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			PRELUDE

			When I first met her, I still believed in astronauts and heroes, in shiny planes and glistening rockets, and in America and her freedoms. I was there to tell her story, an American story. It was also a feminist story, that a woman could perform better than a man even in his own game. In that respect, it’s true—she never let me down.

			There was always something clandestine and dark about our meetings. Never was bread broken as friends. Not even a pot of tea or the offer of a glass of water. Instead, with shades drawn in a tiny living room, hushed tones were used to speak of when America was in a cold war and a space race, and how this slim blond woman had come to know almost every major figure in America’s quest for domination.

			Jerrie Cobb is humble, and she’d even tell you that directly, in case you missed it. She didn’t like publicity in spite of having appeared on the big three TV networks and in almost every Time-Life publication. A portrait of dualities may have been there from moment one, but how often do we look beyond the first refracted light? The stronger image in a double exposure always catches our eye, and our mind makes sense of it, organizing it into something we recognize—into something distinctly human—into something very much like ourselves.

			I suppose I always wanted to be an astronaut, a modern-day explorer bravely hurtling into the great unknown. At its essence, this is also filmmaking. You approach a story that you’re intensely drawn to for reasons of which you’re never quite sure, but you fling yourself into a multiple-year obsession, and only when you’re done do you begin to understand what the story was all about. You just take the leap and know the rest will come.

			
				MYRTLE

				I was in a narrow art gallery at dusk when I spotted a frail woman dancing with a cane to piped-in music, and I just had to cast her in my next feature film. I had a lovely dance number planned where, in one woman’s imagination, strangers waiting for a medical test break into a dance, and I could now never see the scene again without Myrtle Cagle in it. It turns out Myrtle had early onset dementia, but her bright light was still shining from within, and her daughter agreed that Myrtle would love to be in a film. In fact, they both volunteered.

				As we left the gallery that evening, the daughter handed me a book, The Mercury 13 by Martha Ackmann. She said they’d brought it to give to Myrtle’s doctor, whom they’d seen earlier that day, but he hadn’t deserved the gift. It told the story of thirteen female pilots who took NASA’s astronaut tests in 1960 and shocked the world by passing. By tearing down gender barriers at NASA at a time when only men and chimpanzees need apply, they’d paved the way for Sally Ride. Myrtle was one of them, one of America’s first female astronaut candidates. Perhaps I should consider this story as a film, they suggested.

				Filmmakers are approached with story ideas nonstop. I always tell people to champion their own story, that no one will take their idea forward with the gusto they will. But this was different. This was an astronaut story. At nine years old, I’d written my own little letter to NASA asking how I could become an astronaut, and I was told I couldn’t because girls couldn’t test jets. Neither could grown women. It’s never a good idea to send a nine-year-old a rejection letter.

				Martha Ackmann’s meticulously researched book stepped through every detail of the star-crossed episode. Through her comprehensive work, you could glimpse the dreams of the thirteen women who must have, for one brief moment, allowed the fleeting thought that they had a chance to walk shoulder to shoulder with the men. A chance to imagine a world that recognized them as equals. A chance to brave the stars.

				As I studied the Mercury 13, I found out there were numerous books and documentaries on the subject, but none had pierced the public consciousness. Whenever I mentioned that there had been a secret women’s astronaut program, the response was universal: It would make an incredible film. How had Hollywood missed it? Well, their loss was my gain. I was now committed to making this movie happen.

				It was clear, looking at the dramatic arc from a film perspective, that one woman was essential to the story. Yet this key protagonist hadn’t participated much in the other books and documentaries to date. She was vital to the narrative because she’d taken the astronaut tests before the other women and, after passing, organized the opportunity for the other twelve. When NASA canceled the program, she was the one who demanded and received a congressional hearing, where for two days the idea of allowing women astronauts was debated. It was under the klieg lights in this high-octane forum that she made her deeply personal plea for inclusion. The world wasn’t ready for her, and she was not only defeated, she was publicly humiliated in the process.

				During the testimony against her, she sat silently while John Glenn, with half her piloting hours, proclaimed there were no women qualified to become astronauts. He said that knowing she’d just passed the very same tests he did. “My mother could probably pass the physical exam that they give pre-season for the Redskins, but I doubt if she could play too many games for them” was a typical Glenn one-liner that had the assembly laughing in her face. The proceeding ended with congressmen crowding Glenn for his autograph. Her dream of space was dashed, and she soon left the modern world behind to devote her life to serving the Indigenous people of the Amazon jungle, delivering medicine and supplies by air. She was recognized for this work with a Nobel Peace Prize nomination in 1981.

				When I first reached out to her by email, she was in her mid-seventies and still flying the Amazon skies every day. I was told by the woman managing her affairs that a message could be relayed but not to hold my breath. She would be a hard person to reach, but reach her, I must. I just had to meet this Jerrie Cobb.

			

			
				JERRIE

				My first sighting of Jerrie was, appropriately, at an airport. My patience had paid off, and a full year after my initial outreach, she agreed to meet me about the possibility of telling her story for a film. We met for a brisk lunch at the Baltimore-Washington airport as she arrived for the NASA fiftieth anniversary gala. John Glenn would also be there, but old tensions had eased, and their relationship had come full circle. Still, there was a twinkle in her eye when she told me she asked Glenn why she shouldn’t have gotten the geriatric shuttle seat instead of him since she never had her first chance. The defeat still stung, but Jerrie was careful not to appear bitter, and I didn’t get the impression she was.

				As I greeted her in the skyway, I offered to get her luggage, but all she’d brought on this trip was a canvas tote, the size of those given out free with a subscription to The New Yorker. She was wearing old lady jeans, walking sneakers, and a denim shirt. The NASA fiftieth was to be a black-tie event. I figured she had a plan that extended beyond the tiny bag but decided not to ask.

				Jerrie was nice but not necessarily warm, as we ordered fries, a grilled cheese, and a Coke at the airport lounge. Actually, I ordered that. Jerrie didn’t eat much, at least not when I was around. I stated my case, that I was drawn to her story, but I’d never done someone’s true story on film before, and I wasn’t here to talk her into it. I felt strongly that I was the one to do it, but the feeling had to be mutual or I would walk away. It was an interesting negotiation from the start, and one I sensed was fraught for her because there were a few tense moments. Why, I wasn’t sure.

				Jerrie had some stipulations, if we were to tell her story. From her perspective, the other twelve women had participated at a much lower level than she had. She’d been the first to ace the physical exams and had then gone on to tackle flight simulators, endurance tests, and spatial orientation studies, something the others hadn’t done. Then when the women’s program was scrubbed, she shouldered the fight for equality almost single-handedly. These are the reasons, Jerrie argued, she shouldn’t just be central to the film—she should be its sole focus. The others had told their stories in recent books and documentaries. She hadn’t, and if she were to do so now, she wanted it to be mostly about her.

