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Chapter Two:  
Getting Started With The Investigation:
The first thing I decided to do, upon Mrs. Murphy leaving the office, was to asked Joan to Google Mr. Murphy and see what she came up with regarding his activities in the world. Second, I placed a call to LAPD and talked with my former partner Jim Kelly, in the Hollywood Division, and asked if I would provide me a copy of the Murphy suicide file. He said that would not be a problem, since the case is closed and therefore it was not an active investigation and he would E-Mail a copy of the file within a few minutes.
I had nothing pressing, my only case at the moment, but I decided I would wait for the file and then decide if I should drive out to Hollywoodland and look the area over. I then asked my Secretary,

 “Joan, Jim Kelly is E Mailing a copy of the Murphy file in the next few minutes; make me a hard copy right away.”
“Okay Jake, will do”.
Just as Jim promised, Joan laid the file on my desk about 15 minutes; it pays to have friends in high places. Jim was a Commander now of the Hollywood Division. I open the file and the first thing I saw was Mr. & Mrs. Murphy lived at 2800 Beachwood Drive in the Hollywood Hills, which of course was part of the original Hollywood Land Development, by a Real Estate Syndicate consisting of General M. H. Sherman (Founder of West Hollywood) Harry Chandler (Publisher Los Angeles Times and developer Sidney Woodruff. They broke the first ground in 1923 on the development, which consisted of 500 Acers of the Sherman/Clark Ranch.
The next important issue in the file was that Mr. Murphy killed by a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the left side of his head, by a 1911, 45 Caliber Army issued handgun in his automobile. Now served four years in Vietnam in the Air Force, as a Military Police Officer, where I carried the 1911 on my hip. It was a heavy weapon and if I planned to kill myself, I would use a much lighter caliber 
weapon, for the wound from a 1911 is messy. In addition, in my conversations with Mrs. Murphy it came up, for some reason, I cannot remember why, Mr. Murphy was right handed. Now why would he shoot himself using his left hand, a question that must be answered? Mrs. Murphy indicated her husband did not own a weapon of any kind, if fact he hated guns after serving in the Marines in the Gulf War. 
The next item of interest I should investigated, was the statement “He had no known enemies”, now, I know for a fact all Stock Brokers have some enemies, due to major financial losses some of his clients may have incurred from time to time.
Those were the top three items, which stood out in the report, the rest being routine, time, dates, location, Coroner’s Report, time of death, Investigators on the case and so forth. I’ll see where the top three items lead us; once you look into one item or two, you always end up with many more places to go.
It was getting late in the day, so I placed a call to Mrs. Murphy’s home and made an appointment to meet at her home, at 10 AM in the morning, to go over some of the many questions in my mind and learn  more about Mr. Murphy’s life. I said good night to Joan and headed for my favorite restaurant on La Cienega Blvd., Ollie Hammonds, just North of Wilshire Blvd and have one of their fine steaks.  
Then head for home on Lookout Mountain Road, just off Laura Canyon. I drove out Wilshire Blvd. from downtown all the way to La Cienega, turned right and pulled my 911 Mid Night Black Porsche into the parking lot. Not only was this my favorite place to eat, but before my wife and son died in that horrendous car crash, on the 405 near Oso Parkway in Orange County, she also enjoyed Ollie Hammonds. It took several years for me to get over that accident, where a Semi Truck plowed in to the back of her SUV, demolished the car, and killed the two I loved most in my life, besides my Mother and Dad. Since that time, many years ago, I had little interest in remarrying, but I did have a longtime girlfriend, Maria Vasquez, in fact, she was meeting me tonight.
I walked in Ollie’s and was greeted by my longtime friend, George Jones, who is the Manager.
 “Good evening Jake, your usual table, and will Miss Vasquez be joining you this evening?”
“Why Yes George, she should be arriving any time now.”
“When she does I’ll escort her to your table.”
“Thanks George”. 
and I walked over to my usual table, by the window, looking out on La 
Cienega Blvd.
This area of Los Angeles has an interesting history, for at one time there were many Oil Wells in the area. In fact, just up the street between Beverly Blvd, and 3rd Street, there was an Oil Well in the middle of the street, so the street went around it on each side. Another interesting point, where the large Beverly Center Shopping Mall is located between Beverly Blvd. and 3rd Street and where the Cedar Sinai Medical Center is located, there were many Oil Wells. In fact, today there is still one Oil Well pumping behind the Medical Center, on George Burns Street.
The waiter approached the table and asked if I would care for a beverage and I responded:
“I’ll have a Jack Daniels on the Rocks and a glass of Salmon Creek Chardonnay for my guest who will be arriving shortly.”
and with that, the Waiter departed to fill my request.
I saw George escorting Maria to our table; she was wearing a light blue suit that fit like a glove to her 5 foot 8 inch frame. She normally used that particular suit on her first day in Court. Maria was an Attorney, a very good one in fact, and she was constantly in demand for Criminal Defense cases.
I met Maria when I was still on the force, working a murder case in Hollywood, where I was sure I had the killer dead to rights, but in Court, she was able to get the Jury to find him not guilty. On the way out of Court, I walked up to her and said,
“Nice job Consular, a guilty man goes free.”
“Maybe, but that’s my job and your DA didn’t have his ducks lined up properly and the Jury saw it my way”.
“You’re probably right about that, why don’t we get together for dinner and talk it over?”
“Okay Mr. Caldwell, why don’t we meet at the little restaurant around 
the corner in about 15 Minutes”. 
We met in the Restaurant exactly in 15 minutes; I arrived a little early and that is how it all started ten years ago.
“Hi Maria, how was your first day in Court? You and the Judge get along?”
“The day went fine Jake, and I got along with the Judge, but this is going to be a tough one the way it looks.”
“Your Wine is waiting and let’s toast to your new case; may you be successful.”
“I’ll drink to that!”
And she sat down and lifted the glass and we touched.
“How was your day Jake, profitable I hope?”
“Yes, I have a new Client and she wants me to look into the death of Jack Murphy her husband. She has doubts about the Police report of suicide.”
“What do you think about her doubts?”
“Too early to tell, I had Jim Kelly send over a copy of the official Police File and there are some questions I have, so I’m going to meet with her in the morning and try to clear up those questions I have regarding Mr. Murphy’s death”. 
We finished our drinks and ordered dinner, when we were through with 
dinner I asked,
“Maria, will you be able to stop by tonight?”
‘No, not tonight Jake, I have an early Court Call in the morning”.
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