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Author’s Footnotes

I

t has been my life-long passion to write a World War II spy
thriller. That is why I decided to write Credible Dagger as
my second novel, instead of the sequel to The Balkan Network.
Credible Dagger is the story about the early lives of four characters I introduced in The Balkan Network: Harold Mattingly,
Josef Kostinic, Penelope Walsh, and Yuri Pavol (codename
“Preacher”). It explains the significance of why the Defense
Intelligence Agency picked three aging men to lead the 1999
operation into Serbia.
This is a work of fiction; with the exception of historical figures, all characters portrayed in this novel are fictitious or figments of my imagination. However, Credible Dagger is based
on real events. As such, I have included footnotes within the text
to emphasize historical information or clarification. Normally,
this is not done in a novel. However, as an avid reader of this
genre myself, I have often come across something in my readings that I’ve wanted more information on, especially if it was
significant or of a historical nature. Many times, I had to put
the book down and research the topic until I found the answer.
It is my hope, that you, the reader will find these embedded
footnotes helpful.
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Prologue

I

t was a beautiful Sunday morning in August of 1947. A thin
layer of wispy, white clouds lightly covered the hills of Palo
Alto, California. The young couple, Josef and Celeste Kostinic,
approached the small cottage along Junipero Serra Boulevard
near the Stanford University campus. Celeste held the small
piece of paper with the address, “Right here, this is it, 624
Junipero Serra Boulevard. He should be home at this hour of
the day.”
Josef and Celeste were living in Berkeley, just across the bay,
from Palo Alto. Josef had gotten a job as an assistant professor
teaching geography at the University of California. After the
war, Celeste, a former British secret agent, spent several months
trying to locate US Army SHAEF assistant and OSS analyst,
Harold “Hal” Mattingly, and finally found him. It seemed that
when the war ended, SHAEF closed down immediately and
General Eisenhower and his staff were dispersed to various locations throughout the United States. Josef stayed in Europe as a
representative for Allied forces, tracking down war criminals.
Celeste and Josef were desperate to find Mattingly, because they
had crucial information about his fiancée, Penelope Walsh. He
needed to be informed.
“Should I ring or knock?” she asked Josef.
“Go ahead and knock. The latest information we have is that
he has a live-in housekeeper and he may still be asleep.”
Celeste acknowledged and knocked gently on the door.
A few minutes later, she heard the sounds of little footsteps,
giggles behind the door, and a young child speaking French.
Then she heard larger footsteps, followed by a voice in broken
English with a strong French accent, “Who is it?”
xi
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Celeste recognized the French and responded, “Mon nom est
Celeste Kostinic. Je suis une amie de Penelope Walsh. Je viens
pour vous, Monsieur Mattingly.”
The woman didn’t answer, obviously surprised someone
spoke in her native tongue, and the door cracked opened slightly.
A small, elderly woman with white hair, wearing a large apron
greeted the two visitors; she continued in French, “I have all the
proper immigration papers. What is it that you want?”
Celeste continued in French, “No, it’s nothing like that.
We’ve come to see Mr. Mattingly with important information
about his fiancée. Can we please step in?”
The woman opened the door fully and motioned the couple
to enter, “Have a seat in the living room while I get Mr. Mattingly. Can I bring you coffee or tea?”
“Tea, black, for both of us, please,” Celeste responded as the
couple entered the cottage and took a seat on the sofa.
The woman nodded her head and disappeared into the
kitchen where the young child hid curiously behind a swinging