				Another stipulation was how I handled a nemesis, Jackie Cochran. Cochran was the most celebrated female aviator of the era, but by the time the space race came to be, she’d aged out of consideration. Not one to be content on the sidelines and having married into great wealth, Jackie was the benefactor who had paid for the women’s testing. In the end, Cochran destroyed her own creation by testifying against the women, arguing that their inclusion would delay the Mercury program. She also seconded Glenn’s assessment that the women’s fitness was unproven. Jerrie wanted me to cut Cochran from the film completely, something I said was impossible historically and dramatically, but I agreed to limit her.

				Jerrie’s demands took me by surprise, but when I thought about it, I understood. She’d taken her lumps and gone the distance. This would be her story, and hers alone. Her stipulations meant I would need to craft a tightly focused piece based on her perspective, but she assured me I’d be given the in-person interviews and access necessary to do so. I agreed to her ground rules and felt deeply honored that she trusted me to bring her life story to the screen.

				Many had approached her, and many had been ignored. Why she chose me, I’ll never know. She liked me and said she could see herself in me. I, in turn, liked parts of her, but the woman I’d just met was not what I expected, and even in this first meeting, I saw an edge.

			

		

	
		
		
			
				ACT ONE

			

			WHO WAS SHE?

		

	
		
		
			ONE

			Redbird

			
				1.1 THE DRIVE

				It was a cold clear winter morning, driving up the New Jersey Turnpike, as I rehearsed in my mind the sequence of steps that might get me to Redbird. I’d already been working with Jerrie to tell her story for over two years, and I was now driving to the Newark Airport hotel to see her about problems with the film.

				Over those two years, starting in 2009, our relationship revolved around the goal of telling her space story, which would have been in the same vein as Hidden Figures, but our work took place eight years before that Oscar-nominated movie portrayed other influential NASA pioneers. Jerrie and I had met many times for the interviews from which our screenplay was developed. I held the exclusive option to her space story rights, which contracted us together for interviews and access to her historical materials. Independent dramas often take years to develop, research, and produce a screenplay, but we were through all that and into the casting phase. Our project had been going swimmingly—until I received a mysterious warning from a new acquaintance, and a pall dropped over the project. I was now on my way to confront Jerrie about all that had transpired.

				The problem, unusual as it sounds, was that I was briefly befriended by a high-ranking woman from the Department of Defense who, by her own admission, worked in espionage. I’d met her on a weeklong beach-camping excursion, where she arrived after me and parked herself in the campsite adjacent to mine. She was intelligent, fun, and interesting, so my partner and I spent quite a bit of time sightseeing with her, during which she shared riveting details about her spying career, work she had conducted overseas fighting the war on terror. I’d met this extraordinary woman seemingly by happenstance, although in retrospect, I’ve wondered exactly why we met.

				For a few weeks after that trip, we stayed in touch, and I even met up with her for lunch in Washington, D.C., while I was scouting locations for the film. But about then I noticed her habit of constantly dropping subtle warnings into the conversation about my film project. These comments took the form of non sequiturs that passed by so quickly, I wasn’t even sure I’d heard them. Initially, I wrote them off as odd comments from someone who knew nothing about the film business. That changed when she visited my hometown.

				Claiming to be passing through Pennsylvania, she stopped by my studio, and I happily gave her a tour. Things were fine until we reached the research station for my film, where she began grilling me about the dates of the historical materials I had on hand and lecturing me about levels of government classification. I explained that I had nothing classified here, that this was fifty-year-old history. She quickly zeroed in on binders of materials I’d gotten from Jerrie herself, and without opening them, she claimed that those in particular were “classified and needed to be in a vault.”

				This was outrageous on so many levels. I hadn’t told her much about the project and certainly nothing that would give anyone a concern. Not about to be pushed around in my own studio, I laid down the facts—that these were an older woman’s private letters, photos, and clippings, all of which I had legal access to and many of which were already public. It didn’t matter. The warning was given. Something about Jerrie’s documents was “classified,” and my project might have problems.

				Her negativity about the film created a strain in the friendship, and she soon vanished from my life as quickly as she came. After her bizarre warning, the project did hit a quick series of hurdles. Hurdles are normal in films. Warnings about classified documents are not. I decided it was my duty to look into it, to see if we were on solid footing, or if something about this once-secret program had hit a tripwire even now. So one day, as I was sitting at my workstation pondering this mystery, I googled “Jerrie Cobb” together with “CIA.”

			

			
				June Cobb

				What came up was a woman named June Cobb. I had seen her name before while researching Jerrie on the internet but had never clicked on it. This time I did. The search paragraphs were filled with gibberish, subject lines like “HSCA CIA segregated collection, box 40,” that made no sense. I waded deeper. More gibberish. These were government documents—something to do with the CIA—something to do with assassination—something to do with the Kennedy assassination! I read on.

				Whoever this June Cobb was, her name appeared in thousands of pages of government files that were part of the investigation into Kennedy’s death. The documents were dense, incomprehensible at first. I groped for a paragraph that made sense, that actually said something concrete. Slowly a picture of June emerged. Her full name was Viola June Cobb. She was three years older than Jerrie. She was a blond, like Jerrie, but a CIA employee. She was an agent. She knew Fidel Castro! This woman was interesting. She had evidently worked in Castro’s office as a translator while she was spying on Fidel Castro! Who was this woman?

				And then with a few clicks of my mouse, I knew. June Cobb was from the same hometown as Jerrie—Ponca City, Oklahoma. She was the same height as Jerrie, same weight. June had also lived for a time in Jerrie’s other hometown, Norman, Oklahoma. She was in the Civil Air Patrol, so they were both in aviation. Both were fluent Spanish speakers. Both had lived extensively in Latin America. Both left home in their twenties for South America. And then the point of no return: when I saw that June Cobb lobbied on behalf of the Indigenous tribes at the Amazon headwaters—the same Andean mountain people to whom Jerrie had devoted her life. Both women had visited the isolated region in the early 1950s, when almost no white people had ever been there. Both advocated for causes related to the coca-leaf-chewing habits of the natives, and both had exited the jungle from their youthful expeditions burdened by a lifelong jungle-borne disease.
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						FIGURE 1A. Jerrie in South America, snapshot, early 1950s.

					
				
				Consider, for a moment, the chances of any family allowing their college-age daughter to travel to the Amazon to contact Indigenous people in the 1950s, at a time when early expeditions were reporting that the jungle was riddled with cannibalistic headhunters. What was the statistical probability that two girls named Cobb of identical description and similar ages would be involved in aviation from Ponca and Norman, Oklahoma, with both in the Civil Air Patrol, both being Spanish speakers, both traveling to that remote tribal region and then leaving with a jungle-borne disease, while also being involved in top-secret U.S. government programs? I quickly imagined that those odds were about as good as two people sharing the exact same DNA, which I now suspected they did.

