turn the porch and a
good portion of Brady’s house into rubble.*****A chip off the old Blarney Stone, Daniel J. (Dan)
Tobin was born in County Claire, Ireland, in April of 1875. In 1890, Tobin emigrated from Ireland
to Boston, Massachusetts. After stints as a sheet metal worker and a motorman for a street car
company, in 1894, Tobin got a job as a truck driver for a local meatpacking company, where he
earned eleven bucks a week. A few weeks later, he joined Teamsters Local 25 on the same day
it was founded. In 1904, Tobin was elected the union’s business representative. And on January
1, 1907, he was elected president of the Teamsters Joint District Council, whose domain
covered the entire Boston area. Tobin’s Teamsters were part of the AFL, and in August of 1907,
a group of dissident Teamsters decided to form their own union, which they called “The United
Teamsters.”This did not go over too well with Tobin.Tobin confronted the leaders of the mutinous
group, and when he could not convince them to cease and desist their activities, he told them,
“May the cat eat you, and may the devil eat the cat!”Tobin then met with AFL President Samuel
Gompers and pleaded his case. Gompers agreed with Tobin that two Teamster unions in the
same area was unworkable. After Gompers also failed to come to an agreement with the
dissident group, Gompers denounced the United Teamsters, calling their organizing practices
“deceptive.” Gompers then declared Tobin’s Teamsters as the “only legitimate union” for drivers,
and he ordered all regional AFL bodies to refuse to affiliate with the United Teamsters. This
tactic worked like an Irish good luck charm. A few months later, the United Teamsters were as
extinct as the dodo bird.Tobin moved quickly up the AFL ranks and was elected treasurer of the
AFL in 1917, beating a bloke named John B. Lennon by a landslide vote. In 1931, after cozying
up to the bigwigs in the national Democratic Party and gaining the support of AFL President,
William Green, Tobin was elected President of the National Teamsters. In 1932, Green’s AFL
endorsed Democrat Franklin D. Roosevelt for President of the United States against incumbent
Republican President Herbert Hoover. When Roosevelt won in a landslide, Green began calling
in his favors. While still President of the National Teamsters, Tobin, at Green’s insistence,
became the chairman of the Labor Bureau of the Democratic National Committee in 1932, 1936,
and 1940. The Roosevelt administration had tried to name Tobin the Secretary of Labor in 1932,
1936, and 1940, but Tobin figured he had more clout as President of the Teamsters, so he



turned down the appointments all three times.When Tobin took over as President of the National
Teamsters, their membership stood at 82,000. But in 1932, Congress passed the pro-union
National Industry Recovery Act, and by 1935 the Teamsters membership had grown to 135,000.
By 1941, with trouble brewing concerning the Detroit Teamsters, national dues-paying
Teamsters membership was a whopping 530,000, making the Teamsters the fastest growing
labor union in the United States.Unfortunately, although union membership was growing by the
day, so did corruption inside the Teamsters. By 1941, the union was considered to be the most
corrupt union in the United States. And although Tobin robustly defended the union against such
allegations, he instituted many constitutional and organizational changes which made it easier
for union officials to become crooks.After sharing their union headquarters with six other locals,
in December of 1941, Local 299 moved to a brand new two-story building on Trumbull Avenue.
The grand opening of Local 299’s new headquarters was set for December 15th. To make a big
splash of the event, and to garner valuable, and for a change, positive newspaper space, Dan
Tobin showed up for the grand opening.Before a packed house, Tobin led Local 299 in the Lord’s
Prayer, and then he told the assemblage, “May the Lord keep you in his hand and never close
his fist too tight.”After cutting the ribbon, and re-issuing a new charter to Local 299 President Ray
Bennett, Tobin left town with a bright smile on his face.However, despite the smiling faces, Local
299’s assets were almost depleted. But none of the rank and file union members had the guts to
ask Jimmy Hoffa and Ray Bennett how their dues had evaporated into thin air.Then, the CIO,
headed by President John L. Lewis and his brother, Denny Lewis, began giving Local 299 an
even bigger headache.On September 4, 1941, Denny Lewis made a speech at the Hotel Statler
in Detroit, in which he said that the CIO’s United Construction Workers Organizing Committee
was in the process of organizing Detroit’s auto haulaway drivers, which were presently under the
Detroit Teamsters’ umbrella.Russell Turner, a top assistant to John L. Lewis, said, “We have a
fair percentage of the employees of these firms organized right now, and we have already put
twenty five CIO union organizers in Detroit.”Frank Martel, the head of Detroit’s AFL, made light of
Turner’s remarks.“Instead of being worried,” Martel said, “we’re inclined to laugh.”But Jimmy
Hoffa was in no laughing mood.He issued a statement to Detroit press outlets, saying, “We have
been organized six years in the car-hauling field and never had any trouble, which is proof our
members are satisfied.”But Hoffa was not through. He then announced that new wage scales
were being negotiated with car-haul firms, and if his demands were not met, he would strike
those same car-haul firms.Hoffa told Mayor Reading, who had not yet been indicted, that he
would “close down the city tighter than a drum.”On September 18, the Detroit Free Press
editorialized as such:Reports out of Chicago are now that the International Executive Board of
the UAW-CIO is divided over the support to be given to the CIO Truck Drivers’ Union in its
membership drive. A delegation from the new union attended the Chicago meeting to urge all
aid and assistance. Cooler heads, however, argued the obvious: That an all-out drive would
necessarily include a raid against the AFL Teamsters Union; that such a raid would be violently
resisted by the AFL; finally, that an almost certain result would be a bloody war locally between



the two labor groups.Union business is union business, but such a prospect is definitely of
concern to the whole Detroit public. It’s one thing to “organize the unorganized” – the basic
principle in the CIO’s formation. It’s quite another to begin guerilla campaigns against
established unions. They can only lead to serious trouble.Robert Holmes, a British-born
Teamster and secretary-treasurer of Teamsters Local 337, was front and center in the battle
between the Detroit Teamsters and the CIO invaders.“Clashes between Teamsters and CIO
forces became so common that pedestrians couldn’t walk down the street without seeing a
couple of union guys rolling around, thrashing each other,” Holmes said. “There’s no doubt about
the fact that they wanted to tear us up and destroy us. When you consider the sweetheart
contracts they were passing out to employers to make themselves attractive and acceptable,
we, the Teamsters, were fighting for our survival.”The CIO hooligans outnumbered the
Teamsters thugs two-to-one, and scores of people on both sides were injured in street battles.
One man was reportedly killed.During the street war between the Teamsters and the CIO, Frank
Fitzsimmons, who would later become a large stone in Hoffa’s shoe, was the Local 299 business
manager.His friend and colleague Dan Johnson said, “The same day I was clubbed and nearly
killed, my friend Frank Fitzsimmons got his head beat in, too. Because some of his hair was
missing, we thought someone threw acid on him.”To provide direction and to rally his troops, Dan
Tobin made a quick trip to Detroit. He huddled with Hoffa and Bennett, and said, “My boys,
what’s happening here with the CIO is totally unacceptable.”“We’re outnumbered, but we’re
trying our best,” Hoffa said. “What do you want us to do? Start using machine guns and tanks?”“I
don’t care how you handle this; do what you have to do,” Tobin said. “But take this to the bank. I
want those CIO cocksuckin’ organizers’ heads busted wide open.”Then, he added with a smile,
“And may the most you wish for be the least you get.”Jimmy Hoffa had a few aces in the hole that
he was reluctant to use. But Tobin’s sudden visit motivated Hoffa to call in reinforcements from
the dark side.“We were tough, but we just didn’t have enough,” Dan Johnson said. “The CIO had
tougher guys than we expected. So, Jimmy (Hoffa) went to see Santo (Cockeyed Sam)
Perrone.”Perrone, a made man in the Detroit Mafia, had his first taste of the union wars as far
back as 1934. Perrone, then a foundry worker at the Detroit-Michigan Stove Company on East
Jefferson Avenue, did his boss, John Fry, the president of Michigan Stove, a solid when he
organized a platoon of head-breakers to help end a strike. Fray returned the favor by rewarding
Perrone with his own trucking business. And to go the extra mile, Fry threw in several sweetheart
contracts for Perrone’s new company, which gave him the right to haul scrap metal away from
Fry’s plant, as well as several others in the area.To help Hoffa rid Detroit of the CIO organizers,
Perrone called in his troops, and he also had Angelo Meli and Frank Coppola contribute their
goons to the Detroit Teamsters’ cause. The odds on the streets now swung in the Teamsters’
favor. The combination of the Teamsters and Mafia goons chased the bloodied and beaten CIO
recruiters out of town.Denny Lewis was not happy with the turn of events, and he told the press,
“Professional hoodlums and gangsters, sent by Jimmy Hoffa, were intimidating truck drivers to
join the AFL Teamsters Union. They had the numbers, and we didn’t stand a chance in



organizing Detroit.”After banishing the CIO from Detroit, Jimmy Hoffa had made the complete
transformation from a stout union reformer into a ruthless mob racketeer. A man close to Hoffa
said, “There’s no use denying it or dodging it. Jimmy handled the mob in an independent way. It
was ‘one hand washes the other’ for sure. The mob got something for their money. But Jimmy
still tried to represent the union membership, as long as the mob got theirs.”*****The bombing of
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, changed everything for Hoffa and the Teamsters.“After the
start of World War 2, we could do nothing buy try to consolidate and hold on to our hard-earned
gains,” Hoffa said. “Everything was tuned to the war effort.”The nation needed the Teamsters for
a different brand of work. And, to keep the Teamsters in line, the Roosevelt administration
forbade internal warfare between the unions.To make sure the unions did not hamper the war
effort, Congress, over President Roosevelt’s veto (because of union support at election time,
Roosevelt was beholden to the unions), passed the 1943 Smith-Connally Anti-Strike Act, which
basically destroyed Hoffa’s bargaining power with the big companies in the United States. This
legislation was fast-tracked after 400,000 coal miners, upset that their standard of living had
been lowered due to high wartime inflation, went on strike, demanding a $2-a-day wage
increase. This act allowed the federal government to seize and operate industries important to
the war effort, which were threatened by strikes. It also prohibited unions from making cash
contributions during national elections, which did not please Roosevelt and the union leaders
too much.In addition, Dan Tobin’s closeness to President Roosevelt compelled him to put a
damper on any Teamsters’ expansion during the war. Tobin issued an edict to his Teamsters,
and particularly to Jimmy Hoffa, that the union was now taking a back seat to the needs of the
nation. He immediately sent tens of thousands of Teamsters overseas to drive supply and
ammunition trucks in Asia and in Europe. Tobin also ordered the Teamsters drivers to ignore
picket lines of other unions asking for assistance with their strikes – even unions affiliated with
the AFL.Tobin wrote in the IBT Magazine, “We are pledged to keep the wheels rolling. Members
who refuse to obey my orders should be suspended or expelled from the union.”In an expression
of his dedication to the Democratic Party, Tobin gave the government an $8 million interest-free
loan, money which came out of the AFT’s treasury.As for Jimmy Hoffa, his main purpose in life
during wartime was to keep his ass out of the war zones and keep it firmly planted firmly on
United States soil. The draft had consumed most of the Teamsters’ membership, and when
Hoffa got his 1-A draft classification, he almost had kittens. He immediately ran to Ray Bennett,
who was tight with Tobin, who was tight with President Roosevelt.Word filtered up to President
Roosevelt that Jimmy Hoffa’s work with the Teamsters was “vital to the transportation industry
and to the country’s war effort.” In days, Hoffa was re-classified as II-A – “men necessary in their
civilian activities.” As a result, Hoffa never left American soil during the war.One of Hoffa’s
Teamsters henchmen, Roland “One Eye” McMaster, was not so lucky.McMaster, who was
considered the toughest brawler in the Teamsters, wanted to get the same draft re-classification
as Hoffa. To help his pal, Hoffa wrote a letter to the local draft board, stating that McMaster’s
union activities consisted of:Settling of all labor disputes between management and labor, and



