
The Dutchman’s Legacy

 

A Detective Thomas Blade Investigation 

 

Book 4 

 

by 

Bert Haagenstad The Dutchman’s Legacy

A Detective Thomas Blade Investigation 

Copyright © 2026 Bert Haagenstad

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in  a  retrieval  system,  or  transmitted  in  any  form  or  by  any  means; electronic,  mechanical,  photocopy,  recording,  or  any  other;  except  for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior written permission of the copyright holder.

For Permissions, visit: www.BooksByBert.online 

Published by The Publishing Heaven

www.ThePublishingHeaven.com 

Cover Design: The Publishing Heaven

This  book  is  a  work  of  Fiction.  Names,  characters,  businesses,  places, events,  locales,  and  incidents  are  either  the  products  of  the  author’s imagination  or  used  in  a  fictitious  manner.  Any  resemblance  to  actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Printed in the United States of America

First Edition: 2026




Acknowledgement  

"Special acknowledgment for Nancy Swanner photographer"




Contents 

Acknowledgement ........................................................................... 2 

Chapter One 

Family................................................................................................................. 4 

Chapter Two 

Companions .................................................................................................... 12 

Chapter Three 

Missing Brother .............................................................................................. 22 

Chapter Four 

Connecting the Dots ..................................................................................... 30 

Chapter Five 

Jet Set ............................................................................................................... 37 

Chapter Six 

Auction House ............................................................................................... 56 

Chapter Seven 

Welcome to Paris ........................................................................................... 60 

Chapter Eight 

Temptation ...................................................................................................... 68 

Chapter Nine 

The Regulators................................................................................................ 79 

Chapter Ten 

Trust Earned ................................................................................................... 86 

Chapter Eleven 

Challenges ....................................................................................................... 96 

Chapter Twelve 

Price of Failure ............................................................................................. 106 

Meet The Author .......................................................................... 112 

Follow the series of:...................................................................... 113 





Chapter One 

 

Family 

 

O n  Carla’s  nightstand,  the  phone  rang. Upon  waking,  she checked  the  time  on  her  phone.  In  an  irritated  tone,  she responded. “What?”  A male voice said, “Carla, it’s Rocky, your brother.” Carla replied, “Rocky, what’s going on?”

Rocky said, “I’m lost, Sis, I don’t know where I am.”

Speaking  with  composure,  Carla  expressed  herself.  “Rocky,  calm down; observe this area.”

Rocky responded, “Oh, ya, I’m on a dock. Unsure regarding which dock, or even the city.”

Carla asked, “Are there any signs or ships docked?”

“Wait, a moment. Yes, I see one cargo ship. It’s dark out here. The vessel’s name is The Ranken, and it appears to be flying a French flag.”

Carla said, “Okay, good. Any signs?”

Rocky responded at a measured pace. “Someone wrote the number 62 on the dock.”

Carla said, “I need to go to my computer. Hold on.”

Carla exited her bed and heard Blade’s call. Sweetie, what’s going on?

Carla  replied,  “Rocky  is  in  trouble;  I  need  to  help  him.”  Upon reaching her computer, Carla booted it up.

After logging in, she searched for the vessel’s name and reported. “We’re in luck; the vessel is at Chicago’s dock. Let’s locate Dock 62.”

Blade, armed and dressed, entered the study. He brought Carla’s clothes and gear.

“Any updates?”

“He’s at Chicago’s docks, Dock 62.”

Blade handed Carla her things. Then said, “Let’s move.”

***

Blade arrived at the entrance gate of the docks twenty minutes later. Flashing his badge at the guard, he sped past. As they drove down the docks,  they  heard  gunfire  ahead.  Carla  reached  into  the  back  seat  and brought a black gym bag onto her lap. She pulled out one of her Colt .45s. As they entered Dock 62, they saw muzzle flashes coming from one area. Once she pulled a night scope from her bag, Carla scanned the area. She pointed Rocky out, who was hiding behind a storage unit. Blade stated, “Let’s light up those S.O.B.s, alright.”

Aiming at the muzzle flash, Carla fired. The shot drew the gunfire away from Rocky and toward them. Blade raced across the dock toward Rocky’s  location.  As  they  neared  Rocky,  she  held  off  the  gunfire  and reached to push the backseat door open. Blade turned the car sideways, making  the  door  available  to  Rocky  as  the  car  shielded  him  from  the gunfire. Blade fired toward the other guys. Rocky threw himself into the back seat. While Blade floored the accelerator, Carla reached back and closed the door. They left the dock two minutes later, making their way home.