			

			
				1.2 ASTONISHING SIMILARITIES

				The similarities between the two women will, from here forward, be referred to as the Astonishing List of Similarities. I will state right here and very clearly that the CIA files say they are not the same person. In fact, the agency and a few other sources have photos of June, images that do not look like Jerrie. A woman named June Cobb lived out her life in New York City, and she matches the photos of June from her CIA tenure. Jerrie has maintained that she is not June. Both women have census records and other documents that record them as two people, and both have family members and friends who will vouch for them. All that is true.

				However, the more you dig into the biographies and whereabouts of the two women, the more synchronous their lives appear. So much so that the accrued mountain of similarities becomes an equal and opposite body of evidence with its own gravitational pull. Just as you cannot deny the existence of a Jerrie and a June, you also cannot deny that large sections of their lives moved in tandem.

				Take, for example, their participation in aviation. In 1946 both lived in Oklahoma City: June was organizing the local Civil Air Patrol squadron, and Jerrie was an enthusiastic junior member of the patrol and a constant fixture at local airports. While Jerrie’s career landed her in the National Aviation Hall of Fame, June would later tell a CIA interrogator that she was too “dumb” to fly a plane. However, one of her co-workers in Mexico City told the Kennedy assassination investigation that June “flew an airplane” and “had a twin sister involved in aviation.” That gem was delivered by Dave Phillips, a legendary CIA officer who was well positioned to know her secrets.

				When both women came of age, they both promptly left Oklahoma for international travels, setting their sights on South America. June’s first stop was Guayaquil, Ecuador, where she was hired for a PR position in Jerrie’s field, aviation. Aviation was also what had brought Jerrie down to Guayaquil, where upon her arrival, she was arrested for June’s specialty, spying. Of course, it was all a big mistake, and Jerrie was released with the help of the State Department, but while detained she’d picked up Spanish from the Ecuadorian guards. June was already fluent in Spanish, having mastered it through summer courses in Mexico City the year before.

				Once in South America, they both worked for aviation firms serving identical countries—Colombia, Ecuador, Venezuela, and Peru. But their youthful odysseys soon drew them both into dark corners of the Amazon jungle. These tropical expeditions affected the arc of both their lives, because both flew the skies beside a dashing new love who was also a pilot. Both considered their respective affairs to be the love of their lives, and both relationships ended tragically. Neither would find true love again, while both carried the emotional and physical scars for years to come.

				It is hard to overstate the astonishing similarities of their native encounters. In the early 1950s, June found herself in the jungles of Ecuador, clearing land alongside isolated tribes who were helping to set up a narcotics laboratory for her then-fiancé. Meanwhile, Jerrie was stranded by engine failure and hopped a rickety barge to the headwaters of the Rio Naya. With Indigenous women cooking her meals, she rafted through the tribal region that would beckon her back later in life, where just like June, she found herself clearing land alongside Indigenous tribes, who were once again dealing with Westerners in the manufacture of cocaine.

				Provably both women, during these early years in South America, intersected with U.S. government agencies, and both were also working at the behest of those agencies for aspects of their South American work. Meanwhile, both claimed Ponca City, Oklahoma, as their home base, where both made frequent visits between trips.

				Starting in 1956, both turned their attention from South America to Cuba. June began flying in and out of Havana with her drug-smuggling boyfriend, while Jerrie took to island-hopping her plane around the Caribbean with Cuba as her pit stop. Perhaps not coincidentally, Fidel Castro had just arrived by boat from Mexico and was mounting his revolutionary takeover of the country. Castro would soon become the operational target for June, who joined the CIA in the spring of 1960. Jerrie had entered her own secret program weeks before, having passed the astronaut tests and agreeing to organize women pilots to build on her success.

				Let’s recap. Blond, Cobb, Ponca, Norman, aviation, Guayaquil, Amazon headwaters, drug stings, spy capers, Civil Air Patrol, remote natives, clearing jungles, pilot boyfriends, fluent Spanish, lifelong diseases, government recruitments, top-secret programs, and Castro. They are now thirty.

				In their thirties, both women found themselves in lofty company. Both could count among their friends numerous Latin American leaders, titans of industry, and celebrated artists. Both had connections in the White House who were standing by if they had trouble clearing U.S. customs when reentering the country. Incredibly, the two small-town Oklahoma blonds were circulating with the intellectual, political, and industrial elites who were shaping world history, particularly as it pertained to Latin America. The Astonishing List of Similarities had expanded to encompass not only the arcs of their lives and travel itineraries but also the class of influential power brokers with whom they socialized.

				Now for the lightning round. Both were employed by Time-Life. Both developed movie projects. Both worked for oil companies. Both had their biographies land on American doorsteps in syndicated news stories. Both testified to Congress about those biographies. In fact, Jerrie visited a congressional hearing room seventy-two hours before June was whisked in for her secret session.

				Neither had a home base by the early 1960s, relying on the hospitality of friends. Both traveled the same geographical circuit of cities in perpetual motion. Both had indications of wealth but no visible means of support. Both disappeared for extended periods during their lives. Both were well connected to the national and international press. Both used pseudonyms with the initials “J.C.”

				Both opposed aspects of John F. Kennedy’s policies. Both were in Mexico City six weeks before Kennedy was killed. Both intersected with events surrounding Kennedy’s death. Both adopted a reclusive lifestyle during the assassination investigations.

				Both were alive when I started to look into them, but both had declining health at that time. I contacted both, but only one agreed to meet me and be interviewed. And my favorite astonishing similarity of all: both had either been arrested, persona-non-grata-ed, or kicked out of a country for spying.

				The above Astonishing List of Similarities is only partial, and I’d found many of these within the first few days of discovering June.

			

			
				1.3 SOMEONE WHO MET JUNE

				I was still processing the shock of discovering June when I emailed Jerrie and told her we needed to talk. I explained that a woman from the Defense Department had visited my studio and delivered strange warnings about our film, leaving me with concerns that I could discuss with her only in person. She got back to me promptly, and we set up a rendezvous in New Jersey. I now had three weeks to prepare.

				I figured three weeks would be plenty of time to sleuth out whether Jerrie was June, because all I needed to do was find someone who’d met her. A few googles later I learned that John Newman’s 1995 book Oswald and the CIA quoted June Cobb in several key chapters. The author’s footnotes indicated that he’d interviewed her five times, so I assumed he’d be able to settle the matter of double identity once and for all. As it turned out, nothing gets settled that easily when you enter the murky and troubled waters surrounding June Cobb.

				Newman got back to me on his sixtieth birthday, and we spent much of that evening on the phone. He began researching the Kennedy assassination after a career in army intelligence, and he is known for his encyclopedic knowledge of the Kennedy documents. Not long into our call, I sent him an email with Jerrie’s photo, hoping for an immediate identification. He told me that Jerrie was similar to the woman he had met as June Cobb, but he couldn’t be sure they were the same. He couldn’t rule them in as one person, but he also was unable to rule them out.