particularly through his extensive knowledge, McMaster was very successful in the careful
handling of all jurisdictional disputes between the AFL labor organizations, and also with the
CIO, in particular of keeping a continuous supply of essential war materials flowing into our war
industries. In addition, McMaster has a glass eye, which alone, should preclude him from being
drafted.Jimmy Hoffa - The Mafia’s Greatest Hits – Volume ThreeBy Joe BrunoEdited
By:Lawrence VenturatoKnickerbocker Publishing Company© 2016, Joe
Bruno(jbruno999@aol.com)ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. This book contains material protected
under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of
this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or
by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author /
publisher.*****Jimmy Hoffa’s most valuable contribution to the American Labor Movement came
at the moment he stopped breathing on July 30, 1975. – Dan Moldea*****Jimmy Hoffa was a
pint-size pop-off with a loud mouth and a lousy disposition. Although he never worked as a truck
driver, in 1958, Hoffa propelled himself to the top of the International Brotherhood of Teamsters
(IBT). Hoffa dispensed no-show jobs and Teamsters pension-money loans to mobsters like a
Las Vegas dealer pitching cards to degenerate gamblers. Hoffa believed he was invincible, and
indispensable to the union and the Mafia.Hoffa was wrong on both counts.*****On February 14,
1913, James Riddle Hoffa was born to his struggling parents, John Cleveland and Viola Hoffa, in
the tiny town of Brazil, Indiana. John Hoffa was a third generation Hoffa, whose Dutch ancestors
had immigrated to Pennsylvania and then to Indiana, where they settled in a Brazil
neighborhood called “Stringtown.” Brazil (1910 population of 7,342) was mostly populated by
miners, who spent six 12-hour days a week inside dreary coal mines, inhaling noxious gases like
hydrogen sulfide or explosive gases such as firedamp and methane. Brazil was predominantly
white Anglo-Saxon Protestants, but a minority of blacks had also moved into town to work in the
coal mines. The blacks were not popular with the town folk, especially the sanctimonious and
sadistic members of the Ku Klux Klan.John Hoffa had only a third-grade education. He did the
best he could to provide for his family by toiling in the mines, owned by the Mershon Company,
while courting death almost every day. In 1910, the Hoffas had a daughter, Jennetta. William
Henry was born in 1911 and James Riddle made his appearance two years later on Valentine’s
Day, February 14, 1913. The fourth child, Nancy, was born in 1915.By 1915, Brazil’s population
had exploded to over 11,000 people. The depressing conditions of coal mining work, together
with a poor local economy, caused the coal miners in Brazil to spend a disproportionate amount
of their time in trashy gin mills and brothels, some of which occupied the same premises. It was
said that Brazil had one drinking establishment for every 500 residents, and the most notorious
ones were located on Meridian Street, a stone’s throw from the Hoffa home. Meridian Street was
known as “Bloody Row,” where fights between black and white coal miners were an everyday
occurrence.If a Brazilite wasn’t drinking or whoring around in his spare time, he was most likely a
frequent visitor to one of Brazil’s numerous gambling houses, one of which was operated by



Jimmy Hoffa’s uncle, who shared the same name.In 1920, John Hoffa went on a prospecting trip
for the Mershon Company. When he returned from his month-long excursion, he staggered
through the front door of his home wearied and confused. It could not be determined if the
inhalation of noxious gases in the coal mines had caused this condition, but four months later,
John Hoffa passed away, according to his death certificate, from “unknown causes.”Jimmy Hoffa
was only seven years old at the time of his father’s death.Viola Hoffa had few marketable skills,
so, to put food on the table, she took in laundry from the coal mining community. She also
worked as a short-order cook in the town’s greasy spoons, and she cleaned the houses of the
middle-class people, who could afford such services.“I’ll have to be both mother and father,
now,” she told her children. “I’ll have to work, and you’ll have to help. It will be hard, but we will
manage.”Jimmy Hoffa later told his biographer, Oscar Fraley, “There was, in those days, no such
thing as welfare, relief, or aid for dependent children. And I have a feeling that my mother
wouldn’t have accepted it if there had been. Certainly, there is a need for judiciously handled
welfare programs. But I hate to think we’d destroy our own self-reliance and dependence that is
our American heritage.“Some people think that I carried a grudge against big business because
of my background. That’s not true. We had a rich and rewarding childhood, and I never felt
deprived or impoverished. My mother was a quiet woman who believed in discipline, aided by a
razor strop hanging in the pantry, and a large bottle of castor oil on the kitchen shelf. But she was
warm and loving, and she taught us the value and rewards of hard work.“She knew what hard
work was, too, cooking in the big houses on ‘The Hill.’ My mother also took in washing. Jennetta
helped with the ironing, and Billy and I did the delivering.”In late 1919, Viola Hoffa moved her
family to Clinton, Indiana, just 20 miles northwest of Brazil. Instead of an Anglo-Saxon Protestant
majority, Clinton had a large population of nearly 10,000 Italian immigrants, who congregated in
the town’s north side, making it the town with the largest concentration of Italians in Indiana.On
October 28, 1919, Congress passed the Volstead Act, the popular name for the National
Prohibition Act. This was done despite President Woodrow Wilson vetoing the new legislation.
This act established the legal definition of intoxicating liquors, as well as the penalties for
producing them. Although the Volstead Act prohibited the sale of alcohol, the federal
government lacked the resources to enforce the act, so speakeasies flourished throughout
America.Viola Hoffa had no way of knowing, that because of Prohibition, Clinton would become
one of the most notorious bootlegging regions in Indiana. The Italians, because they had
traditionally made their own wine at home, easily segued into the production of illegal beer and
booze. Wherever the Italian immigrants settled in America, Mafia gangs soon followed to grab a
piece of the Prohibition pie.Soon, amidst the bloody riots caused by the local police raids on the
illegal stills and speakeasies, the Ku Klux Klan jumped into the fray. The Klan was incensed that
the invading foreigners were cutting into their own bootlegging operations. The Klan showed its
displeasure in peaceful and not-so-peaceful demonstrations. In its more peaceful
demonstrations, the Klan was content in marching down the main street of Little Italy, carrying
signs denouncing the “Catholic – Un-American” Italian immigrants.In the early 1920s, due to



advancements in the mechanization of mining, many coal miners lost their jobs in Clinton. As a
result, Viola Hoffa picked up her brood and moved to the fledging industrial city of Detroit,
Michigan. Not having much money, she moved her family into a small apartment in a four-family
house on Merritt Street. Detroit’s main business was, and still is, the manufacturing of
automobiles. With work in great supply in Detroit, Viola saw the opportunity to improve her
family’s standard of living exponentially.“In 1924, when I was eleven, mother moved us to Detroit,
because she felt that she’d have the chance to make more money there,” Hoffa said. “She
worked first in a laundry and then in an auto-parts factory on the production line, finally getting a
job of polishing radiator caps for the Fisher Body Fleetwood Plant. She worked damn hard, and
she always looked tired.”Jimmy Hoffa got his first job, after school and on weekends, as a jack-of-
all-trades in several neighborhood grocery stores — stacking shelves, cleaning floors, and
making deliveries. His best gig was a stint at C.F. Smith’s grocery store, where Hoffa was paid a
50 cents per day salary, plus the nickel and dime tips he made delivering groceries.After
completing the eighth grade at Frank C. Neinas School, Hoffa made the decision not to continue
his formal school education. He made this decision at the spur of the moment without the
consent of his mother.“In 1927, I was fourteen and was about to enter the ninth grade, and I had
had it,” Hoffa said. “It didn’t seem right to have to spend so much time at inconsequential pursuits
before being able to get down to a man’s business. And it was a man’s business that interested
me, not a kid’s.“So, I went up to Western High School, sat there in the registration room until they
reached the G’s, and then I got up and walked out.“I went home and told my mother, ‘Mom, I
decided to get a job.’ She told me, ‘I’d like you to continue your education. But if you want to do it,
then it’s your decision.’”Hoffa told his mother, “Look, if a guy does not have a talent for making
money, high school won’t help him. And if he does have a talent for making money, why go to
high school anyway?”Hoffa’s mother just shook her head.Hoffa’s first “man’s” job was as a stock
boy at Frank and Seder’s Dry Goods and Merchandise Store. He worked six ten-hour days for
twelve dollars a week, and he handed his entire paycheck to his mother on payday. Hoffa later
said the two years he spent at Frank and Seder’s was one of the happiest times of his life. He
said it instilled in him a purpose and a philosophy to survive at any cost, which became apparent
later in his life.“Every day of the average individual is a matter of survival,” Hoffa said. “If by
chance he should go from home to work and have an accident, lose an arm or an eye, he’s just
like a wounded animal in the jungle. He’s out. Life isn’t easy. Life is a jungle. Ethics is a matter of
individualism. What may be ethical to you may be non-ethical to someone else. But my ethics
are very simple. Live and let live, and those who try to destroy you, make it your business to see
that they don’t, and that they have problems of their own.”In 1929, when Hoffa was sixteen, the
stock market crash crippled the nation. The bottom line at Frank and Seder’s began to shrink
dramatically, and it was just a matter of time before the bosses would be forced to fire personnel.
Hoffa was resigned to the fact that he might lose his job, and then a co-worker named Walt
Murphy had, what Hoffa thought, was a brilliant idea.“Get into the food business,” Walt told me.
“No matter what happens, people still have to eat.”To help make ends meet, Viola Hoffa took in a



