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The gavel banged. The condemned reeled in shock.
The wheels of justice turned rapidly. Without ado, the condemned was escorted from the courtroom onto a terrace overlooking town square. Already, the crier was reading his sentence, and the townspeople were already gathering. The sentence would commence at 10 AM sharp, when the sun afforded the best lighting.
"No! No!" the condemned begged, but his cries fell on deaf ears as the guards shoved him out onto the platform.
With vise-like grips, the guards grabbed his wrists and yanked them up to opposite sides of the H-shaped scaffold. In no time, his arms were spread, his wrists tied off high above his head, and the guards were already doing the same to his ankles.
But it was to the horizontal portion of the 'H' that the condemned's eyes were glued, the portion that would draw all eyes to his punishment. He fought, but in vain. With practiced precision, the guards exposed his groin, pushed forward, and tightly bound him to the iron plate.
Hundreds of eyes looked up, drawn to the circular opening and what was about to happen to its contents. The condemned's face burned with humiliation. He struggled, desperately trying to escape, but the ropes held fast.
Beneath the scaffold, a temporary ladder was erected, and as the sun crept into position, so, too, did the surgeon who was to do the deed. His balding head appeared in the condemned's vision, and the condemned begged him for mercy.
One of the guards promptly forced a rag into his mouth and tied it off behind his head, silencing his pleas.
A drum-roll heralded the imminent start of the execution. The crowd quieted. The surgeon watched for his cue. The condemned thrashed, his heart pounding.
The drum-roll stopped. The surgeon turned his attention to the condemned.
There was to be no anesthetic. It was meant to hurt. 
The sharp prick and drag of the scalpel made the condemned hiss and bite down on the rag. Cold morning air flowed into a place it had never been before. A chill went up his spine. 
He felt—with a growing sense of nausea—the surgeon pulling open his scrotum and pulling out his testis. He gritted his teeth and waited for the sharp pull that he knew was coming.
But, it didn't. Instead, the surgeon delicately dressed his jewel outside his scrotum for the crowd to see.
Another sharp prick and drag. The condemned groaned, feeling faint. Smelling salts were administered to ensure he was present for the entire ordeal. 
Air entered the other side of his scrotum. His other testis saw daylight.
The surgeon stepped aside, presenting the condemned's orbs for all to see.
Another drum roll. The surgeon moved back into position and squeezed both of the condemned's jewels hard. The condemned saw stars and tried to double over.
The drum roll stopped.
The surgeon yanked downward.
The condemned was a man no longer.
He remained there in abject humiliation until nightfall.

