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The US Marshals Service is the oldest law enforcement agency in the United States, having been put into place by George Washington and the First US Congress.  It has duties have been modified over the years, but the foundation has remained primarily intact.

On and unseasonably warm fall evening a bus operated by the US Marshals service left the Jefferson City Missouri Federal Courts building bound for Chillicothe women’s prison in upstate Missouri.  The bus had ten female passengers and three marshals supervising the prisoner return.  The old blue due to be retired soon.  Marshals bus drove highway 70 first without incidence.  As is common in Missouri in the fall even fell quickly and the dark begun to threaten the light.  The driver noticed smoke rising from the highway in front of him and lights flashing signaling the highway patrol and possible the fire department.  

“Looks like a car fire ahead.  Signal the house we are going to be late.”  The drive commanded one of the guards.  It is standard protocol that any deviation from their assigned plan had to be noted and called in to command.  After buzzing static and a bad connection the second Mashal confirmed they were free to follow the detour that was being advertised by the highway crew.  There was a gowning from the passengers.  Usually, any deviation from the daily routine of prisoners is seen as a cause to celebrate however they were sure the delay meant they might miss supper have to wait for day to eat.  “Pipe down ladies we are going to miss the same meal you are.”  The third marshal reassured the prisoners.  

The traffic thinned out and there was space between the vehicles, and they wound slowly down an outer road clearly not meant for high-speed traffic.  Suddenly there was a flash and a huge boom.  The front of windshield of the bus was bullet resistant glass and it shatter.  “Oh Shit.”  The driver yelled.  In an instant he knew what was happening.  They were under attack.  There is no such thing as bullet proof glass, only bullet resistant glass.  The first shot to the window must have come from an extremely heavy caliber weapon he thought for it shattered the window. “We’re under attack.”  The drive yelled.  The other two marshals stared reaching for their side arms in between prayers.  One more 50. Caliber round and the drives window would be compromised, and it would shatter into a polycarbonate dust.  It happened almost in a second.  The second 50. Caliber round dropped the front windshield and caused the drivers head to explode as the round continued it destructive path.  There was screaming from the prisoners as the bus swerved.  Any side traffic speeded up and gave the bus a clear path to its demises.  The Second Marshal reached over the soup that was now the driver to steer the bus.  He knew there was no way to get control of the pedals, so his best bet was to aim the bus for a ditch and hope for the best.  The bus hit the ditch and slide on his side.  The second marshal climbed out of the door to the bus.  His body armor light up and burst as the 50. Caliber round shot through it as if he were wearing a cheap tee shirt.  Two large men walked slowly toward the bus.  They both had hunting rifles.  The third marshal had been knocked unconscious by the crash.  The two men pulled the third marshal from the bus and dropped him on the side of the road.  “Where is the key to the back and the cuffs?”  The first of the large men commanded.  The marshal looked at the men as if he was considering his options, as if he had any.  The large man smacked the marshal in the face with the butt of the riffle and before the second strike the marshal presented the key. “Thank you.”  The large man said just before shooting the marshal in the head.

“All right ladies everyone lines up.”  The second of the large men instructed as they released the women prisoners from the back of the bus.  Women prisoner number ten was Julia Poole.  Julia Poole rushed to the two men and hugged them. The first of the large men walked over to Willow Rushmore one of the prisoners and handed her some money.  “You run in that direction.”  He commanded.

“What?” Willow seemed totally confused.

“Excuse me sir one of the other women in line.”  Interrupted.  The man looked at the woman interrupting as if his patience was being tested.

“Give me my money and I’m out of here.  She aint too bright and time is wasting.”

“You understand what we are doing don’t you.”

“Yelp.”

“Why don’t you explain it to the class.”

“You are going to give us all money and send us in different direction to confuse the hunting dogs they are will be sending.”

“You get an A.”  He handed her money and pointed where she was to run, and she was off without another word.  The other women except Julia Poole all excepted their money and was off.  Julia stripped off her clothes and handed them to one of the other women the then rubbed herself in a mix that had been brought by the two large men.  She then slipped on a jumpsuit from a plastic bag.  The mixture she rubbed herself in was made of wild onion.  Something found all over the woods.  The trio set fire to the marshal’s bus then took off.
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“It is way too early in the morning for whatever this is we are doing.”  Detective Don Nash complained.  The detectives, the sergeants and their partners has been called for an early morning meeting.  Shepherds Pass has a new police station, and they were taking advantage of one of the conference rooms at five o’clock in the morning.  All the police that had been requested gave their individual disapproval for the early meeting.

“Sorry for the early start guys but we have guest, and we are on their timetable.”  Lt. Dana Crawford comment to her unit, even though she knew it would not stop the growing.

Detective Lavon Tyler entered the room with his partner Abby Blackwell.  Abby saw one of the female patrolmen, Webber and the women exchanged angry glances.  Webber was the partner of Wendell Bishop.  Bishop has just been assigned as a Sargent.  He and Lavon had become fast friends since Lavon’s recent arrival to Shepherds Pass.

“If you don’t stop giving her the evil eye, I am going to start a rumor that the two of you are lovers and may have just had a bad break up.”  Lavon whispered to Abby.

“You can be such an asshole when you want to be.”  She whispered back.  But she broke off the staring contest.

“Alright ladies and gentlemen I give you the US Marshals Service. Marshal Andrew Tobias please take over.”  Coleman announced and the room went totally silent Marshal Tobias and at all man in his fifties.  He was physically fit with a box haircut.  He led three other marshals two men and one woman.  They all wore green jump suits with Kevlar vest.  They wore side arms with leg straps.

“Carlton Mack, Rae Van Lewin and Columbus Hoover.”  Tobias breezed through introduction. “Last night there was a bus accident.  The bus carried several female prisoners that were being returned to Chillicothe. During the incident a couple of the women may have wandered off trying to get help.  We are in the process of rounding them up.”

“How many?”  Wendell asked.

“Not your concern.” Tobias answered.  We believe they will be headed away from here.”  Tobias pointed to an area map that had been hung.

The uniform police officers looked around as if Wendell had been slapped.  The street cops had great resected for Wendell and did not enjoy anything that remotely looked like disrespect.

“Do we have a list of the names?”  Abby asked.

“Again, not your concern.”  Tobias reaffirmed.

“Why are we having this chickenshit meeting.”  Nash asked.

“It’s a chess game.” Detective Lopez, Nash’s partner answered. “We have the only good hospital between here and the big cities.  If there are hurt bad, they would have to come here before there could do anywhere else.”

“I have a question.”  Abby raised her hand.

“Yes detective.”  Tobias was clearly announced with the progress of the meeting.

“How often does the marshal service put a group of women with no
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