boarder named Jim Langley, a driver for the Kroger grocery chain. Langley literally became part
of the family when he married Hoffa’s sister, Jennetta. One night, at the dinner table, Hoffa
floated the idea that a future in the food business might be the right thing to do.“If you’re serious
about this, maybe I can help you,” Langley told Hoffa.That same night, Langley took Hoffa to the
giant Kroger warehouse on Green Street, where he introduced the stocky Hoffa to the night
loading dock foreman.“I was only sixteen at the time, but Jimmy told the night foreman I was
eighteen,” Hoffa said. “And because I looked strong, he took me on the 5 pm-to-5 am shift,
starting the following night.”When Hoffa arrived at the Kroger warehouse at 5 pm sharp the
following evening, he was surprised that he wasn’t required to fill out a work application. Instead,
he stood in a long line with other workers and waited until the night foreman handed him a
number.“Give this number to the loading dock supervisor, and you’re on the clock,” the night
foreman told Hoffa.Hoffa did as he was told, and soon he was sweeping the loading dock area,
in addition to loading and unloading freight cars filled with fruits and vegetables. Fixing flat tires
on trucks was also Hoffa’s responsibility.“We were paid thirty-two cents an hour,” Hoffa said. “The
problem was that we only got paid for the time we actually worked during the 12-hour shift, and
sometimes we would sit around for five and six hours waiting to be called to work.“There were
also long ‘rest periods’ for which we didn’t get paid. For a 48-hour week we could earn $15.56,
but the trouble was that we had to put in 70 or 80 hours to get in those 48 hours.”What made
Hoffa’s working conditions even less palatable was the fact that he had to deal with a foreman,
called “the Little Bastard” by the workers, whom Hoffa said was “a solid gold son of a bitch.”
According to Hoffa, the Little Bastard, “had a face like a bulldog licking piss off a kettle. And that
was on his good days.”Ironically, it was the Little Bastard who helped propel Hoffa into the world
of “labor unions.”“This guy was a real sadist,” Hoffa said. “He thoroughly enjoyed screaming out
commands and then cursing a man and threatening to fire him if he didn’t move quickly enough.
He was a little tin Jesus in the warehouse, and the only time he smiled was after he had fired
somebody. At that time, there was no appeal process and no form of job security.”Sam Calhoun
was an elder fellow in Hoffa’s work crew, who had once belonged to a union called the
Brotherhood of Railway and Shipping Clerks. Fed up with the Little Bastard and his ways,
Calhoun convinced Hoffa and some of the other workers that organizing the workers and
forming a union was in their best interests.In those years, strikes were against the law in
Michigan, and if anyone was brazen enough to ignore the law and picket a business, strong-arm
men called “schlammers” would be brought in by the bosses to beat the strikers into a bloody
pulp until the picketing stopped.But this didn’t stop Hoffa and Calhoun from encouraging their co-
workers to try to improve their working conditions by organizing and picketing in front of the
Kroger warehouse. The two men received the support of Bobby Holmes, another disgruntled
Kroger loading dock worker.“We concluded that organization offered the only sensible course
left open to us,” Hoffa said. “If we didn’t organize, we knew our lives would continue to be
miserable. One by one we would be fired for no reason.”In May of 1931, two workers, who were
waiting to be put on the clock, left the loading dock and slipped over to a lunch cart to grab a bite



to eat. When they returned to the loading dock, the Little Bastard fired them both on the spot,
and then he flashed a toothy smile at the other assembled workers as if to say, “Okay. Who’s
next?”“Even the guys frightened about losing their jobs if we went on strike knew something had
to be done,” Hoffa said. “Some still didn’t want to join in, but we convinced them. It was said that
it was better to be unemployed than to wind up in the hospital. But you had to be tough if you
were going to survive.”A few days after the Little Bastard fired the two workers, at around 1 am,
several boxcars of ripe strawberries arrived at the loading dock. Strawberries are known to spoil
quickly. As soon as the crates full of strawberries were opened, the spoiling process began. This
was Jimmy Hoffa’s chance to test his theory about the positive benefits of striking for the dock
workers.“This is it,” Hoffa told Calhoun and Holmes. “If we don’t go tonight, we’ll never go. Just
follow my lead.”Word was quickly passed around the loading dock about Hoffa’s plan, but at this
point in time, Hoffa was only certain of Calhoun’s and Holmes’s backing.Hoffa and the dock
loaders began opening the crates of strawberries. When they had unloaded about half the
strawberries, Hoffa made his move.“I put down the crate I was carrying right in the middle of the
loading dock and walked to the other end,” Hoffa said. “That was the first step I took towards the
international presidency of the Teamsters.”In addition to Hoffa, there were 175 men working on
the loading dock that night. Soon the entire crew put down their crates and assembled at the
end of the loading dock surrounding Hoffa.The Little Bastard didn’t know whether to shit or wind
his watch. At first, his face was so red, Hoffa thought he was going to have a heart attack, which
would have suited Jimmy Hoffa just fine.Then, the Little Bastard started spitting out curse words,
and running back and forth along the loading dock faster than a scalded monkey with a bad
case of the runs.“What the fuck do you think you guys are doing?” the Little Bastard screamed.
“Get back to work, damn you, or every one of you bastards is going to get fired!”But Jimmy Hoffa
and his men would not be deterred. Knowing that the Little Bastard was nothing but a grunt
toiling for the higher ups, Hoffa demanded to meet the top man at the Kroger warehouse.“The
hell with you!” Hoffa shouted at the Little Bastard. “You’re nobody. We want the big boss. We
want Mr. Blough!”The entire crew on the landing dock began chanting, “Blough! Blough! We
want Blough!”Seconds later, Mr. Blough burst out of his office at the other end of the loading
dock. Luckily for Hoffa and his men, Mr. Blough was a reasonable man.“That’s enough! You want
me, and now you got me!” Blough said. “Now who can speak for the lot of you? I’ll speak to one
man and one man only.”Without being pushed too hard, Hoffa, then just 18 years old and barely
5-feet 5-inches tall - the tallest he would ever be - emerged from the crowd and confronted Mr.
Blough.Mr. Blough had expected someone much more mature to lead such a rebellion.“How old
are you, son?” Mr. Blough said.“I don’t see what difference that makes, Mr. Blough,” Hoffa said.
“The men have chosen me to state their grievances, and that’s what I plan to do.” “And just what
are those grievances?”“I have a whole list, Mr. Blough,” Hoffa said. “We need to sit down like
men and discuss them.”“I’m just the night warehouse supervisor,” Mr. Blough said. “I can’t get
any of the company officials this early in the morning. But if you get back to unloading those
strawberries, I promise you a meeting with the bosses at ten o’clock this morning.”At 10 am



sharp, Hoffa met with the local bosses, and then, for the next few days, he met with the national
bosses at Kroger’s home office in Cincinnati. For the meetings in Cincinnati, Hoffa brought along
Calhoun, Holmes, Frank Collins, and Hoffa’s brother-in-law, Jim Langley.At these meetings,
Hoffa told the Kroger bosses about the intolerable working conditions on the loading dock. He
pointedly described the unbearable actions of the dock foreman (he neglected to call him the
Little Bastard), the mental agony of having to wait in the hallway for work with no place to eat,
and no assurances they would ever be called to work that night.“Out of these talks we obtained
a simple one-page contract, which, in Detroit in that period, was a major achievement,” Hoffa
said.In addition to recognizing Hoffa’s committee as the collective bargaining representatives for
the 175 workers, Kroger agreed to have a separate dining room for the workers and to deprive
the foreman of the right to summarily to fire any worker. The one-year agreement also stated that
every man who reported to work would be guaranteed a half-day’s work. There were also
provisions for job security and work rules designed to make the conditions much more palatable
for the workers.The Kroger loading dock workers elected Sam Calhoun as the president, Hoffa
as the vice president, and Bobby Holmes as the secretary-treasurer. The one-year contract with
Kroger ended in 1932, and the company refused to renew its contract with Hoffa’s union, which
was now called American Federation of Labor (AFL) Local 19341.“We used to meet at Connie’s
Beer Hall right here in Detroit, and she (Connie) would let us hold meetings in the basement,”
Hoffa said. “We’d get ourselves a couple of pitchers of beer and start talking about the
organization. But then Kroger refused to renew our contract, so we lost both our standing with
the union, and our union charter, so we were right back where we started.”For the next two
years, the men worked without a contract, and the Little Bastard seemed emboldened with
renewed hatred for the men, who had made him look silly over the incident involving the crates
of strawberries.*****In 1934, at one of Local 19341’s union meetings, a representative from the
Teamsters Union showed up. He told the men, they properly belonged to the Teamsters Union
because they loaded and unloaded trucks. The men would have to pay their dues to their local
and also to the International Teamsters Union. But the advantage was, if they went on strike
against Kroger, the Teamsters would pay the men strike benefits.After the meeting ended, the
Kroger dock workers bombarded Hoffa with questions about joining the Teamsters.“I was
surprised at the number of people who asked for my opinion,” Hoffa said. “I told them it was a
good idea, and we voted ourselves into an affiliation with the Teamsters.“I was pretty naïve and
didn’t realize that my work in organizing the men on the loading dock had become a subject of
much discussion at Joint Council 43. This was the most important Teamsters union in Detroit.
Nor did I know that Ray Bennett, the head man, had an eye on me and my activities.”In 1935,
Jimmy Hoffa had all he could take from the Little Bastard, who was a daily annoyance to Hoffa
and his men.“At this point, with our union without a contract with Kroger, the Little Bastard
became more annoying than an itch on the bottom of my nut sack,” Hoffa said. “He had never
forgiven me for the strawberry incident, and he never let up on me, making it obvious he was out
to get me. I began to get edgy. I always had a quick temper, and there were times I was on the



verge of taking him apart.”The beginning of the end started while Hoffa and a few of his men
were unloading crates of vegetables. The Little Bastard was in a particularly ugly mood that
night, and while Hoffa was huffing and puffing from the drudgery of unloading the crates, the
Little Bastard began whispering obscenities into Hoffa’s ear. To distance himself from the Little
Bastard’s taunts, Hoffa put a crate of vegetables on a hand truck, and he double-timed it toward
the opposite end of the dock, where an empty container was waiting to be filled.But the Little
Bastard would not let up.He almost ran up Hoffa’s back, spewing vile invectives, some detailing
Hoffa’s mother’s ugliness and unbridled promiscuity.“Finally, I had all I could take,” Hoffa said.
“He was right on my heels, and I whirled around and threw the crate on the floor at his feet. It
split open and showered him with vegetables.A wide smile spread across the Little Bastard’s
face.“All right Hoffa, now you done it,” he screamed victoriously. “You’re fired!”“Like hell I am,”
Hoffa said. “I quit.”The next day, Hoffa got a call from Ray Bennett, the main man at Joint Council
43 of the Teamsters.“We’ve been watching you Jimmy, and we’d like for you to come with us as
an organizer,” Bennett said.Bennett told Hoffa there was no weekly salary, but that Hoffa would
get a percentage of the dues for every member he signed up.“It’s no picnic, Jim,” Bennett said.
“Organizers are being called radicals and Bolsheviks. The Chamber of Commerce is nothing but
a tool for the big companies. Ford has a regular army of close to five thousand ex-cons and real
tough guys on hand as strikebreakers. “Anytime there is a strike, we union leaders have to be up
front, and the goons and strong-arm guys can be expected to try to knock the hell out of us. It’s
low pay and a dangerous job, but it’s a job we have to do.”Hoffa thought about it for a while, and
at first, he wasn’t too keen on taking on a dangerous job with low pay. But Bennett would not take
no for an answer.“Look Jimmy, you have the reputation as a tough guy with a lot of guts,” Bennett
said. “Come in with me. I know we can make this union work.” “Okay, I’m game,” Hoffa said.
“Count me in.”Bennett first assigned Hoffa to Local 299, a subsidiary of Joint Council 43, headed
by Sam Hurst. The president of Local 299 was Joseph Campau, and the vice president was Al
Milligan. Also part of Joint Council 43 were Local 51 (bakery drivers), Local 155 (milk drivers),
Local 243 (furniture van drivers), Local 257 (coal haulers), and Local 285 (laundry drivers).
Local 299, Hoffa’s assignment, was the newest local, having been formed in 1933 to organize
truck drivers not covered under the jurisdiction of other locals. Local 299 had more than 400
truck drivers, but by the time Hoffa took over the organizing, the local had less than $400 in its
treasury.Hoffa’s first job was to organize the rest of the Kroger workers.“There were about 400
more in various other departments besides the loading docks, and I got them all,” Hoffa said.It
was at Kroger that Hoffa organized his first strike. And, as Hoffa had expected, the Kroger
bosses sent dozens of their goons to disrupt the picket lines.“We had a number of our men
knocked down in bloody battles,” Hoffa said. “Six times I was beaten up, and my scalp was laid
wide open enough to require stitches.“During this era, in one twenty-four hour time period, I went
to jail eighteen times while walking the picket line.”In an escapade worthy of a Keystone Cops
movie, Hoffa was arrested by the same police sergeant three times in less than an hour, for
doing nothing more than walking in a picket line, or trying to get into the picket line.The first time