				While some of Newman’s interviews with June were by phone, he told me they’d spoken in person at least once, in a Manhattan restaurant, where he’d put her at ease by explaining that he’d been a senior intelligence officer. No matter how many moving images, still pictures, and videotapes of Jerrie I supplied Newman with over the years, the status of his identification would remain the same. Jerrie could be the same woman he met as June Cobb, but he could never be sure.

				Newman had retired from his work on the JFK case before I met him, and he had no plans ever to circle back to it. After our first call, he and I collaborated for about two years, and I credit him with teaching me how to read and evaluate complex government files. The JFK documents can be mystifying at first, but during this period I developed a fluency with them, thanks in great part to him.

				So now I knew that after sitting across the table from June, hearing her voice, and watching her mannerisms, a man with a firsthand understanding of intelligence couldn’t be sure if she was Jerrie Cobb or not. And with that unsatisfactory answer in hand, I shifted the preparations for my meeting with Jerrie back to the place where June comes most vividly to life—in the acid-free boxes of the National Archives.

			

			
				1.4 LEARNING MORE ABOUT JUNE

				As I pored over the CIA documents in the JFK Assassination Records Collection, a fascinating portrait of June was emerging. She had left small-town Oklahoma for South America in the late 1940s and never looked back. After spending numerous years in the Amazon jungle, she emerged to work with U.S. agencies on the raid of her fiancé’s Colombian drug factory, a criminal ring with sales turf in Cuba. From there, she became a fervent supporter of Fidel Castro, relocating to Havana at his invitation to help with his fledgling government. Once there, just as she had done to her fiancé, she began working with the American authorities against him.

				June’s CIA file consists of thousands of pages. She was recruited into the agency in Havana in the spring of 1960, then relocated to Mexico City in mid-1961, where she was stationed for the CIA until 1966. After that, she worked for the agency on an ad hoc basis out of New York City until at least 1968 and perhaps beyond.

				The CIA documents sometimes describe June in her early days as Fidel Castro’s secretary, but by working with U.S. intelligence, she was actually a double agent. But June wasn’t just any double agent. She was a spy targeting America’s number-one enemy at the height of the Cold War, when we were trying to depose him by any means necesssary. She was working right under Castro’s nose, while urging his so-called loyalists to betray him. Had the Cubans unmasked her, she’d have taken her last breath before a firing squad, a fate that did befall her collaborator, William Morgan. I quickly realized that this June Cobb, up to now a historical footnote, might well be among the most daring spies who ever lived.

				But not every story was so flattering. A woman who’d seen Lee Harvey Oswald in Mexico City wanted to report what she knew to the authorities, but June Cobb intervened. That woman did report about Oswald, but not through Cobb’s preferred channels—and afterward claimed June maimed her pet cat in retaliation. If there was any truth to that allegation, then June intimidated a witness in the JFK assassination investigation. Worse yet, she did so in such a horrific way that I was unable to comprehend any woman doing it.

				Certainly not the woman I’d spent many an hour interviewing: A trailblazer whose activism paved the way for Sally Ride. An altruist who received a Nobel Peace Prize nomination for her devotion to the Amazon people. A woman who’d become quite fond of me, and whose trust I had earned.

				My review of June’s CIA file was far from a sterile academic exercise. I was trying to figure out if the woman I knew as Jerrie either was June Cobb or was tangled up in her spy operations—and that answer now carried immense ramifications: Had Jerrie defrauded my investors by withholding the true nature of her work with the government? Was she part of some kind of a double identity illusion? And what relationship might she have had to Kennedy’s murder?

				The fact remains that Jerrie invited me into her life despite any secrets she was protecting. She often said she felt God had brought us together for a reason. I believed that telling someone’s story was a deep honor and a responsibility, but I felt a more profound and abiding responsibility to the truth.

				I would spare no question in the name of hurt feelings as I drove to Newark to see her that morning. She owed me answers, and I was determined to get them. But more important was that I’d discovered something eerily familiar as I followed the tributaries throughout the Kennedy assassination saga. So now, as I was driving to see her, I knew that no matter what else transpired, I had to somehow navigate the conversation to Redbird.

			

			
				1.5 ON THE DAY

				Redbird Airport was a small executive airfield in Dallas that in 1963 catered to the private plane market. During my three weeks of preparation, I kept coming back to the comment that June Cobb “flew an airplane” and “had a twin sister in aviation.” Obviously, I was wondering if the two women were one, which led me to look for a plane similar to Jerrie’s within the assassination saga. After all, since June was discussed in thousands of documents in the JFK Assassination Records, maybe just one would mention her plane.

				I didn’t have much to go on, but back then Jerrie flew a twin-engine, seven-seat Aero Commander, so if she was June, that was probably the plane she was flying. After an exhaustive search of the JFK Assassination Records and witness interviews, lo and behold, I found a similar plane that piqued my interest, out at Redbird Airport.

				On the day of the assassination, not long after the president was shot, local residents became concerned about activity on an outer runway at Redbird. A private twin-engine plane had sat on the runway for over an hour, revving its engines without taking off. The engine noise was so loud, people were having trouble hearing Walter Cronkite delivering his grim updates on TV. Some even became concerned that the plane was connected to the crime, so they reported the incident to local broadcast outlets, putting the strange event into the record.

				Nobody knows what Lee Harvey Oswald’s exit strategy was to have been, but every step he took after leaving the scene took him closer to Redbird. First, he hopped on a bus exiting town toward the airport. When that bus stalled in traffic, he jumped out and was handed a transfer ticket good for another bus. He then taxied to his rooming house and, from there, walked, so it is hard to say where he was headed. But the bus depot in the direction he was walking could have taken him to Redbird. And upon his arrest, the prepaid ticket, good for a Redbird bus, was still in his pocket. If Jerrie and June were the same person, could the secret she was hiding be about Redbird?

				If June Cobb was hiding any big secrets, I realized I might be the only person in the world who was in a position to get them. In 1978, when Congress initiated its inquiry into President Kennedy’s murder, June was atop their witness list. Investigators asked the agency to produce her, but the CIA claimed it had lost track of her and suggested they look for a “June Cobb Sharp” in New York City, implying that her married name was now “Sharp.” It wasn’t. The mysterious agent whose life shadowed Jerrie’s was never brought forward to say what she knew about Kennedy’s killing.

				So as I drove to Newark for my conversation with Jerrie, I knew I needed to steer the topic to Redbird. I even rehearsed in my mind the series of questions and answers to get there. I’ll never forget focusing out my jeep’s windshield and thinking, “No matter how angry she gets and before she stomps off, whatever you do, just ask about Redbird.” My heart was pounding and my adrenaline was on blast as I pulled into the Newark Airport Sheraton, the spot she’d chosen for our meeting.

				As I entered the lobby, there she was, as always, eagerly awaiting me with an ear-to-ear smile and arms flung wide open. Up to and including that moment, I couldn’t have fathomed that she’d have been a willing participant in the president’s death.