***

Parking in their driveway, Blade got out of the car as Carla helped Rocky exit. He moved at a measured pace. Once she had helped him into the house, Carla guided him onto the sofa and sat beside him.

Carla said, “Rocky, you have a lot to explain.”

Rocky hung his head before speaking. “Sis, I have more questions than  answers.  I  woke  up;  I  realized  I was  in  the  water.  I  swam  to  the nearest shore. A minute later, I had people shooting at me.”

“You must have provoked them, or those fellows wouldn’t have been shooting at you,” Blade interjected.

Rocky, after pausing, said, “I was in a Paris hotel bar; that’s the last thing I recall.”

Carla inquired, “Was anyone else with you?”

Shutting his eyes, Rocky replied, “A woman was sitting with me. We started talking, but after that, I got nothing.”

Carla sighed and said, “You look like hell. Let me help you clean up. Blade, will you give him some of your clothes?”

Blade responded, “I’ll get you something.”

Carla helped her brother get into the bathroom. Blade made his way to  the  bedroom.  As  Blade  rummaged  through  his  closet,  Carla’s  call reached him. Dropping the clothes, Blade rushed to the bathroom. He found Carla next to her brother. Rocky had a towel wrapped around his midsection and was facing away from Blade. Carla pointed to the back of Rocky’s left thigh.

Carla asked, “What is this?”

Blade glanced at Rocky’s thigh, noting the swelling beneath a partly healed incision. Blade moved closer. Rocky asked in a high-pitched voice, “What on earth is that?”

Carla exclaimed, “We will find a solution, so please relax.”

Rocky’s voice was shaky. Stammering, he pleaded, “I want that out; my God, how did it get in there?”

“Doctor Langer will help. I’ll call him,” Blade announced.

***

Twenty minutes later, Carla answered a knock on the front door. She discovered Dr. Langer standing there, a grin on his face. “I rarely do home visits,” he stated.

“I know, Doctor; we really appreciate your help,” Carla said with a smile.

“So, Blade didn’t share much with me. What’s going on?”

Carla stepped aside, gesturing toward Rocky, stretched out on the sofa.

“Please get this out of my leg,” Rocky begged. After placing his bag on the coffee table, Dr. Langer kneeled down beside Rocky. Blade entered the living room and remarked, “Hello, doctor. I appreciate you coming.” While performing his examination, Doctor Langer did not look up. He stated, “The prospect of working on a live body was too good to pass up.”

Rocky  angled  his  head  toward  Doctor  Langer  to  the  maximum extent possible. He asked, “What do you mean by working on a live body? What kind of doctor are you?”

Blade  chuckled  and  said,  “Doctor  Langer  is  the  local  medical examiner.”

Carla pushed Rocky down as he struggled to get up. Then said, “The doctor needs you to stay still so he can remove the object from your leg, unless you change your wish to leave it as is.”

Doctor  Langer  administered  a  local  anesthetic,  and  after  a  few minutes,  he  evaluated  Rocky’s  reaction  with  a  needle  poke. Without  a reply from Rocky, he proceeded to cut a new incision carefully beside the existing  one.  He  inserted  forceps  into  the  incision  and  removed  a triangular object. Carla retrieved the forceps and the item. Carla walked to the sink and washed the item off as Doctor Langer began closing the incision. Blade joined Carla at the sink to examine the item.

Blade said, “A triangle? It looks old, a relic of some kind.”

“It’s  not  a  true  triangle;  one  side  has  a  slight  curve  to  it,”  Carla added.

“There  are  marks  on  one  side;  no  idea  what  they  mean,”  Blade observed.

“Time for some research,” Carla declared with a grin.

***

“Thank you, Doc,” said Blade as he approached Dr. Langer. “We are thankful for your help.”

Langer  finished  wrapping  the  leg;  he  packed  his  bag,  wiped  his hands, and then shook hands with Blade. Blade walked him to the door. “Have him take two capsules as needed for pain,” Langer said, handing Blade a bottle.

After Langer left, Blade helped Rocky to their guest room. Rocky moved straight for the bed and collapsed.