Hoffa was brought before the precinct captain, the conversation went something like
this:Captain to Sergeant - “What did this man do?”Sergeant to Captain – “He was there to cause
trouble. I got him before he did.”Captain to Sergeant – “Did he cause trouble?”Sergeant to
Captain – “No.”Captain to Sergeant – “Then release him.”The sergeant rode back to the striking
picketers in a paddy wagon, while Hoffa took a streetcar. As soon as Hoffa arrived at the picket
line, the same police sergeant was there waiting for him.“What the hell are you doing here?” the
sergeant said.“I’m here to do what I started out to do,” Hoffa said.“Okay, Buddy. Back in the
wagon.”The police captain was startled to see Hoffa again under arrest because he had been
released 20 minutes earlier.Captain to Sergeant – “What did he do this time?”Sergeant to
Captain – “He was about to do something.”Captain to Sergeant – “What was he about to
do?”Sergeant to Captain – “He was going to start a fight.”Captain to Sergeant – “Well, did
he?”Sergeant to Captain – “Well, no. I got to him first.”Captain to Sergeant – “He wasn’t fighting.
Did he say something to you that caused you to arrest him?”Sergeant to Captain – “Well, I think
so. But I can’t remember what he said.”The captain turned to Hoffa, “Okay, you can go again.”As
soon as Hoffa returned to the picket line, again by means of a public streetcar, the sergeant
arrested him for a third time and hauled him before the same police captain.But before the
sergeant could say a word, the captain put his right hand up, like he was stopping
traffic.“Sergeant, I know you want to do a good job, but you first have to wait for this man to do
something before you can arrest him,” the captain said. “Only then can you charge him. But,
dammit, you can’t charge him if he hasn’t done anything.”After dismissing the sergeant and
telling him to take the rest of the day off, the captain told Hoffa he was free to leave again. But
Hoffa had spent his last dime taking streetcars from the precinct back to the picket line. He
decided to appeal to the captain’s good nature, even if it meant bending the truth a little
bit.“Captain, the wives of the men on the picket line brought some lunch while I was being
brought here,” Hoffa said. “I didn’t have any breakfast, and now I’ve missed lunch. I wonder if I
could borrow a dime for a donut and a cup of coffee?”The captain obliged Hoffa, and he handed
him a dime. Hoffa used that dime to ride the streetcar back to the picket line.“That didn’t help
much,” Hoffa said. “I was picked up again an hour later, and fourteen more times the next
afternoon. Every time it was the same story. I was released for lack of specific charges.”One of
Hoffa’s biggest fears was that the cops would take him into a private room at the police precinct
and give him a general tune-up, causing welts, bumps, cuts, and bruises to appear on various
parts of his body. This was quite common in those days. It was also generally known that certain
police officers were on the payroll of big companies such as Kroger, and they were expected to
intimidate strikers by any means possible.“I had a partner of mine in the pickets named Owen
Bert Brennan, who later became the head of Local 337, the second largest local in Detroit,”
Hoffa said. “Bert wasn’t the biggest of men, maybe 5-feet 8-inches tall and about 170 pounds,
but he was unbelievably tough. Bert was a fellow who loved to laugh and tell jokes, but when he
got mad he could punch his way through a brick wall. Everybody in Detroit knew that, including
the police.“One day when I was alone, I was picked up by two detectives and taken to the station



house for questioning. Those two guys were known to be bad actors, who liked to work you over
in private. I didn’t give them a chance. When the door closed and we were alone, I beat them to
the punch.“I told them, ‘I want to tell you something, guys. Bert Brennan and I were talking about
you this morning, and we both agreed if there is any rough stuff, you’re going to have to answer
to the both of us. You know Bert, and you know me. So don’t start any crap or you’re going to get
hurt.’ They just backed off. ‘We don’t want any trouble,’ one of them said. ‘We just want to talk to
you.’“‘Well, talk without using your fists,’ I said. ‘I know you guys are paid to work over union
people, but it won’t work with me.’“The message got around, and I was never manhandled by the
cops again.”Hoffa was finally pinched by the law, and this time the pinch stuck.It started
innocently enough when Hoffa and his fellow union men were peacefully picketing the General
Tobacco Company, hoping to get union recognition for the company’s workers. Suddenly, a
dozen or so strikebreakers, wielding heavy clubs, descended upon the picketers. The
strikebreakers were doing a good job busting heads, including Hoffa’s, while the Detroit police
stood outside the fray, doing nothing to end the carnage. Some cops were even cheering the
strikebreakers on, imploring them to do more bodily damage to the unarmed picketers.“One guy
took a swing at me that could have killed an ox,” Hoffa said. “I ducked under the billy and went to
work on him with both fists. I put everything I had into it, and he went down, bleeding heavily
from the nose and the mouth.”Finally, the cops decided to make themselves helpful, but not to
Hoffa.Two cops dragged Hoffa to his feet and twisted his arms behind his back, while a third cop
helped Hoffa’s opponent to his feet. The third cop handed the bleeding man back his club, and
the man proceeded to use Hoffa’s head as a piñata. Hoffa went down onto his face, out cold.The
three cops then arrested Hoffa for assault and battery, and they let his opponent slip away, with
no charges filed against him. Not only did Hoffa get fifteen stitches on his head in the emergency
ward at the hospital, which he had to pay for out of his own pocket, but to rub salt into his
wounds, later that day, a kangaroo-court judge hit Hoffa with a $100 fine, apparently for bleeding
on the poor cops.Later that night, a cold wind was blowing, when Hoffa returned to his fellow
picketers, who had assembled in a vacant lot, where they had built a fire in a trash can to keep
warm. Hoffa’s brother, Billy, was huddled with several men around the fire, while Hoffa sat on
nearby log, puffing on a Camel cigarette.Suddenly, the son of one of the owners of the General
Tobacco Company drove up to the vacant lot and jumped out of his car.“Where’s Hoffa?” the
man demanded.One of the picketers pointed toward the trash can fire, where Billy Hoffa was
standing. “Over there,” he said.The man rushed over to Billy, thinking he was Jimmy Hoffa. He
pulled out a .38 caliber Smith and Wesson and fired one bullet into Billy Hoffa’s belly. Billy Hoffa
was rushed to the hospital and treated for his injury. Although no vital organs had been
damaged, he was incapacitated for more than three months and unable to picket because of the
pain. Because the police refused to press charges, and because the Hoffas, true to the code of
the streets, did not rat out the shooter, the gunman got off scot-free.“This was typical of the
times,” Hoffa said. “The police and the courts were in cahoots with the company owners, and
they treated us union men like dirt.”When word of the shooting of Billy Hoffa reached the other



unions in Detroit, they congregated at the picket line in front of the General Tobacco Company.
According to Hoffa, there were over 1,000 union men assembled, and they were not in a
collective bargaining mood. Some picketers, fortified by alcoholic spirts they had imbibed to fight
back the cold, tried to set fire to the plant. Others flung rocks through the plant’s windows. The
police officers, supposedly there to protect the plant, ran inside the plant and huddled on the
floor, trying to avoid the projectiles being thrown by angry union members.“The company came
to terms with us the following day,” Hoffa said. “It went that way virtually on a daily basis as the
months passed into years. It was one long picket line after another, more fights with company
goons and strikebreakers, more bruises and stitches in the head. I was arrested so many times, I
lost count.”*****In late 1935, Ray Bennett called Jimmy Hoffa to a meeting at Joint Council 43.
When he entered Bennett’s office, Bennett had a smile, as big as the moon, spread across his
face. He stood from behind his desk and extended his right hand to Hoffa.“Congratulations,
Jimmy,” Bennett said, as Hoffa shook his hand. “You’ve just been appointed business agent of
Local 299. It’s a big step up, Jimmy.”What Bennett had told Hoffa could rightly be categorized as
the “Overstatement of the Year.”Hoffa’s pay was supposed to be $15 a week, but although there
were 250 members in Local 299, most of them were not working because of several strikes that
were in progress. With no work and no cash coming in, the workers were unable to pay the dues.
Other union members, who were working, pled poverty, and they said they were unable to pony
up the dues. As a result, when Hoffa entered his tiny office at Local 299, the local was more than
$10,000 in debt, and to add insult to injury, the local was about to be evicted from its offices for
non-payment of rent. As a result, Hoffa was not, as yet, able to draw even one solitary dollar as
salary.“My first job was to get the working members interested enough in the union to start
paying dues,” Hoffa said. “This wasn’t too hard, and soon I could pay myself $5 a week. I worked
and slept in the office, going home only so mother could wash my clothes, and occasionally, I
could get myself a solid meal.“But I really was happy with what I was doing. And was so involved
in my work that I didn’t feel a need for money. I didn’t drink, and I don’t smoke. I dated a girl now
and then, but not too often. If you take them out more than once, then right away they started
thinking third finger, left hand, and I wasn’t ready to go that route. Then too, organizing had
become an obsession with me.”To recruit more union members, Hoffa started spending more
time on the loading docks throughout Detroit and in the surrounding areas. The men working on
these docks were basically doing three jobs: loading and unloading, doing repairs on trucks and
hand trucks, and even doing repairs to the loading docks themselves. At first, the men wouldn’t
listen to Hoffa’s line of reasoning. Some were afraid of getting hurt on the picket lines, and others
were afraid of losing their jobs, which, during the Depression, could be devastating to the men
and their families.“It was slow work getting the men to realize they were doing three jobs and
only getting paid for one,” Hoffa said. “But the men liked what I said, and soon we had three
different companies striking at the same time.“Every time we won a contract, we were that much
stronger than before. But in each case it was the same story: picket, fight goons and strong-arm
strikebreakers, and getting locked up.”Hoffa said that in his first year alone of recruiting for Local