				Yes, I thought she was June Cobb, and based on what I’d seen in the CIA documents, I suspected she might have come away with radioactive information about the president’s killing. But I knew her, knew of her patriotism and beliefs, religious and political. There was nothing radical, nothing hateful there. She even struck me as someone who voted for Kennedy. The cat-maiming story wasn’t in keeping with the woman I knew. I wanted to hear her side, and I was truly hoping for a plausible explanation.

				I just couldn’t imagine what that plausible explanation could be.

			

			
				The Conversation

				We sat down in the restaurant for breakfast, and I ordered eggs while Jerrie ordered nothing. Throughout all our conversations, whether at her home or at a restaurant, she never ate or ordered. On this morning, I noticed she was wearing a hint of blush, something I’d never seen her do before. She was sporting electric-blue track pants and a goalie shirt, as if ready to walk on a treadmill, and her hair was pulled into a tight ponytail, as always. She was bright, relaxed, and happy to see me. I felt I was doing well at giving the appearance of offhandedness as well as warmth. I didn’t want to come off any differently than I always had, and certainly not as accusatory or cold.

				As my coffee arrived, I updated her on the film and said we’d hit a few snags. I’d previously explained in an email how the self-described espionage agent from the Department of Defense warned me about our project, and Jerrie knew it had rattled me. As I restated those concerns, I noticed how nonplussed she was while I described the arrival of a federal agent. I had expected her to be skeptical, since I put warnings from federal agents and unicorns in the same category. Apparently, she did not. She accepted my story that an agent had appeared on my doorstep, without any mention of its rarity. She even boasted that she’d had many encounters with “spooks,” as she called them. I confessed I’d never met one.

				Jerrie wanted me to quickly resume work on the film without concerning myself too much with this visitor. I said the woman who came to my office was, by my estimation, a CIA agent, explaining that in one of our conversations, the woman had even suggested that I visit the CIA website and consider putting myself to use for our country.

				“Oh, that’s no big deal. They tried to recruit me, too,” Jerrie said.

				Really?

				“Sure. Many times. I wouldn’t do it.” Her gaze then cut the air with a certain intensity, as she warned, “Don’t you do it.”

				I felt the power of her warning and sensed it was spoken from experience. I assured her I would never sign up. I’m an independent filmmaker. I don’t answer even to Hollywood, let alone to the government. I told her I considered work for the CIA to be patriotic and necessary, just not for me.

				“Good,” she said, pleased that I wouldn’t consider joining.

				By this time, I urged her to order something rather than me eating alone, so she got an orange juice. The restaurant had wide-open seating with no other customers, yet a middle-aged couple just entered and chose the table right beside us. If I stretched my arm out to the left, I could touch them. They never said a word but sat silently eating their breakfast throughout our entire visit. I wondered if we were being monitored, and I wasn’t going to let that stop me.

				I didn’t take notes and recorded my thoughts immediately afterward. What follows is a reconstruction of parts of the conversation.

				Mary: Wow, so they tried to recruit you for the CIA? What happened?

				Jerrie: Oh, sure. Many times. I wouldn’t do it.

				 M: How’d they approach you the first time? Do you remember?

				 J: Well, the first time, they tried to get me on a drug-smuggling accusation and force me to do it.

				I flashed on June Cobb and her drug-smuggling boyfriend. June had even been accused of narcotics use herself, in a tabloid story that greatly upset her. Was Jerrie telling me part of June’s biography but now owning it herself?

				 M: How can they accuse you of drug smuggling if it isn’t true?

				 J: Oh, they’ll try, but they didn’t have anything on me, so I told ’em no.

				 M: What about the next time they tried?

				 J: They tried again after the space hearings. They’re always trying. You just have to say no to ’em.

				 M: So how many times did they try to recruit you? Five times? Ten?

				 J: Maybe eight or ten.

				 M: So why didn’t you sign up? Maybe it’s good work. What’s wrong with it?

				 J: If you want to work with the Indigenous, the natives won’t trust you. The CIA isn’t very well liked in the jungle, and it’s best not to get mixed up with them.

				At that point, I pivoted to describe how the visiting agent had come to my studio and told me that Jerrie’s documents were classified and needed to be in a vault. That made her laugh. She wasn’t put one bit off balance. Her gentle smile even indicated she was enjoying all this. I, on the other hand, wasn’t happy to have received a warning from a federal agent. I told her I thought this woman had no business butting into our project, and I had half a mind to call up the CIA and tell them a Defense Department official had told me I had classified documents.

				 J: Now, you don’t want to get your friend in trouble, do you?

				 M: So what? If she’s nosing around our project, it doesn’t sound like she’s on our side. Federal agents aren’t supposed to be butting into people’s movies. What do I care if she gets in trouble?

				I couldn’t help but notice how Jerrie seemed more worried about the agent’s career than about the implications for our project. I told her that with all the secret work she’d done at NASA, she certainly could have signed up for the CIA, but she wouldn’t be able to tell me if she had. Jerrie said, yes, it was true, that “the agency,” as she called it, would put agents under secrecy agreements, and she was very familiar with the parameters of those agreements, and with what could and could not be discussed.

				 M: From what the visiting agent told me, once an agent signs a secrecy agreement, they can’t divulge information, or they could be held accountable under the law. I don’t know if that was true in the old days or not.

				 J: Yes, it was the same back then.

				 M: So that means if you ask an agent about their life and what they did, they can’t really tell you anything.

				 J: Sure, they can. They can talk about a lot of things.

				 M: Well, they can’t tell you about what they really did, or that would be violating their secrecy agreement. I think if they tell you something classified, they could even be up for some sort of charge, like a jail sentence.

				 J: Yes, and they should be. But they can talk about lots of things in their life, just not what they did on operations.

				 M: Really?

				She nodded with great authority. Was she telling me the rules of our engagement?

				 M: So then you couldn’t tell me if you had worked for the agency.

				 J: No. But I didn’t.

				 M: Well, I’m sure you’ll understand that considering what happened, I had to at least consider that you might have done some work for the agency. And as the head of the film, it was my responsibility to look into it for the protection of potential investors. So I did look into it. And what I did was google your name and the word CIA to see if anything came up. And what came up was this other lady, June Cobb, who is a CIA agent.

				 J: Oh yes, June.

				Jerrie couldn’t have been more relaxed and offhanded. Did she even seem happy?

				 M: So you know her?

				 J: No, but I know of her.

				 M: So then you know she was from your hometown, Ponca City. She’s two or three years older than you. You never ran into her?

				 J: No.

				 M: Well, she’s in your other hometown, too, Norman, which is also her other hometown. She’s supposed to be a blond woman, about your size. She was in the Civil Air Patrol at the same time you were back in Oklahoma. You didn’t see her there in the Civil Air Patrol?

				 J: No.

				 M: Really? Because I wouldn’t think there’d be too many girl pilots with the name Cobb in that Civil Air Patrol at the local airports. She must have been pretty serious. She was a lieutenant.

				 J: A lieutenant isn’t very high. Anybody can be a lieutenant.

				 M: Not high? She was an officer. She advanced herself.