door. Celeste heard the older woman speaking French, telling
the child it was not the police, but friends of her father.
She gave Josef a curious look because he did not hear the
conversation between the woman and child, “I didn’t know Hal
had a child.”
“I didn’t, either, but a lot of things can happen in three years
after the war. He could have moved on and married.”
Ten minutes later, Hal Mattingly walked into the small living
room. He still looked much the same to Celeste as she remembered back in 1943, tall, lean, with dark-brown hair, and a thin
mustache. He was already showered, dressed, and ready for the
day. He wore a corduroy coat, blue jeans, and loafers. He seemed
much like any other twenty-four-year old, Stanford University
student. He recognized Celeste immediately. The last time they
had seen each other was in London, on the night he proposed to
Penelope, “Well, I’ll be damned, you’re the last person on earth,
I expected to see at my front door. It’s good to see you, Celeste.”
She gave Mattingly a big hug, “It’s good to see you, too, Hal.
This is my husband, Josef Kostinic. You remember. We were in
xii
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the war together. We talked that night in London, about our mission into Yugoslavia. Josef and I were married in a barn.”
Josef stood and greeted Mattingly. Hal extended his hand
out to Josef, “Ah, yes, I remember now. You had an ox and pig
as your attendants—pleased to meet you.” He then yelled out
in French for his housekeeper to bring a cup of coffee as he sat
himself down on a recliner. “So, what brings the two of you to
Palo Alto so early in the morning?”
Now Josef spoke, “We’re sorry to bother you on a Sunday,
but we thought this was the best time to catch you at home. I
heard you’re working on your master’s degree and knew you’d
be busy during the week.”
“Compliments of the GI Bill, I’ve already secured a teaching job here at the university, thanks to my contacts with Eisenhower. What about you?”
“Right across the bay. I was offered a position as an assistant
professor. The University of California had no trouble locating
anyone associated with OSS. I’m surprised they didn’t find
you.”
Celeste interrupted the pleasantries and got right to the
point, “We’ve come with information about Penelope.”
Hal sank into his recliner as he heard Celeste speak her
name, “I was told by the British war department that the Americans attempted a rescue operation while she was being held
prisoner of the Gestapo, but it was too late. The SS had already
sent her to Jasenovic concentration camp.”
“That’s only part of the story. Josef and I have a lot of information to pass on to you about your beloved fiancée. Are you
prepared to hear what we have to say?” Mattingly let out a sigh,
but nodded his head in acknowledgment.
Painful memories were still vivid in everyone’s minds. Josef
took a seat on the sofa. He placed his teacup down on the small
coffee table and leaned closer to Hal, “Very well then. I was
the strike team leader for that failed rescue operation. Celeste
and I pieced together her entire story from personal interviews,
military records, eyewitness accounts, and war crimes depositions. It all began eight years ago. I was a twenty-three-year-old
xiii
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student from Pittsburg, Pennsylvania beginning my second year
of studies. I was introduced to the Serbian National Federation
by my boyhood friend, Dick Vojovoda. Dick was already in his
third year at Belgrade University supposedly studying engineering. The Federation was a group organized by immigrants
from Serbia, offering scholarships for young Americans to go
back to Yugoslavia and study, along with transportation across
the Atlantic. They also included a small stipend of twenty-five
dollars per month which was a real incentive for me back then.
You have to realize, Hal, that the equivalent of twenty-five US
dollars a month could buy you a small fortune in Yugoslavia in
1939 . . .”
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PART I