299, he was beaten up by strikebreakers 24 times.As for how many times he was arrested, “I lost
count after 50,” Hoffa said.With Hoffa and his men spending so much time behind bars, it would
be a godsend to them if they could find a lawyer, who could come to their rescue when they were
in the clink, and not charge them an arm and a leg in the process. That person appeared in the
name of George Fitzgerald.“One day, Bobby Holmes and I were discussing our problems in a
restaurant and especially our need for legal representation,” Hoffa said. “There was a young man
wearing a suit sitting nearby who had overheard our conversation, and he came over and sat
down next to us. He identified himself as a lawyer. I said to him, ‘Boy, could we use your help.’ I
also told him we couldn’t pay him too much, but that we would definitely use him, which would
get his name in the newspapers.“This is how I started a long relationship with George Fitzgerald.
When we got arrested, which was often, we’d yell for him, and he’d come on the run and get us
out.”According to Hoffa, the reason for the numerous arrests was pure harassment, orchestrated
by the large companies, who had an almost an unlimited amount of funds to grease the palms of
those who needed to be greased. These groups included the local Chambers of Commerce,
and the manufacturers’ associations and trade groups.“These were the people who put the
politicians in office,” Hoffa said. “Plus, the police department and the courts were owned and
manipulated by the big employers. They called the shots, not us strikers. This has gone on for as
long as I can remember. The odds were against us, but that didn’t stop us from trying.”After
winning several small union battles in the Detroit area, Hoffa decided to go after the big boys in
Detroit: the automobile companies. Hoffa’s first targets to unionize were the truck drivers, who
hauled new cars from Detroit to car dealerships all over the country. These drivers were not paid
by the hour, but by the mile. If they encountered any trouble on the road - a flat tire or a broken
radiator - they had to fix the problems themselves. Lost time doing repairs meant lost mileage,
which, in turn, meant less pay.Hoffa first tried to talk to the long-haul truck drivers at the loading
docks, but they wouldn’t give Hoffa the time of day. Most of the drivers felt they might lose their
jobs just by talking to Hoffa where their bosses could see them.So, Hoffa decided to employ a
new stratagem.Instead of hanging around Detroit, where the truck drivers felt vulnerable, Hoffa
took to the big highways. These highways included Route 2 to Buffalo, US 6 to Cleveland, US
112 to Chicago, and US 10 to Ludington, Michigan, where ferries transported the new cars
across Lake Michigan to Manitowoc, Wisconsin.“I tried to nail the drivers at a truck stop, or when
they pulled over to the side of the road,” Hoffa said. “Those guys were perpetually tired and most
of them could have slept around the clock. So, they had this trick of lighting up a cigarette and
then falling right to sleep. They’d wake up as soon as the cigarette began scorching their fingers.
Usually, they slept with a tire iron in the other hand. Some of them even carried guns. This was in
the middle of the Depression, and this was their defense against looters, or hijackers.”The first
few times Hoffa tried to wake sleeping truck drivers, he almost got his head handed to him. So,
he devised a new scheme to get a driver’s attention without risking bodily harm.“I learned the
best way to operate, was to wake them up, quickly identify myself, then jump back quick to avoid
the risk of getting clubbed or shot in the head,” Hoffa said.His usual pitch started with, “Hi-I’m-



Jimmy-Hoffa-Organizer-for-the-Teamsters-and-I-wonder-if-I-could-talk-to-you-briefly.”Then,
Hoffa would jump back, out of striking range. “At first, I didn’t have much luck, so I realized I’d
have to make my pitch quick. Even if they shooed me away, it gave them something to think
about as they tooled those big rigs mile after mile. It took time, but gradually we began to sign up
those fellows in ever increasing numbers.”Soon, the big car companies reacted by employing
strong-arm tactics to discourage Hoffa and his men from trying to unionize the drivers while they
were on the road.One night, Hoffa spotted a rig parked on the side of the road, with the driver
sleeping behind the wheel. But, as soon as Hoffa said to the driver, “Are you awake?” two goons
wielding blackjacks sprung from the truck’s cab and proceeded to beat Hoffa to the ground.Just
as Hoffa was ready to pass out, one of his attackers grabbed him by the throat, and said, “That’s
just a sample, Hoffa. Stay away from our trucks. Next time you’re dead.”Union organizers Bert
Brennan, Al Squires, and Marty Haggerty got the same treatment from the company thugs, so
they began recruiting in pairs.“We figured two of us was as good as two of their goons,” Hoffa
said.After Hoffa and his men beat up a few of the goons, the car companies raised the ante.
They filled up trucks with company gorillas, which then followed the trucks carting the new cars.
As soon as Hoffa and his partner started to make their move on a sleeping truck driver, they
were ambushed by as many as a dozen goons.“This made it tougher, but we kept at it,” Hoffa
said. “When we realized their scheme, we made sure to hightail it out of there as fast as we
could. Not all of us were lucky. Some of our people were beaten so seriously they wound up in
the hospital.”Besides schlammers with clubs trying to deter Hoffa and his boys from unionizing
the truck drivers, they also had to contend with the police, who were firmly on the payroll of the
big companies. Even though the big rigs sped out of Detroit, with a driver and two brutes holding
clubs sitting behind him, they were never stopped for a traffic violation. Whereas, Hoffa and his
men were constantly harassed by the police.“We were well-known on the roads, and the cops
stopped us at every turn,” Hoffa said. “Anything that could pass as a weapon – a tire iron or a jack
handle – was confiscated. And we lived in a blizzard of tickets for every imaginable traffic
violation.”Still, Hoffa and his men wouldn’t quit.After a few months of prowling the highways
looking for truck drivers to unionize, they accumulated enough union men to call a full-blown
strike. The strike lasted for months, and soon the big companies capitulated. Hoffa got to the
table with the company bigwigs, and with the help of his lawyer, George Fitzgerald, he was able
to get a damn good contract for his truckers.A pivotal moment occurred in Hoffa’s life when he
and Bert Brennan, while cracking strikebreakers’ heads along a picket line, beat bloody a made
member of the Detroit Mafia. The next day, Hoffa and Brennan were summoned to a sit-down in
a dingy office in a secluded building that housed vending machines. The “judges” were three
Italian men in their 70s, who had made their bones decades before in the Sicilian Mafia. The
charge against Hoffa and Brennan was that they had spilled Mafia blood.Through his contacts in
the mob, Hoffa knew that a guilty verdict meant he and Brennan would be carried out of the
building in body bags.According to Desperate Bargain: Why Jimmy Hoffa Had to Die by Lester
Velie, after the charges were levied against Hoffa, he was given a chance to argue for his



life.Velie wrote: “With his personal force and negotiating skill that was to take him far, Jimmy
Hoffa convinced the Mafia judges that he was worth more to them alive than dead. For alive, he
could put the union power at their disposal. Hoffa told them, ‘Let me live, and we’ll both live
better.’ Impressed, the Mafia court let young Hoffa and his pal, Brennan, walk out neither
bloodied nor bowed.“Mafia trials leave no transcripts behind them, so it’s not known precisely
what was said or undertaken by either side. But it’s clear what followed is that a bargain was
struck and a commitment made. In return for future services, Hoffa would have both his life, and
new and powerful friends to help him on his way.”This was the seminal moment in transforming
the Teamsters from a small-time operation to the zenith of unions in North America. In 2015,
there were 1,900 Teamsters affiliates in the United States, Canada, and Puerto Rico. The
Teamsters now have a membership of 1.4 million, with over 500,000 presently receiving
retirement benefits.This was made possible because Jimmy Hoffa, during the depths of the
Great Depression, aligned himself with the Mafia, which was a brutally powerful ally.*****In May
of 1936, love found Jimmy Hoffa.Four women, members of the International Laundry Workers
Union, decided they had had enough of their tightwad boss, who owned a small laundry shop in
downtown Detroit. The women called the head of their union, Joe Wilder, and they informed him
that they were going on strike and would indeed be picketing in front of the laundry shop the
following day. Wilder joined them on the tiny picket line, but the laundry boss countered by
bringing in four female scabs to cross the picket line and take the jobs of the women who were
picketing. This did not please the women strikers one bit.On the second day of the strike, the
four women picketers waited by a trolley stop, one block from the laundry. When the four female
scabs got off the bus, the strikers attacked them, stripping them naked. Then, they chased them
down the street to the hooting and hollering of several passersby.After being notified that his
scabs couldn’t come to work, the laundry shop owner called the police. The four female strikers
were rounded up and arrested. But, with the help of Joe Wilder, they were back the next day
picketing in front of the laundry shop. But Wilder knew he was fighting a losing battle unless he
brought in more union workers to picket. He decided to phone his pal, Jimmy Hoffa.“I got a
strike, and I’m losing it,” Wilder told Hoffa. “I need your help.” Wilder gave Hoffa the laundry
shop’s address.“Okay Wilder, I know that place, and the truck drivers belong to the Teamsters,”
Hoffa said. “I’ll be right over.”Hoffa rushed to the laundry shop, but as he approached the
picketers, who were surrounded by a battalion of uniformed police officers, he was stopped by a
police lieutenant. Because of his constant union activity, Hoffa was known by most of the cops in
Detroit.“What do you want here, Hoffa?” the lieutenant said.“I’m here to see Joe Wilder,” Hoffa
said.The lieutenant stuck a beefy hand on Hoffa’s chest.“You better keep moving, Hoffa,” he
said.Hoffa slapped the lieutenant’s hand off his chest.“I’m here to see Joe Wilder, and that’s
what I’m going to do,” Hoffa said.At that precise moment, Joe Wilder spotted Hoffa and the
police lieutenant, and he hurried over to them.“This man is with me,” Wilder told the police
lieutenant. “We’re running a peaceful strike here. We don’t need any trouble from you.”Without
saying another word, the police lieutenant spun on his heels and stomped away.“Joe, what the