				 J: A lieutenant isn’t much. It’s the lowest officer.

				 M: She was a blond named Cobb, about your age. So you never bumped into her at the local airports. Did you know this other Cobb family?

				 J: I’d heard of them.

				 M: What did you hear?

				 J: She has a checkered past. I know that much. Everything she says is a lie.

				 M: What makes you say that?

				 J: She’s done a lot of things…. I wouldn’t believe anything she says.

				 M: But if you don’t know her, why wouldn’t you give her a chance? If she’s an agent, maybe she can’t say everything. Who knows? Maybe she has to lie if she signed a secrecy agreement.

				 J: She has a checkered past. She’s alive, you know. You should contact her.

				 M: She’s alive? For sure? How do you know?

				 J: I think she is. Why don’t you contact her?

				 M: I plan to.

				The fact is, I’d already looked up June Cobb during my three weeks of preparation. At the time, she had two addresses in New York City. One was on Park Avenue, and the other was near a film crew member’s apartment in Lower Manhattan.

				The week before, my crew member, who was looped in to the whole situation, offered to walk over to June’s apartment to try to get a look at her. When she entered the building’s lobby, it appeared to be a halfway house for the destitute. Improvising, she told the attendant she was interested in an apartment for her mother. “Oh, by the way,” she added, “June Cobb, who lives here, is a friend of my mother’s. Is she here?” The attendant explained that June wasn’t there anymore and was frail. I hadn’t shared any of this with Jerrie.

				Suddenly, Jerrie brought up this very crew member, whom she’d never met and had barely heard of, and told me to fire her, right on the heels of suggesting I should contact June Cobb. Were Jerrie’s desire to fire the crew member and the probing visit connected?

				So far, nothing in Jerrie’s demeanor or answers was assuring me that she wasn’t June Cobb.

				 M: I’m sure you’ll understand that I have to ask you once and for all, because we’re doing this project together and I need to ask you very directly. Are you June Cobb, or have you ever used the name June Cobb for work for the government?

				 J: No.

				Jerrie wasn’t upset in the slightest by this question. I studied every inch of her face. She smiled warmly and was fully relaxed. Too relaxed, too happy. This question didn’t faze her, nor was she mad, or defensive, or acting like anything was out of the norm. It was as if this were an everyday conversation for her.

				I pressed on.

				 M: You have never used the name June Cobb or Viola June Cobb for anything, ever?

				 J: No.

				She looked at me with great fondness. I’d just confronted her about having a double identity, which would mean she’d lied to me and sold me her life story under a false pretense, and she didn’t even flinch. She wasn’t stressed in the slightest. Nor did she seem to think I was crazy for bringing it up. I was even getting the impression she was enjoying herself. My questioning her identity didn’t diminish me in her eyes, nor did it seem to be impacting our friendship.

				At this point, I had to recalibrate, because I’d expected her to walk off in a huff, and I still had several more chess moves before landing this conversation at Redbird.

				 M: So here’s the problem with that. This June Cobb, she’s turning up everywhere you are. I mean, it’s uncanny. I looked into her. Not only is she supposed to be blond and looks like you—she’s in your hometown of Ponca City, then your other hometown, Norman. Then this June Cobb is in New York City—when you’re in an apartment announcing the astronaut thing, she’s also in New York. When you’re in D.C. at that hearing, she’s there in D.C.—like, the exact same day! But get this…You know when you were in the Amazon jungle with those Indigenous people? That tribe you selected because it’s the most remote place on earth and the single most remote civilization that exists? She knows that same tribe—and she’s there, too, way back in the early days, and in those days, hardly any white people had ever been there! But she’s there, too, and she feels the same way that you do about that tribe and their coca leaf chewing. You didn’t see her? Or did the natives ever mention some other blond lady like you named Cobb, who was also from Oklahoma?

				 J: No.

				 M: You know how you had jungle fever? She had that, too. And the Civil Air Patrol in Oklahoma, with her being right there in aviation, and you’re right there…How do you explain all that?

				 J: I heard she impersonated me for a while.

				She tossed that out with the casualness of a concept with which she was very familiar. I, on the other hand, needed a moment to let that sink in.

				 M: She impersonated you?

				 J: Yes, I heard she did.

				 M: She impersonated you? Like…she used your name and pretended she was you for her spying?

				 J: Yes.

				 M: That’s something you heard she did?

				 J: Yes.

				And there it is. She was conflating herself with June Cobb. I want to be very clear, while this is a reconstruction of this conversation, “She impersonated me for a while” is an exact phrasing.

				 M: Well, there’s our problem, Jerrie. That’s it. Our film does have a problem if this June Cobb lady impersonated you. That means she’s all tangled up with you in her spying. Jerrie, this June Cobb, she was a highly sought-after witness in the JFK assassination investigation, and the government never brought her forward. She’s some kind of deep CIA agent, and if she’s flying around impersonating you, then we’ve found out what’s wrong with the film.

				 J: They can’t stop us. Let’s ignore it and move forward.

				 M: This June Cobb, let me tell you about her. There are thousands of pages on her in those government files, more than almost anybody else I saw in those files. The government didn’t bring her forward, and I think she knows something. All these men who looked into history, they ignored her. But she was right there when a lot of things happened, and she…well, there was some cat-leg-break thing, where, I don’t know, she broke some lady’s cat’s legs…. But you know what I think, Jerrie?

				 J: What?

				 M: I think she knows who killed President Kennedy.

				Jerrie was still looking at me with fondness.

				 J: Yes. But no one would ever believe her.

				She was still smiling.

				 M: I would believe her.

				 J: She’s told so many lies….

				 M: I would believe her.

				I wanted her to trust me, but I wasn’t sure why. Jerrie then spoke quite negatively about June, laying down heavy judgments that I’d never heard her make about anyone else. June was promiscuous. There were so many men, and she kept coming back to the lies. It was clear Jerrie very much disliked this June, whom she said she never met. When I countered that maybe June was just doing her job as an agent and had to tell stories to protect government secrets, and maybe June was patriotic in her own way, Jerrie dismissed it. I said I didn’t care how many men June slept with. Nobody really cares about that stuff anymore. I suggested Jerrie give June a chance.

				And then I said it, and I could hardly believe I’d gotten there.

				 M: You know what I think she did, Jerrie?

				 J: What?

				 M: I think she flew a plane into the Redbird Airport.

				Jerrie leaned in as if she hadn’t heard me quite right. I was aware the people to my left were within touching distance, still eating silently. We were two hours into this by now.

				 M: Redbird! The Dallas airport, Redbird! On the day of the assassination, November 22, 1963. The day President Kennedy was killed!

				Jerrie lurched back in her chair and exhaled. I’d never seen such an intense reaction. She looked like she’d been punched hard in the gut. All this time, she’d had no problem with this conversation. An agent visited me with strange warnings and tried to recruit me for the CIA? Not surprising. Her own memorabilia are classified? Ignore it and keep working. There’s another lady who looks like you with the same last name, turning up in every town you go to, who has the same illnesses and, despite astronomical odds, was in one of the most remote spots on the planet at the same time you were? Doesn’t flinch. All this is tangled up with the Kennedy assassination? No concern there. But Redbird? Pow!

