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I hope you enjoy reading these short stories as much as I enjoy writing them. 

A SMALL TOWN SOMEWHERE IN TEXAS

THE YEAR – 1869-1872 

Brit McGee 

29 years old, black hair, black eyes and wears a black frock coat. Six feet four, weighs an even two hundred pounds. The women consider him to be good looking, even handsome until they find out who he is and what he does for a living. 

Brit McGee is a professional HANGMAN. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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I'm hated by ignorant people who don't realize that this is a job just like chopping wood or baking bread. Someone has to do it. I decided if I'm the one to do it, I'm going to be the best. 

I remember the first hanging I saw. That is if you could call it a hanging. A group of (law abiding) citizens came to our house when I was 10 years old. They accused Pa of stealing the neighbor's horse, since they found it in our barn. That was enough evidence for them. They grabbed him, pushing my ma and me aside, dragged him outside. They tied his hands behind his back, hoisted him on the very horse he was accused of stealing and put a rope around his neck.  

When they asked him if he had any last words, he said, "You're hanging an innocent man. Ralph Crompton loaned me that horse. Ask him. He'll tell you."  

"Ralph's laid up in the doctor's office with his skull bashed in. Doc don't know whether he'll pull through or not."  

One of the good men of the town slapped the horse on the rump and Pa was left hanging in the air, kicking and kicking and kicking. I can still see him kicking in my dreams.  

I was only a young boy, but I vowed right then that I would become a hangman so a person, whether they be guilty or innocent would not have to suffer like my pa.  

Mr. Crompton did recover, but too late to save my pa. He told them that he did loan Pa that horse just like Pa said. All the good folks said they were sorry, but that didn't comfort me and Ma. It wasn't easy growing up without Pa, but we survived. Ma died right before my 21st birthday. That's when I sold the farm and went to Philadelphia to learn from one of the best hangmen in the country, William Calcraft.  He agreed with what I intended to do. Make the condemned leave this world with a little dignity and peace of mind that only the best of everything was being done for them. 
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