hell is going on here?” Hoffa said.After telling Hoffa about the incident the previous day
concerning the naked scabs, Wilder said, “These girls have been only getting seventeen cents
an hour. They don’t get paid until the boss thinks it’s profitable to run the mangles (wringers). He
got mad because they organized, and he chased them out of the shop with a shotgun. Then, the
boss called the Chamber of Commerce, and the Chamber ordered every cop in the precinct to
the scene.”“Okay,” Hoffa told Wilder. “There’s nothing I can do today, but tomorrow I’ll be back
with a full force of Teamsters.”The following day, Hoffa returned with forty of his toughest
Teamsters, and they joined Wilder and the four young women on the picket line. When the
assembled police saw Hoffa’s reinforcements, they called in their own: ten mounted police
officers. The picketing continued, and both the picketers and the police expected a spirited
confrontation to occur.Trouble brewed when Hoffa spotted the laundry owner parking his car 50
feet from the laundry. His fists clenched, and his heart beating a mile a minute, Hoffa hurried
over to the laundry owner’s car.“We sure would like to get this strike settled,” Hoffa told the
laundry owner. “If we don’t, we’re going to get more Teamsters involved.”Out of the blue, the
laundry owner began screaming, “Help, police! This man has threatened to kill me!”Four cops
surrounded Hoffa, and they hauled him off to jail. At the station house, Hoffa used his allotted
dime to phone his lawyer, George Fitzgerald. In minutes, Fitzgerald sprang Hoffa, and an hour
later, Hoffa was back on the picket line.Seeing Hoffa back in action, and none too happy about
it, the laundry owner ran up to Hoffa, and he began yelling again that Hoffa said he was going to
kill him. Again, the police arrested Hoffa, and when Fitzgerald got him released a second time, it
was too late to picket again that day.The following day, Hoffa returned to the laundry picket line,
with fifty additional Teamsters pickets.The picketers set up a concentric circle containing two
groups of picketers. The outside picketers walked clockwise, while the inside picketers walked
counterclockwise. Hoffa joined the picketers in the outer circle, and to exude confidence to the
female strikers, Hoffa made sure he made eye contact and smiled at all four ladies as they
passed him in the inner circle.“Then it happened,” Hoffa said. “I was looking at the brightest pair
of blue eyes I had ever seen. They crinkled in the corners when she smiled back at me. Her hair
was shining blond, and although she was small and looked frail, she walked erect and proud.“I
felt like I had been hit in the chest with a blackjack.”Hoffa decided to make his move, and when
she passed him again, he switched circles and jumped in behind her. They smiled at each
other.“What’s your name?” Hoffa said.“Josephine Poszywak,” she said. “I’m a fine Polish girl and
proud of it.”“How about I just call you Jo?” Hoffa said. “Your full name is a little hard to swallow. In
fact, I can’t even pronounce it.”Hoffa convinced Jo that it was time for them to take a break to get
some hot coffee and donuts. In the coffee line, Hoffa said that maybe it would be a great idea if
they took in a movie that night at the Orpheum Theater, which, with its French Renaissance and
Baroque interior and Classical Revival Exterior, was the most luxurious movie house in
town.“You sure move fast Mr. ‘Huffa’ (she mispronounced his name on purpose),What’s the
rush? Why not another night; like maybe this Saturday night when most folks go to the
movies?”“Jo, in my line of work, I might be striking every night of the week for the next month or



so,” Hoffa said. “Tonight is the only night in the near future that I know I’m not doing any union
activities.”Jo reluctantly agreed to the date, and she gave Hoffa her home address.Hoffa was
overjoyed.When the laundry closed and the picketing was done for the day, he rushed home,
and he washed and polished the late model Chevy he had recently purchased. Then, he
showered and shaved, and he put on his best suit.At the agreed upon time – 7 pm sharp – Hoffa
waited in his Chevy in front of Jo’s house. He honked the horn a few times and waited, but Jo
didn’t emerge from her house. So, Hoffa stuck out his chest, marched to the front door of Jo’s
house and knocked. The door was answered by a rough-looking matronly woman, who quickly
identified herself as Jo’s mother.“Yes, can I help you?” the lady said.“Is Josephine home?” Hoffa
said.Suddenly, Jo appeared behind her mother.“I’m not going out with you tonight, ‘Huffa.’” she
said.“Why? I don’t get it,” Hoffa said. “You promised.”“I know, but I changed my mind, and I’m not
going,” she said.Then, she brushed past her mother and slammed the door in Hoffa’s
face.Depressed and dejected, Hoffa rushed home and looked up Jo’s phone number in the
phone book. He dialed her number. Her mother answered, and said, “Josephine’s gone to
bed.”Then, she banged down the phone almost as hard as Jo had slammed the door in Hoffa’s
face.The next day, Hoffa returned to the picket line, and there was Jo already marching in the
inside circle.He rushed up to her, and said, “Jo, please tell me what happened last night.”“You
honked your horn in front of my house,” she said. “Nobody does that in my neighborhood. It’s a
nice quiet Polish neighborhood, and when someone toots their horn, everybody looks.”“Well, I
didn’t see any harm in tooting my horn,” Hoffa said.“Oh, you didn’t?” she said. “You made it look
like I come running out of my house for every fellow who drives up and toots his horn.”It took a
little persuading, but soon Hoffa and Jo were back on the coffee line.“Look, Jo, let’s start all
over,” Hoffa said. “How about if you and I go to the movies tonight?” “But you said yesterday that
you didn’t know if you’d get a night off from union work for a while,” she said.“So, I told a little
white lie,” Hoffa said. “I was so desperate to go out with you, I might have said just about
anything.”Coffee and donut in hand, Jo spun away from Hoffa and headed back to the picket
line.While hoofing away, she turned her head slightly towards Hoffa, and said, “Okay, 7 pm
tonight. But don’t toot your damn horn.”“I swear I won’t,” Hoffa said.She stopped in her tracks,
turned, and faced Hoffa.“You have to come to my door and ask for me properly,” she said. “I’ll
introduce you to my mother, and you’ll have to sit down and talk for a while. Then, we can go to
the movies.”“But I met your mother already,” Hoffa said.“Oh no, you didn’t,” she said. “That didn’t
count. You introduced yourself, but you have to be introduced by me.”The following night, Hoffa
played the perfect gentlemen. He knocked on Jo’s front door. Jo opened the door, and invited
Hoffa to sit in the living room, where she properly introduced Hoffa to her mother.“It’s very nice to
meet you, Mr. Hoffa,” Jo’s mother said.Hoffa wanted to say, “But we met last night.” Instead, he
bit his lip, shook hands with her, sat on the couch, and sipped a cup of coffee that Jo had
brought into the living room. The three people made small talk for about 30 minutes, and every
minute or so, Hoffa resisted the urge to glance at his wrist watch.Finally, Jo stood from the
couch.“You coming?” she said to Hoffa.Hoffa almost tripped, as he jumped from the couch and



followed Jo out the front door. Neither said goodbye to Mrs. Poszywak, who just sat there on the
couch with a contented smile on her face.On September 24, 1936, after a brief three-month
courtship, Hoffa and Jo were married by the Justice of the Peace in Bowling Green, Ohio.
Because Hoffa had a special Teamsters assignment in Minneapolis, their honeymoon in
Cleveland lasted only two days.Hoffa was now happily married. But soon his marriage to the
mob would blossom even more, giving Hoffa the power and influence he could never have
achieved without the help and support of his bent-nose buddies.*****Jimmy Hoffa’s initial
contact with the Detroit mob was provided to him by his old gal-pal, Sylvia Pagano, when Hoffa
was only 21 years old and before his sit-down with the three aged Mafiosi, when he had argued
to save his life. In the early 1930s, Hoffa had a fleeting romantic relationship with Pagano, but
Pagano had her sights on bigger fish than Jimmy Hoffa.As was reported in The Hoffa Wars: The
Rise and fall of Jimmy Hoffa by Dan E. Moldea, “In about 1934, Sylvia Pagano, after her affair
with Hoffa, moved to Kansas City where she married the driver for a gangster-politician type. Her
husband’s name was Sam Scaradino, but he changed it to Frank O’Brien. Her child took the
name of her husband and was called Charles O’Brien. “To add to the strange situation, Frank
Coppola, one of the most notorious gangsters in Detroit, became the boy’s godfather. After old
man O’Brien died, Coppola began having his own affair with Sylvia, who was called “faccia”
because of her beautiful face. It was through Pagano that Hoffa was introduced to Coppola and
other members of Detroit’s underworld.”Frankie “Three Fingers” Coppola was friends with Detroit
mobsters Santo “Cockeyed Sam” Perrone and Angelo “The Chairman” Meli. Coppola led a
group of rogue strikebreakers, who, for the right price, cracked the heads of union men manning
the picket lines. All three mobsters would be partially responsible for Hoffa’s meteoric rise in the
Teamsters.In early 1937, Ray Bennett sent Hoffa out to Minneapolis to help Farrell Dobbs
organize truck drivers throughout Minnesota. Hoffa was successful in doing so, and this
increased Hoffa’s clout within the Detroit Teamsters organization. By the beginning of 1938, even
though Bennett was still the president of Joint Council 43, Hoffa’s power within the Detroit
Teamsters was equal to Bennett’s.Hoffa’s next big test was to resolve the ongoing battle
between the Teamsters and the United Brewery Workers Union of Detroit (UBW Local 38), as to
whom had the right to organize the city’s beer distribution drivers. The dispute came to a head
when Local 38 transferred lower-paid beer truck drivers into a separate local. This move made
these drivers ineligible for the higher wages guaranteed by Local 38’s citywide closed-shop
contract for drivers employed by Detroit’s seven breweries. That opened the door for Hoffa. With
the help of his Detroit Mafia pals, he convinced the disgruntled drivers to join his newly formed
Local 271, controlled by the Teamsters. This move precipitated what was called the “Detroit Beer
Wars.”In January of 1938, the Teamsters called a strike against the breweries, and things got
downright nasty. Hoffa’s main objective was to get the beer truck drivers, who were still part of
UBW Local 38, to switch sides and join Teamsters Local 271. Members of Local 271, as well as
members of Local 299, under the direction of Hoffa, picketed all seven breweries. But instead of
peaceful demonstrations, Hoffa’s men, with the help of Frank Coppola’s goons, rolled up their



sleeves, and the dirty work began.During a heavy snowstorm, Hoffa’s men stopped the beer
trucks as they left the breweries, pulled the drivers, who were still wearing UBW buttons, out of
their cabs and began pummeling them in the snow. This convinced many of UBW drivers to
discard their UBW buttons and replace them with Teamster buttons, or suffer the same
consequences.The breweries called in the police to quell the riots, but the Teamsters would
have none of that. The Teamsters then blocked the beer trucks by filling the streets around the
breweries with hundreds of automobiles owned by Teamsters members. Some brewery trucks
managed to break through the barricades, but the Teamsters’ cars chased them through the city
of Detroit. After the Teamsters’ cars tried to run it off the road, one Pfeiffer Brewing company
truck took refuge in the garage of police headquarters. After entering local bars to make
deliveries, helpers on Trivoli and Stroh’s Brewing Company trucks were kidnapped and
beaten.According to Out of the Jungle by Thaddeus Russell, “The conflict came to a head when
Brennan[LV1] announced that the Teamsters would call a citywide general trucking strike unless
the breweries recognized Local 271 under the terms of the Brewery Workers contract. Brennan
was likely emboldened by the success a month earlier of Local 299, which was able to win the
first industry-wide contract for Detroit cartage drivers and helpers by threatening a similar strike
that would have paralyzed the city’s commercial districts just before Christmas.”While the
Teamsters resorted to violence to get what they wanted, the Brewery Workers Union was no
slouch in that department.In late January 1938, the police reported that “a bus load of 40
hoodlums apparently hired by the Brewery Workers Union had arrived in Detroit.”Hours after the
hoodlums disembarked from the bus, shots were fired at Bert Brennan as he drove from the
Local 271 headquarters to his home. The bullets shattered the car’s windows, but Brennan
survived after he ducked under the dashboard with one hand still on the steering wheel. He
crashed into a parked car. Although his car was totaled, Brennan walked from the wreck with
little more than a bruised ego. With the city of Detroit a virtual war zone, Frank Martel, the
President of the Detroit and Wayne County Federation of Labor (DFL), stepped into the picture.
He met with leaders of the Teamsters and the Brewery Workers Union and convinced them to let
him mediate the dispute. Martel dealt a big blow to the Teamsters when he ruled that Local 271
(meaning Brennan and Hoffa) had no rights under the contract between the Brewery Workers’
Local 38 and the breweries, and that all members of Teamsters Local 271 should re-affiliate with
the Brewery Workers within 48 hours or lose their jobs forthwith.The Teamsters immediately filed
suit in federal court, “requesting an injunction restraining the breweries from putting Martel’s
ruling into effect.” But Federal Judge Arthur J Tuttle refused to intervene in the case. The
Teamsters then filed a series of lawsuits in numerous union jurisdictions, but they were shot
down every time.This forced Hoffa and Brennan to take alternative measures.Realizing they had
reached an impasse in the courts, the Teamsters ran an end-around the beer truck drivers. With
the help of Detroit’s elite Jewish mobsters called “The Purple Gang” (former rum runners, who
after the repeal of Prohibition, infiltrated legitimate booze businesses), the Teamsters
approached more than 1,000 saloon owners in Detroit and in surrounding areas. They also