				Jerrie looked up at the ceiling and was beginning to cry. Her face was up, and she was fighting, fighting, and winning the fight to contain the tears welling in her lower lids. Many moments came and went, for this fight was not won easily. Only when she knew she could contain the tears did her head come down. She looked at me and rasped out:

				 J: I was at the Redbird Airport.

				I couldn’t believe this was happening, and I certainly had no plan for how to proceed from here. Was this a confession that she was June? Was she dropping the pretense that they were not one? Was she admitting some connection to the assassination? There wasn’t a lot known about this Redbird flight, except for the obscure story that a plane sat waiting to take off and revving its motor at an airport in the direction Oswald was headed. At least that was the speculation, that Oswald could have been trying to get to this flight. None of this did I mention.

				 M: You were at the Redbird Airport in Dallas on the day Kennedy was killed. It was you at the airport and not June Cobb?

				 J: Yes.

				She was regaining her composure and voice now.

				 M: What happened?

				 J: I flew in a charter. I had some passengers. They were from Miami. I flew flights like that, and they hired me. They were from Life magazine and were going in to cover the event. They had cameras along and reporters. Jane Rieker [a Life reporter and friend of Jerrie’s] was there. I still have the flight log. I can give it to you. We flew in that morning from Miami and got there and sat in the plane out on the tarmac. We didn’t get out, though.

				 M: So you just stayed there on the tarmac and didn’t go in?

				 J: Yes. We were waiting…and sat there. Just waiting. And then we heard…something…something had happened….

				She trailed off, drifting back to that moment.

				 M: So you got there with the reporters, and you waited, but you didn’t go into Dallas…and then you heard something had happened? The assassination?

				 J: Yes. And we were waiting…and I was worrying that the airspace would close down.

				 M: So you were worried about that?

				 J: Something like this would shut down the airspace. And I wanted to take off before the airspace was shut down. We were out on the runway.

				 M: But you heard the news?

				 J: Yes.

				 M: That Kennedy was killed?

				 J: Yes.

				 M: How did you hear?

				 J: The radio. Or someone came out and told us.

				 M: Do you remember exactly how you heard President Kennedy was shot?

				 J: No, I’m not sure.

				She seemed lost in thought, and I was having to jump in to keep her responding, but I was aware that she was about the only person of her generation who couldn’t remember exactly how they got the news about Kennedy. Despite all the oddities in her story, I challenged nothing. I didn’t want to halt the flow. She seemed fragile, and the moment was fragile as well.

				 M: So you got the news about Kennedy. Were you upset?

				 J: Yes, but I was worried about the airspace.

				It sure seemed like she was reliving some kind of anxiety about the exit, but displayed no upset at Kennedy’s death—it was about the exit. She was using vague language about the assassination and everything surrounding it. Phrases like “something happened” and “we heard more news.” She didn’t seem to want to say “assassination,” “shooting,” or “death.”

				According to her story, she’d flown in a chartered planeload of Life magazine reporters from Miami to Dallas, but upon their arrival, they’d sat out on the tarmac while the biggest news story of the century happened. No one exited her airplane to cover it. They just sat on the runway and waited for something. As they waited, she was ready to take off, but she was worried that Air Force One, the presidential plane, would take precedence and the airspace would close down. She got the news of Kennedy’s death while she was still out on the runway, after which they continued waiting.

				Then she got a second piece of news, upon which they took off. They barely made it out while the airspace was still open, she said.

				I let her story stand without posing any of the obvious questions about its unusual nature or the things that didn’t make sense. This was her story. She’d offered it to me, and now I knew it.

				All this time I’d been the one posing the questions, but as the conversation concluded and a calm born of fatigue set in, Jerrie did ask me one final thing.

				 J: How did you know?

				 M: I didn’t. I guessed.

			

			
				1.6 THE BEGINNING OF KNOWING

				Much more went on between us in these three hours, and I will refer to this conversation again throughout this book. It was long, and at times felt confessional, and at other times, more protected. There were many currents and eddies to it, and I come back to my memory of this conversation frequently and always will.

				For all my suspicions that Jerrie was the spy who used the name June Cobb, I still couldn’t fathom her involvement on the wrong side of the equation. The person I knew couldn’t have been more than a loyal agent forced to do an assignment, unwittingly placed in the wrong place at the wrong time. I hoped she would unburden herself to me in time. It was obvious that she needed to, and part of her wanted to. Her comment that June knew who killed Kennedy but “no one would ever believe her” was telling. If I could convince her that I would believe her, would she tell me what she knew?

				As the morning wrapped up, we discussed the fate of the film. I told her I thought I’d put it on hold and suggested we start talking informally about her life and see where that went. She liked that idea.

				As I stood to depart, she said she loved me. Her manner toward me had always been warm and affectionate, as from a senior woman to a younger one, but this phrasing was unusually direct. I’d spent two years interviewing her, and we’d never eaten together and still hadn’t. She’d never offered me a beverage in her home. Now I’d confronted her about being someone else, someone with links to the assassination, and our friendship was still standing. Was it my imagination, or was she even warmer to me now?

				This was the beginning of me truly knowing Jerrie Cobb.

			

		

	
		
		
			INTERLUDE 1

			The Interregnum

			After our Redbird discussion, I had no idea where my relationship with Jerrie would go. We were still under contract for several more months, after which I had the option to extend for another year. When I suggested we continue talking about her life informally, I had no illusion that it could still lead to a film. I no longer believed that the biography she presented to me was the whole truth, and that’s not a foundation for a movie—or for an ongoing relationship, for that matter.

			Frankly, I was afraid of what I had stumbled onto. No books even hinted at the Jerrie and June overlap. I felt like I’d fallen into something that was new and fresh but also scary. I was aware of the reams of speculation about Castro, Cuba, and the Kennedy assassination, and I’d seen the 1991 Oliver Stone movie with all its many villains. Undoubtedly, a number of people fell down the JFK assassination rabbit hole never to return, and I wasn’t in a hurry to become one of them.

			But this wasn’t just any rabbit hole. I knew this woman. She was a real, live person I’d been interviewing for two years. I’d already signed up to tell her story, and I’d been working on it for some time. I couldn’t help the fact that this was the story I’d found.

			Or had I found it? Maybe it was being revealed to me for a reason. After all, Jerrie had willingly signed up for my inspection—and if it hadn’t been for the push I’d received from my there-and-gone Defense Department friend, we might have been casting the movie by now: Jerrie Cobb, aviation hero, nearly the first woman into space. Instead, I felt like the only person in the world who had been let in on a major and potentially explosive secret. A secret that had been hidden for decades. A secret that, for all I knew, someone might still want to protect.