THE EARLY YEARS

Chapter One

Belgrade

O

n August 25, 1939, Josef Kostinic, a second-year college
student, stepped off the train and onto the platform at
Belgrade’s, Zeleznicka train station. Josef was not a tall man at
five-foot, six with a short, stocky build and thick, black curly
hair. He had difficulty seeing over the taller men at Zeleznicka
station, where he searched for his good friend, Dick Vojovoda.
Dick was instrumental in convincing him of the great opportunity to study abroad in Yugoslavia. He had written to him
practically every month reminding him of the opportunity. As
the steam from the locomotive cleared, Josef could make out the
tall features of his friend.
“Josef, I’m over here!” Dick waved and shouted out to his
friend in English.
Josef clutched his suitcase and overcoat and made his way
through the crowd at the busy station. Dick, now in a full sprint,
raced to Josef and gave him a bear hug, “How was the trip across
the Atlantic? Did you come onboard the Majestic like I did?”
“Unfortunately not, it was a smaller ship. I was sick most
of the time until we reached Cherbourg. After that, I felt better
once we rode the train to and from Paris.”
“Well, I’m glad you’ve finally made it here, old buddy.
I’ll drive you to the dormitory where you’ll be staying. Once
you’ve settled in for the semester, you can move off-campus
into an apartment. Your salary will more than cover anything
downtown.”
“Did you say you were going to drive me to campus?”
3
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“My Packard’s parked out front. I’m afraid it’s a small piece
of information I neglected to pass on to you while you were still
back in the States. Most of the American and British students
here drive Packards or Rolls-Royces. You’ll learn all about that
later.”
Dick was a contrasting figure to Josef. He was tall, at sixfoot, four, with a strong, chiseled chin and speckles of gray
mixed with his thick, black hair which gave him an older, distinguished look. He spoke with a deep baritone voice. He put
Josef ’s bags in the back of the trunk and then unlocked the side
door for him. “Let me give you a tour of the city before we head
over to campus. Not only is this a great place to finish your
degree, but you’ll be exposed to many different cultures and
nationalities. Most of the foreign students you’ll meet are from
either the United States or the United Kingdom, but the student
body is composed of many nationalities from all over Europe.”
By September of 1939, the young American students were
enjoying a carefree collegiate lifestyle in Belgrade. Flush with
cash and few worries, Josef and Dick enjoyed most evenings in
bars, restaurants, or cafés where they spent their money. They
drank, sang, and listened to live music. The bars were also filled
with young, beautiful women.
One of these places was the British-American Club on campus. It was where Josef and Dick spent a lot of their free time.
It was also where Dick, being the womanizer, introduced Josef
to two women, Celeste Bowman and Penelope Mitchell. Both
young women were British students from the university. Celeste
and Penelope played the piano and sang duets at the club.
Celeste worked part-time as a teacher’s aide. Penelope
worked part-time at the British Embassy. No one really knew
what Penelope’s job was at the embassy because she never
talked about it. Dick believed she did some sort of translation
work because he heard a broadcast on the BBC one night and he
was positive the voice on the air was that of Penelope Mitchell.
Like Dick and Josef, Penelope and Celeste also became
close friends, and the two women had the opportunity to practice their French and Serbo-Croatian, since both of them spoke
4
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the languages very well. Celeste was a beautiful, young, twentyyear-old with long, black hair and blue eyes. She was petite with
a girlish figure and quite reserved. Penelope, on the other hand,
was a classmate of Dick’s and was studying to be a nurse. At
twenty-three and more mature than most women her age, she
did not fall for any of Dick’s womanizing. She liked him anyway, mainly because he was indeed a lot of fun to be around.
Penelope came from a working-class family who lived in south
London. Penelope was petite in build at five-feet, three. She had
short, blond hair and hazel eyes. Her father was an Englishman,
but her mother was Serbian. That’s the reason she also took
advantage of a Serbian scholarship fund for British students.
The first time Josef saw Celeste at the British-American
Club, he was instantly attracted to her. In fact, he couldn’t take
his eyes off her. She was wearing a light-blue dress with yellow
flowers. He told Dick, “She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve
ever seen in my life.”
Dick said, “Well, we need to do something about it.”
So, he arranged an afternoon picnic one weekend with
Penelope. He invited Josef to come along and of course, Penelope asked Celeste to join them. It was love at first sight for Josef
and Celeste. Neither of the two could be separated that Sunday
afternoon at Kalemegdan Park in Belgrade.
The first semester at Belgrade University, Josef was totally