Carla sat at her computer, logged in, and scanned the relic. After scanning one side, she proceeded to scan the other. Carla, having captured the marks from one side, commenced a comparative search. Blade joined Carla in the study, taking a seat at his desk, allowing Carla and him to face each other.

Carla asked, “Where is Rocky?”

“The guest room. He was asleep before he hit the pillow.” “Good, he was exhausted. I have something.”

Carla  and  Blade  met  to  go  over  her  findings.  A  photo  from  an Arizona  dig  displayed  the  relic  overlay.  Blade  remarked,  “That’s interesting.”

Carla replied, “Let me continue the search.”

***

A buzz came from Blade’s phone. He answered, “Blade.”

“Detective, I apologize for contacting you at such an early hour,” the caller said. “We have a Jane Doe. The coastguard pulled her from the water near the docks about an hour ago.”

“You said the docks?” Blade asked.

“Yes, why? Do you know any information?”

“Possibly,” Blade replied. “Do you know her condition?”

“She’s unconscious. She’s in Mercy Hospital. Now, your turn?”

Blade said, “We had to rescue Carla’s brother, Rocky, at Dock 62. Unidentified shooters were firing at him.”

“Is Rocky okay?”

“In general, yes.”

“Explain, Detective?” the voice asked.

Blade explained, “We discovered Rocky had an object in his leg. We had Dr. Langer come over to remove it.”

“Blade,  you  always  jump into  the  deep  end,”  the man  remarked. “What did the object turn out to be?”

“A clay triangle, with some scratching on one side.”

The voice on the line asked, “Any idea what it’s for?”

Blade turned toward Carla and replied, “We are working on that.”

“Okay, keep me updated.”

“Of course, sir,” Blade said.

***

Rocky entered the study to find Carla and Blade engrossed in their computers.

Carla asked, “Brother, do you remember the name of the hotel in Paris?”

Rocky sat next to his sister and replied, “I think it was the Crowne Plaza. Why?”

Carla  grinned  and  said, “I’ve  reviewed  your  credit  cards,  and Crowne  Plaza  was  the  location  of  the  last  transaction,  two  weeks  ago. There is also a substantial charge at the bar.”

Blade added, “You hacked into the hotel’s security cameras, didn’t you?”

Without taking her eyes off the screen, she responded, “Well, of course; actually, their cloud storage, okay, I’m in. To begin, find the front desk  recording,  after  which,  go  back  to  the  date  and  time  of  the  card charges. There you are, little brother.”

“Sister,  you’re scaring me,” Rocky  said,  his  gaze  fixed  on  the monitor.

“You have seen nothing yet,” Carla said with a laugh. “Rewinding ten minutes after the bar charge, which was added to your room.”

They kept watching. “There you are, leaving the bar with a highly attractive woman,” Carla stated, pointing to the screen. “Care to explain that?”

Thoughtfully, Rocky responded, “That’s right. That woman came over and sat down next to me in the bar. We had a couple of drinks each; she wanted to go.”

Playfully, Carla inquired, “And where did you two go, brother?”

Before he could answer, Blade joined them and showed them his phone screen; he asked, “Would that by chance be the woman you met there?”

Rocky, checked and replied, “Yeah, that’s her. Wait a minute, is that a mugshot of her?”

Blade chuckled and said, “They have her name as Lisa Brown. The police arrested your friend on several occasions.”

Swiftly, Rocky asked, “For what? Never  mind, I  know.” Rocky’s comment and expression caused Carla and Blade to share a laugh.

Carla asked, “So, did you go to your room or hers?”

Rocky  shared  a  thoughtful  expression  again,  remembering  the details; he remarked, “We walked through the lobby, but we went through the kitchen and out the back. What I remember is that I wasn’t feeling well. We went outside in case I became ill. I recall nothing else until I found myself swimming in an effort to reach the shore.”

Blade added, “Okay. We have the when and how, but what’s the motive?”

Carla interjected, “I’ve checked, and there’s a camera on the back exit.”

As the monitor showed a receiving area, Rocky, and Lisa walked out the back. Two men were there; they grabbed Rocky and forced him into a waiting van. Lisa noticeably didn’t run. After waiting for Rocky to be thrown in, one guy grabbed her and tossed her in as well. Carla asked, “So, what next?”

Blade answered, “Let’s get some sleep. I’m exhausted.”

After Rocky left, Carla grinned and said, “You really want to sleep?” Blade returned the grin, took her hand in his, and led her to the bedroom.