			If Jerrie was June, or if their identities were intertwined in intelligence work, then powerful intelligence services had been invested in protecting that illusion. Yet Jerrie being June, or at least having used that name for the CIA, seemed the most likely explanation. The only other theories I could muster were complicated ideas about her and someone else, perhaps a relative, having parallel lives that were tied up in spying—but I couldn’t fathom how such a cumbersome construct could work. None of this made sense. Why would Jerrie have agreed to do the film if she was hiding a secret of this magnitude?

			Maybe some people would have backed away, when they saw how difficult this puzzle would be to solve or realized the potential enemies they might attract during the solving of it. Initially, while we were still under contract for the film, I felt the need to investigate as due diligence for my investors. But as the months wore on, my motivations shifted. It was no longer about the astronaut movie or the investors.

			My new quest became twofold: (1) to understand this person I was profiling, who turned out to be a whole lot more fascinating than I originally thought, and (2) to see if I’d uncovered something new and important about the Kennedy assassination. Over time these two objectives, like dancers, swirled in tandem on the stage. One would take focus, then yield to the other, but both stayed with me. It didn’t matter if this story about double identities was one I could ever publicly tell. I needed to see it through. If I were to call myself a storyteller, how could I ever walk away from such a large and complicated tale?

			So I found myself standing on a precipice, blindfolded, in a foreign land. In the spirit of making no sudden moves, I decided to resume my chatty emails with Jerrie as if nothing much had changed. I allowed our film contract to lapse and shifted to the idea I’d suggested in Newark—staying in touch informally, to see where it might lead.

			I wouldn’t reengage with Jerrie face to face for two more years, after I understood a whole lot more about who it was I’d been dealing with all along. And to understand that, I’d have to remove my blindfold and familiarize myself with this new realm: the domain of the Central Intelligence Agency and the spooks in its employ.

		

	
		
		
			TWO

			June Cobb

			
				2.1 FALSE IDENTITIES IN ESPIONAGE

				Espionage is like a magic trick. Intelligence services count on fooling you into looking the wrong way at the wrong time, and that’s how they slip the illusion by you. In order to see the trick, you have to learn how intelligence services, and magicians, work. Since I had no experience with either, I had to learn about this world from the printed page.

				That kind of research went against every atom of my being as a filmmaker, where you interview people to hear about their stories. I had to sit in libraries and crack the books to understand this world. Trickier yet, I was researching espionage from a bygone era, with technological and cultural differences that I had only experienced as a child.

				The CIA’s file on June Cobb was so long, complex, and coded, I avoided jumping in for the longest time. Who wants to spend months of their life sifting and sorting through thousands of pages laced with pseudonyms and misdirections, trying to make sense of them? There was her 201 file, which is her CIA personality file, plus her lengthy CIA Office of Security file, her FBI files, the surveillance logs of her activities, the congressional hearings, her interview transcripts, her clippings, and then oodles of cables and communications using her code names, all of which reside in the massive President John F. Kennedy Assassination Records Collection.

				It didn’t help that I had a phobia about libraries and had graduated from college without ever stepping into one. The records collection containing June’s file was held at the mother of all libraries, the National Archives in College Park, Maryland. Eventually my curiosity got the best of me, and I summoned my inner John Wayne, and over a dozen or more visits, I copied every single file on June Cobb, her code names, and her associates.

				I then sorted my mountain of Cobb documents by date, either of the document or of the events discussed within, and put them in binders. The idea was to create a booklike chronology of everything June had done and every place she’d been, in a sequence that would tell the story of her life. First and foremost, I wanted to determine if the spy using the name June Cobb was Jerrie. But I also wanted to learn more about the operations June was conducting, and how the CIA handled false identities in general. If Jerrie was June, or if one of them was borrowing a persona, how would that have worked?

				We’ve all seen spies in movies don false identities, but the specifics of CIA tradecraft are rarely discussed. The burning question now before me was: How does a spy become a different person in actual practice? I quickly realized there’s no one-stop shopping for this information, since the agency isn’t in the habit of publishing its methodology. I had to slowly piece it together from a hodgepodge of fictional representations, other government programs, clues

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
					
				

				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				2.2 THE CIA’S INVESTIGATION INTO JUNE AND JERRIE

				
				
				
			

			
				Jerrie’s Press Triggers the Investigation
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				2.3 JUNE COBB’S CODED CIA FILE

				
				
			

			
				How the CIA Splits a Person Within Their File
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				June’s Cryptonyms = AMUPAS and LICOOKY or LICOOKIE

				
				
				
			

			
				June’s Pseudonym = Joyce H. Pineinch

				
			

			
				June’s True Name = Viola June Cobb
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				June’s Aliases = Annabelle Wilson, June Sharp, Clarinda Sharp, June and Joan Corwin

				
			

			
				June Loans Out Her Name

				
				
				
			

			
				2.4 THE JUNE-JERRIE TIMELINE

				
				
			

			
				Synchronized Swimming and Checkerboarding
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				2.5 THE ELEMENT OF DISGUISE

				
				
					
					
				

				
				
				
				
			

			
				June Cobb and Her Twin Sister

				
				
				
				
			

			
				2.6 THE EXISTENCE OF TWO PEOPLE

				Jerrie Cobb’s Photographic Record
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				June Cobb’s Photographic Record

				
				
			

			
				The June Cobb of New York City
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				One Picture Above the Rest

				
				
				
					
						[image: ]
					

					
						
					
				
			

			
				Considering the Evidence

				
				
				
			

			
				2.7 SEEKING EVIDENCE THAT COULD BE TRUSTED
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Jerrie Cobb Photographs « childhood-1955
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Wnshmgton, D. C., Wednesday, August 24, 1960

Blond Geraldyn (Jerrie) Cobb, 29, America’s
first woman astronaut, smiles at a New York
press conference as she tells of her training
In the Project Mercury pr. o'ralm AP Wire-

photo, , ;T Idev\ N SU'E’S .
Spacglv%omun Ready
For Flights With Men

NEW YORK, Aug. 24 (AP).—A blond who may become this
Nation’s first spacewoman predicts that men and women will
make space flights together.

The view was expressed yesterday by Geraldvn M. (Jerrie)
Cobb, 29, of Ponca City. Qkls,, first woman To pass space flight
tests at the Lovelace Founda-‘
tion in Aubuquerque, N. Mex. 'you don't like and telling you

Lovelace Foundation is a pri- ‘that everyone else likes it,” she
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Jerrie Cobb Photographs « 1964-2018
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TO

ATT
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FROM ¢

SUBJECT:

Office of Security ' DATE: ' 5§ Auygust 1963

Chris Gikas
Finanoe Division/Compensation and Tax Accoumts Branch/
Contract Employees Accounts Section

-

Socisl Security Account Application
Enclosed 1s Form SS—5., "Appiica‘bion for Social Security
Accommt\; Number," for the following individual:
‘Viola Jume Cobb
Please furnish us Social Security mmber for this person

through your usual channels.

/ o T el

LUCIIE F. TWOGOOD
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