formed an alliance with the Bartender’s Local 562 of the Hotel and Restaurant Employees
International Alliance and Bartender’s International League.The deal was this:Bar owners were
ordered to buy beer only from the Purple Gang and would only accept beer delivered by the
Teamsters. If anyone refused to play ball with the Purple Gang and the Teamsters, their lives and
livelihoods would be placed in immediate danger.The Purple Gang/Teamsters also enlisted the
aid of Commissioner Anthony DeMass, Chairman of the Michigan Liquor Control Commission.
In return for the Teamsters paying the tax on his lake-front house in Oakland County, turned a
blind eye to the illegal actions of the Teamsters. DeMass also granted beer-drivers’ licenses to
Teamsters and saloon licenses to anyone the Teamsters said needed one. This is the same
Anthony DeMass who would later serve as a political adviser to Hoffa and Brennan.By the
beginning of 1940, Hoffa’s Teamsters and the Purple Gang decided that getting the Detroit
Police Department in their corner was a smart thing to do. They started by giving moonlighting
jobs to hundreds of cops, and then they showered them with cash gifts and unsecured loans
from the Teamsters’ treasury. Any favors these cops requested, within reason, were granted. To
add the ridiculous to the sublime, members of the Teamsters Union served, at no charge, as
hearse drivers at police funerals.In 1941, the public got wise to the Teamsters’ machinations,
and a grand jury investigation followed. Charges of bribery were filed against Mayor Richard
Reading; the county prosecutor, Duncan C. McCrae; police superintendent, Fred Frahm; and
over two hundred police officers. McCrae and Frahm were forced to resign, but Mayor Reading
refused to cave in.However, in his bid for re-election, Reading was defeated in a landslide vote
by Edward Jeffries. After he left office, Reading was indicted on charges of accepting bribes and
conspiring to protect Detroit’s gambling rackets (selling them protection), and charging police
officers for their promotions. The prosecutor said that, during his time as mayor, Reading’s bold-
face extortion raised his yearly income from $1,200 (the mayor’s yearly salary) to over $55,000.
Confronted with mountains of evidence, Reading pled guilty and was sentenced to 4–5 years in
prison.Albert DeLamielleure was a decorated Detroit police detective, who was supposedly in
charge of monitoring the Teamsters. DeLamielleure was tight with Hoffa’s pal, mobster Sam
Perrone, and he had a hands-out policy when it came to taking bribes. Hoffa’s Teamsters was
only too happy to accommodate him.In return for turning a blind eye to the Teamsters’ dirty
deeds, DeLamielleure received cash payments said to be in excess of $10,000. When he was
caught with his hand in the Teamsters’ cookie jar, DeLamielleure was represented in court by
none other than Hoffa’s compadre, George Fitzgerald, the Teamsters attorney.The prosecutors
revealed in court that DeLamielleure‘s wife was the manager at Helen’s Bar on Jefferson Avenue
and Canton Street, which was conveniently located across the street from an Esso Gas Station
owned by Perrone. The prosecutors also charged that Perrone used Helen’s Bar, with Mrs.
DeLamielleure’s permission, as a meeting place for Perrone and his gang. As a result, Fitzgerald
was unable to save DeLamielleure’s job.However, DeLamielleure was not inconvenienced too
much because Hoffa immediately gave him a cushy job with the Teamsters union as a
representative.With the police and the politicians firmly in their back pockets, the Teamsters and



the Purple Gang utilized another tactic to increase their power and profits.For three years the
Hoffa/Brennan Teamsters, with the help of the Purple Gang, had tried unsuccessfully to organize
the Detroit wastepaper recycling and wholesale businesses. Using ostensibly respectable
people as fronts, they established four wastepaper companies under Teamsters contracts, and
then they forced out the non-union competitors. These non-unionized companies blew the
whistle, and a grand jury was formed to investigate their allegations against the Teamsters.This
investigation uncovered that “among other acts of intimidation, business agents from Locals 299
and 337 threatened to picket paper mills that were purchased from firms outside the cartel, and
almost certainly, they were responsible for the bombing of the home of one of the non-union
employees. Hoffa, Brennan, and their businessmen associates pleaded no contest to charges of
violating the Sherman Act and were each fined $1,000.”When Thurmond Arnold, the chief of the
U.S. Justice Department’s antitrust division, entered the fray, Hoffa’s Teamsters were thwarted in
their attempt to monopolize the Detroit wastepaper industry.After threatening to indict and
prosecute anyone associated with the Teamsters in their wastepaper endeavors, Arnold told the
local Detroit press, “We are rapidly drifting into a situation where the entire trucking industry is
going to be controlled by a few big companies, which in turn are run by the Teamsters
Union.“Unions must be made subject to anti-trust statutes, if economic justice and balance are
to be served. In unions, as in other associations, absolute power does corrupt.”With pressure
mounting, and prison cells beckoning, Hoffa and his boys backed off in their attempt to
monopolize the wastepaper industry in the Detroit area.Hoffa’s next big problem would be
caused not by big businesses, or even by overzealous prosecutors. It would be caused by other
unions, with interests in direct opposition to the Teamsters, who would give Jimmy Hoffa a bad
case of agita.*****The Congress of Industrial Organization (CIO), founded in 1935 by John L.
Lewis, head of the Coal Miners Union, was a federation of industrial unions, both in the United
States and in Canada. Lewis took this action because of his dissatisfaction with the long-
standing American Federation of Labor (AFL), an association of trade unions, which was
established in1886.It had been the AFL’s practice since its inception to concentrate its efforts on
organizing skilled workers; i.e., craftsmen like cigar makers, granite cutters, and iron molders.
Lewis argued that there were millions of semi-skilled workers who were being ignored by the
AFL, especially those in industrial factories that made automobiles, rubber, glass, and
steel.After Lewis unsuccessfully tried to change the practices from within the AFL, he separated
the ten CIO unions that were part of the AFL. Lewis the decided to organize independently of the
AFL. As a result, on September 10, 1936, the AFL suspended all ten CIO Unions. That was fine
with Lewis. Since the Teamsters, who were affiliated with the AFL, were mostly semi-skilled
workers, Lewis decided that the CIO should try to wrest some power away from Hoffa and his
crew. Lewis considered Hoffa and his associates to be ruffians, who were not truly interested in
the plight of semi-skilled and un-skilled workers. Lewis started his attacks on the existing unions
as far back as 1936. His first victories were on the West Coast, where he convinced non-union
warehouses in San Francisco and Oakland to join the CIO rather than the entrenched and mob-



infiltrated International Longshoremen’s Union (ILA).In the spring and summer of 1937,
emboldened by their victories on the West Coast, the CIO organizers invaded Detroit. They
brought along their new union cards, and they promised the workers better union contracts.
Their targets included workers in retail stores, groceries, and the city transit system. But they
also tried to convert the workers in dairies, bakeries, and construction companies, whose drivers
had been Teamster members for decades.Fights broke out in the streets between the men of
Teamsters Local 155, which was the milk drivers’ union, and the organizers from the CIO. Three
CIO recruiters wound up in the hospital.However, a week later, the CIO, not adverse to using
dirty tactics themselves, planted a bomb under the car of “Red” O’Laughlin, president of
Teamsters Local 299. Fortunately for O’Laughlin, he was not in the car at the time of the
detonation.O’Laughlin’s pal, Patrick Brady, one of the toughest Teamster organizers, was even
luckier. A bomb set to explode on his front porch was found before it could turn the porch and a
good portion of Brady’s house into rubble.*****A chip off the old Blarney Stone, Daniel J. (Dan)
Tobin was born in County Claire, Ireland, in April of 1875. In 1890, Tobin emigrated from Ireland
to Boston, Massachusetts. After stints as a sheet metal worker and a motorman for a street car
company, in 1894, Tobin got a job as a truck driver for a local meatpacking company, where he
earned eleven bucks a week. A few weeks later, he joined Teamsters Local 25 on the same day
it was founded. In 1904, Tobin was elected the union’s business representative. And on January
1, 1907, he was elected president of the Teamsters Joint District Council, whose domain
covered the entire Boston area. Tobin’s Teamsters were part of the AFL, and in August of 1907,
a group of dissident Teamsters decided to form their own union, which they called “The United
Teamsters.”This did not go over too well with Tobin.Tobin confronted the leaders of the mutinous
group, and when he could not convince them to cease and desist their activities, he told them,
“May the cat eat you, and may the devil eat the cat!”Tobin then met with AFL President Samuel
Gompers and pleaded his case. Gompers agreed with Tobin that two Teamster unions in the
same area was unworkable. After Gompers also failed to come to an agreement with the
dissident group, Gompers denounced the United Teamsters, calling their organizing practices
“deceptive.” Gompers then declared Tobin’s Teamsters as the “only legitimate union” for drivers,
and he ordered all regional AFL bodies to refuse to affiliate with the United Teamsters. This
tactic worked like an Irish good luck charm. A few months later, the United Teamsters were as
extinct as the dodo bird.Tobin moved quickly up the AFL ranks and was elected treasurer of the
AFL in 1917, beating a bloke named John B. Lennon by a landslide vote. In 1931, after cozying
up to the bigwigs in the national Democratic Party and gaining the support of AFL President,
William Green, Tobin was elected President of the National Teamsters. In 1932, Green’s AFL
endorsed Democrat Franklin D. Roosevelt for President of the United States against incumbent
Republican President Herbert Hoover. When Roosevelt won in a landslide, Green began calling
in his favors. While still President of the National Teamsters, Tobin, at Green’s insistence,
became the chairman of the Labor Bureau of the Democratic National Committee in 1932, 1936,
and 1940. The Roosevelt administration had tried to name Tobin the Secretary of Labor in 1932,