committed to his studies. He no longer went out with Dick
to bars or Kafanas. Unlike most of the British and American
students, he didn’t squander his stipend. Instead, he kept to a
modest, frugal lifestyle, living in the dormitory on campus and
spending his free time with “Tess” as he now called her. To save
money further, he elected not to purchase a fancy, American
sports car like the other students. Instead, he used public transportation or rode his bicycle.
By the end of the second semester in May 1940, Josef
moved off-campus into a small flat downtown, mainly because
the dormitories closed for the summer. The move gave him the
opportunity to be closer to Tess and spend more time with her,
since he didn’t waste time riding his bicycle or taking the street5
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cars. Josef fell deeply in love with Tess and he considered his
next course of action.
One night at Tess and Penelope’s apartment, Josef spoke
about their future, “I told my parents about you. They seem very
pleased I met someone with a similar background. What about
you? Have you told your parents about us?”
“Good heavens no. Things are still old-fashioned at home.
We go about things differently than you do in the States. Naturally, they would want to meet you before we dated—even get
their permission to take me out. I haven’t told them anything
about us. I think it’s best I don’t mention it for now. The time
will come soon enough.”
“Tess, I want you to have this.” He passed her a crumbled
piece of paper with his hometown address and telephone number. “This is where you can reach me should I have to leave
you unexpectedly. I want you to have it. Promise me that you’ll
contact me if we should ever be separated.”
Tess was surprised to hear this even though she had heard
about the terrible events in other parts of Europe. “Nothing’s
going to happen. We’re far from the events in the rest of Europe.
Besides, I have a British passport. I can leave anytime I want,
just like you can with your US passport.”
“I’m not so sure about that. Take a look at what’s around
you. Tensions are high in the city right now—we’re surrounded.
The Fascist Italians are to the west and the Nazis already occupy
Hungary and parts of Bulgaria. Jewish citizens have already been
identified for deportation. It’s only a matter of time before the Nazi
war machine reaches the streets of Belgrade, and they’ll seal off
the exits. In fact, for your safety, you should consider going back to
England this summer instead of returning next semester.”
“That’s out of the question. I’m almost finished with my studies. My French and Serbo-Croatian are getting better and better all
the time, thanks to you and Penelope. I’ll graduate next year and
with the war going on back home in England, I’ll most certainly
get a job with the war department. Besides, Penelope has already
been told by her supervisor that she and I can get jobs doing special employment whatever that means, back in England.”
6
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“That reminds me about something. Why is she so secretive about her job? What exactly does she do at the British
Embassy?”
“I’m not supposed to tell you, but since you asked, and
you’ll find out sooner or later, I’ll tell you. I hear she broadcasts
over BBC airwaves. Not glamorous work, but the pay is good
and the hours flexible for her studies. More importantly, she’s
made several contacts at the embassy that can help her get a job
when she returns home. She doesn’t have a problem talking to
men much older than her, especially with her looks.”
Josef finished his cup of tea and got up from the kitchen
table, “I should be getting home now. It’s late and Penelope will
be home shortly. She’ll want to get some rest after a long day.”
Josef left Tess’s apartment and never again questioned her about
the work Penelope did at the embassy.
That summer, before school started again, Josef and Tess
lived a carefree life with little concern except each other. The
events in Europe in 1940 seemed far away and it was hard to
imagine that war would interrupt a wonderful time in their lives.
By the beginning of his second term in late August of 1940,
Josef decided to major in cultural geography with an emphasis
on Eastern Europe and the Balkans instead of history. Belgrade University had an excellent geography department and
encouraged students to take excursions deep into the heart of
the country to explore the vast religious and language differences. This gave Josef and Tess the opportunity to travel during the weekends, but in reality it was another excuse for the
couple to get away by themselves. A favorite destination was
the Fruska Gora National Park located a short, one-hour, train
ride from Belgrade. Here, they rented bicycles or hiked to the
numerous orthodox monasteries located in the area. One of the
monasteries, Jazak, even opened their doors and allowed the
couple free access to the entire facility. The other was the Ravna
Gora region of Serbia with its high mountains and dense forests
where they hiked and picnicked. There was never any more talk
about leaving Yugoslavia until world events suddenly changed.
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