1936, and 1940, but Tobin figured he had more clout as President of the Teamsters, so he
turned down the appointments all three times.When Tobin took over as President of the National
Teamsters, their membership stood at 82,000. But in 1932, Congress passed the pro-union
National Industry Recovery Act, and by 1935 the Teamsters membership had grown to 135,000.
By 1941, with trouble brewing concerning the Detroit Teamsters, national dues-paying
Teamsters membership was a whopping 530,000, making the Teamsters the fastest growing
labor union in the United States.Unfortunately, although union membership was growing by the
day, so did corruption inside the Teamsters. By 1941, the union was considered to be the most
corrupt union in the United States. And although Tobin robustly defended the union against such
allegations, he instituted many constitutional and organizational changes which made it easier
for union officials to become crooks.After sharing their union headquarters with six other locals,
in December of 1941, Local 299 moved to a brand new two-story building on Trumbull Avenue.
The grand opening of Local 299’s new headquarters was set for December 15th. To make a big
splash of the event, and to garner valuable, and for a change, positive newspaper space, Dan
Tobin showed up for the grand opening.Before a packed house, Tobin led Local 299 in the Lord’s
Prayer, and then he told the assemblage, “May the Lord keep you in his hand and never close
his fist too tight.”After cutting the ribbon, and re-issuing a new charter to Local 299 President Ray
Bennett, Tobin left town with a bright smile on his face.However, despite the smiling faces, Local
299’s assets were almost depleted. But none of the rank and file union members had the guts to
ask Jimmy Hoffa and Ray Bennett how their dues had evaporated into thin air.Then, the CIO,
headed by President John L. Lewis and his brother, Denny Lewis, began giving Local 299 an
even bigger headache.On September 4, 1941, Denny Lewis made a speech at the Hotel Statler
in Detroit, in which he said that the CIO’s United Construction Workers Organizing Committee
was in the process of organizing Detroit’s auto haulaway drivers, which were presently under the
Detroit Teamsters’ umbrella.Russell Turner, a top assistant to John L. Lewis, said, “We have a
fair percentage of the employees of these firms organized right now, and we have already put
twenty five CIO union organizers in Detroit.”Frank Martel, the head of Detroit’s AFL, made light of
Turner’s remarks.“Instead of being worried,” Martel said, “we’re inclined to laugh.”But Jimmy
Hoffa was in no laughing mood.He issued a statement to Detroit press outlets, saying, “We have
been organized six years in the car-hauling field and never had any trouble, which is proof our
members are satisfied.”But Hoffa was not through. He then announced that new wage scales
were being negotiated with car-haul firms, and if his demands were not met, he would strike
those same car-haul firms.Hoffa told Mayor Reading, who had not yet been indicted, that he
would “close down the city tighter than a drum.”On September 18, the Detroit Free Press
editorialized as such:Reports out of Chicago are now that the International Executive Board of
the UAW-CIO is divided over the support to be given to the CIO Truck Drivers’ Union in its
membership drive. A delegation from the new union attended the Chicago meeting to urge all
aid and assistance. Cooler heads, however, argued the obvious: That an all-out drive would
necessarily include a raid against the AFL Teamsters Union; that such a raid would be violently



resisted by the AFL; finally, that an almost certain result would be a bloody war locally between
the two labor groups.Union business is union business, but such a prospect is definitely of
concern to the whole Detroit public. It’s one thing to “organize the unorganized” – the basic
principle in the CIO’s formation. It’s quite another to begin guerilla campaigns against
established unions. They can only lead to serious trouble.Robert Holmes, a British-born
Teamster and secretary-treasurer of Teamsters Local 337, was front and center in the battle
between the Detroit Teamsters and the CIO invaders.“Clashes between Teamsters and CIO
forces became so common that pedestrians couldn’t walk down the street without seeing a
couple of union guys rolling around, thrashing each other,” Holmes said. “There’s no doubt about
the fact that they wanted to tear us up and destroy us. When you consider the sweetheart
contracts they were passing out to employers to make themselves attractive and acceptable,
we, the Teamsters, were fighting for our survival.”The CIO hooligans outnumbered the
Teamsters thugs two-to-one, and scores of people on both sides were injured in street battles.
One man was reportedly killed.During the street war between the Teamsters and the CIO, Frank
Fitzsimmons, who would later become a large stone in Hoffa’s shoe, was the Local 299 business
manager.His friend and colleague Dan Johnson said, “The same day I was clubbed and nearly
killed, my friend Frank Fitzsimmons got his head beat in, too. Because some of his hair was
missing, we thought someone threw acid on him.”To provide direction and to rally his troops, Dan
Tobin made a quick trip to Detroit. He huddled with Hoffa and Bennett, and said, “My boys,
what’s happening here with the CIO is totally unacceptable.”“We’re outnumbered, but we’re
trying our best,” Hoffa said. “What do you want us to do? Start using machine guns and tanks?”“I
don’t care how you handle this; do what you have to do,” Tobin said. “But take this to the bank. I
want those CIO cocksuckin’ organizers’ heads busted wide open.”Then, he added with a smile,
“And may the most you wish for be the least you get.”Jimmy Hoffa had a few aces in the hole that
he was reluctant to use. But Tobin’s sudden visit motivated Hoffa to call in reinforcements from
the dark side.“We were tough, but we just didn’t have enough,” Dan Johnson said. “The CIO had
tougher guys than we expected. So, Jimmy (Hoffa) went to see Santo (Cockeyed Sam)
Perrone.”Perrone, a made man in the Detroit Mafia, had his first taste of the union wars as far
back as 1934. Perrone, then a foundry worker at the Detroit-Michigan Stove Company on East
Jefferson Avenue, did his boss, John Fry, the president of Michigan Stove, a solid when he
organized a platoon of head-breakers to help end a strike. Fray returned the favor by rewarding
Perrone with his own trucking business. And to go the extra mile, Fry threw in several sweetheart
contracts for Perrone’s new company, which gave him the right to haul scrap metal away from
Fry’s plant, as well as several others in the area.To help Hoffa rid Detroit of the CIO organizers,
Perrone called in his troops, and he also had Angelo Meli and Frank Coppola contribute their
goons to the Detroit Teamsters’ cause. The odds on the streets now swung in the Teamsters’
favor. The combination of the Teamsters and Mafia goons chased the bloodied and beaten CIO
recruiters out of town.Denny Lewis was not happy with the turn of events, and he told the press,
“Professional hoodlums and gangsters, sent by Jimmy Hoffa, were intimidating truck drivers to



join the AFL Teamsters Union. They had the numbers, and we didn’t stand a chance in
organizing Detroit.”After banishing the CIO from Detroit, Jimmy Hoffa had made the complete
transformation from a stout union reformer into a ruthless mob racketeer. A man close to Hoffa
said, “There’s no use denying it or dodging it. Jimmy handled the mob in an independent way. It
was ‘one hand washes the other’ for sure. The mob got something for their money. But Jimmy
still tried to represent the union membership, as long as the mob got theirs.”*****The bombing of
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, changed everything for Hoffa and the Teamsters.“After the
start of World War 2, we could do nothing buy try to consolidate and hold on to our hard-earned
gains,” Hoffa said. “Everything was tuned to the war effort.”The nation needed the Teamsters for
a different brand of work. And, to keep the Teamsters in line, the Roosevelt administration
forbade internal warfare between the unions.To make sure the unions did not hamper the war
effort, Congress, over President Roosevelt’s veto (because of union support at election time,
Roosevelt was beholden to the unions), passed the 1943 Smith-Connally Anti-Strike Act, which
basically destroyed Hoffa’s bargaining power with the big companies in the United States. This
legislation was fast-tracked after 400,000 coal miners, upset that their standard of living had
been lowered due to high wartime inflation, went on strike, demanding a $2-a-day wage
increase. This act allowed the federal government to seize and operate industries important to
the war effort, which were threatened by strikes. It also prohibited unions from making cash
contributions during national elections, which did not please Roosevelt and the union leaders
too much.In addition, Dan Tobin’s closeness to President Roosevelt compelled him to put a
damper on any Teamsters’ expansion during the war. Tobin issued an edict to his Teamsters,
and particularly to Jimmy Hoffa, that the union was now taking a back seat to the needs of the
nation. He immediately sent tens of thousands of Teamsters overseas to drive supply and
ammunition trucks in Asia and in Europe. Tobin also ordered the Teamsters drivers to ignore
picket lines of other unions asking for assistance with their strikes – even unions affiliated with
the AFL.Tobin wrote in the IBT Magazine, “We are pledged to keep the wheels rolling. Members
who refuse to obey my orders should be suspended or expelled from the union.”In an expression
of his dedication to the Democratic Party, Tobin gave the government an $8 million interest-free
loan, money which came out of the AFT’s treasury.As for Jimmy Hoffa, his main purpose in life
during wartime was to keep his ass out of the war zones and keep it firmly planted firmly on
United States soil. The draft had consumed most of the Teamsters’ membership, and when
Hoffa got his 1-A draft classification, he almost had kittens. He immediately ran to Ray Bennett,
who was tight with Tobin, who was tight with President Roosevelt.Word filtered up to President
Roosevelt that Jimmy Hoffa’s work with the Teamsters was “vital to the transportation industry
and to the country’s war effort.” In days, Hoffa was re-classified as II-A – “men necessary in their
civilian activities.” As a result, Hoffa never left American soil during the war.One of Hoffa’s
Teamsters henchmen, Roland “One Eye” McMaster, was not so lucky.McMaster, who was
considered the toughest brawler in the Teamsters, wanted to get the same draft re-classification
as Hoffa. To help his pal, Hoffa wrote a letter to the local draft board, stating that McMaster’s



union activities consisted of:Settling of all labor disputes between management and labor, and
particularly through his extensive knowledge, McMaster was very successful in the careful
handling of all jurisdictional disputes between the AFL labor organizations, and also with the
CIO, in particular of keeping a continuous supply of essential war materials flowing into our war
industries. In addition, McMaster has a glass eye, which alone, should preclude him from being
drafted.
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Ebook Library Reader, “I am a great fan of Mr. Bruno's books and this latest book was the best of
his writing yet. When I read his books it is like ha. I am a great fan of Mr. Bruno's books and this
latest book was the best of his writings yet. When I read his books it is like having a
conversation with him and that makes his writings even better. I rate this book a five star and I
can't wait f o r his next book.”

Thomas N. Osborne, “Good.. Tells Hoffa's story but does not solve the mystery of what exactly
happened to him.”

Zane Sterling, “Outstanding Read. Joe Bruno is just an amazing author. His stories are always
hard-hitting and to the point! No frills, just good old fact-filled stories!”

mark, “Four Stars. Well written and entertaining”

Marty, “Interesting. I found it interesting to read about the political friends and goes of Hoffa.
This also ties into the show "Boardwalk Empire" I've been watching.”

Brian Macdonald, “Four Stars. Good book great information”

Tony Calabro, “Great read. Truly enjoyed this book. Joe Bruno is on target with his facts and
insight. Without a doubt has his finger on the pulse.Tony Calabro”

Larry, “this is a good Book to read. If you are curious about Hoffa's life, this is a goodBook to
read.  The end speculation is great.”

The book by Joe Bruno has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 25 people have provided feedback.
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