The Honor of Thieves

She was hidden amidst the crowd; overlooked by the passerby. Her clothes were tattered and dirty. Her skin was caked with dirt and her hair had become matted and filthy. She had been there for at least three days and the harsh conditions were slowly killing her. She tried to protect herself from the harsh heat of the Sun by huddling in the shadow of the nearby housing. She coughed weakly as a passing wagon scattered dust in her face.


“Excuse me,” The girl looked up to see a man smiling down at her. “But, I saw you over here and was wondering where your parents might be.” 


“I don’t know. They say to stay here and wait for them. Then they leave,” she recounted.  The man frowned and muttered something under his breath too soft for the girl to hear. It was too complicated for her three-year-old mind to understand that her parents wouldn’t be coming back for her and why the man was upset. But, what had happened to her was not uncommon in those times, especially when food was so scarce.


The man forced a jovial smile. “So, what is your name, little one?” He asked her in a calm tone.


“Misha…” She answered in quiet, weak voice


“Misha,” he repeated. “What a lovely name. Well, Misha, I have a daughter about your age.” He knelt down so he was eye level with her and extended his hand. “Would you like to come with me to meet her?”

-

Misha dashed quickly across the hot sand. Silently, she cursed herself for not wearing her sandals. She had hoped the sand would have cooled down by sunset, but no such luck. “I guess that means Amani was right.” She thought out loud. “Not that I’ll admit it,” she added with an air of arrogance. 

She slowed her pace to creep and looked at her objective, the local temple. Currently, it was accommodating hundreds of pounds of gold, but Misha had made it her goal to deprive it of its glittery treasures. Provided somebody did her part.

-


“Amani! Where were you? I needed you to help with the cooking today!” Nine-year-old Misha scolded. “When Father left he said we had to work together to maintain the house, cuz Mother is blessed with child and Astennu is too young. Now, Help me!” She continued to lecture.


Amanishakheto rolled her eyes. “I know. I went out for a second and I already make breakfast, the daily bread, and I sowed most of the plants out back. Ra, you act like I was gone all day and didn’t do a single Osiris-damn thing.” She crossed her arms, insolently. 


Misha crossed her arms too, unsympathetically. “Well, right now, I need you to help me catch some fish for dinner. Ra, you’re just so unreliable sometimes.” She harangued. 


Amani rolled her eyes again. “I’m here, aren’t I?” She challenged.

-


Her hair was as black as the darkest pitch of night. Her eyes were outlined delicately with kohl, making them wide and mesmerizing. She was like an avatar of the love goddess, Qetesh. And with a gentle smirk, she strolled up to the guards standing guard in front of the temple. “Excuse me, sirs,” she cooed. “Could either of you strong, handsome men give me a hand and help me carry this heavy satchel? I’d be more than glad to reward you.” She batted her eyes flirtatiously. 


The guards grinned lecherously. “Of course, young miss. We’d more than happy to assist you!” They chimed. 


She delicately rested her bag in their hands, which immediately faltered at the massive weight of the sack. The guards forced a laugh. “This is a kind of heavy satchel, ya got here. What’s it full of? Sand?” One of them joked. 


She laughed lightly. “Maybe,” she replied coyly. She batted her eyes again and motioned gently toward the furthermost inn. The guards laughed weakly, desperately trying not to show weakness or defeat. 


As soon as they were out of sight, Misha crept from out of the shadows. She chuckled quietly as she sauntered into the temple.

-


It was a bright, sunny day. The sun was high in the sky and the crocodiles were sleeping down deep under the water. It was the perfect day for fishing and Misha and Amani were already at the coast of the river, ready with their net. 


“Should we lift it up yet?” Amani queried.


Misha tilted her head in consideration. They had only caught ten small fish. “This is barely enough to make dinner with. We won’t have any left to salt or sell,” she muttered bitterly. She looked up across the river at the large fishing boats. “How is it that they can hundreds of fish in just one net cast?”


Amani looked thoughtful. “Hmm… maybe it’s because they can fish out further in the water. I bet there’s more fish where the water is deeper,” she concluded. She clapped her hands together excitedly as she suddenly had an idea. “We should make a boat! That way, we can catch more fish!” She proclaimed proudly. 


“Make a boat?” Misha inquired. “Hmm… make a boat. That’s a pretty good idea, Amani, but boats take a long time to build. With our all chores, when would we find time and where would we get the materials?”


“We could work on it at night when everyone’s asleep and as for materials, we can just make it out of the reeds that grow along the river.” She explained simply. Misha still looked skeptical. “Look, Misha. It doesn’t have to be that big. Just large enough for us to fit in it until we catch our fish.”


Misha considered it a little longer. “Uh… I guess we could do it. Astennu is old enough to take on more chores. We give him some of ours and use our free time to construct the boat. Maybe we could also make Our Little Sister do some of the cleaning as well.” The plan grew inside Misha’s head gradually more and more wide scale and devious. She rubbed her hands together, greedily, and chuckled, “Soon, we’ll have fish for breakfast, lunch, and dinner!”

-


Misha’s eyes sparkled with glee when she laid her eyes on the massive mount of gold before her. She licked her lips, hungrily. It was like they were finally going to get everything they deserve. 


She hurriedly stuffed the gold into the large sack she had tied to her waist and ran for the exit. Once out, she contently patted her load of wealth. With a smile, she headed for the place where she promised to meet up with Amani. 

Then, without warning, something heavy hit against her back, knocking her down. The unsettled sand clouded her vision, so she could not look upon her assailant. Her attacker cackled while shoving Misha further into the ground with his foot. He snatched the bag of gold around her waist and ran off.

“Damn it.” Misha pounded on the ground in defeat.

-


“It hardly seems fair, Misha,” Amani pouted. 


Misha looked up from amidst the gutted fish skins. “What’s not fair?”


Amani pointed out their window at the busying street outside. “That man there has rows and rows of vegetables and grains. He’s got all kinds of animals. Heck, he has a fig tree! But he lives all alone. He doesn’t have any family. What he does eat, he sells and trades in the street. And he makes lots of gold. Gold, he uses to buy more vegetable plants and animals, but he doesn’t need more!” She complained fervently.


“So? What’s your point?”


“My point is: it isn’t fair. We do all of this hard work to just barely feed our family and he has all this food he doesn’t need. Food is the gift the gods bestow upon us and he uses it for his own selfish purposes! It deserves to be with a much more worthy person than him. Misha, we need to liberate that food,” Amani declared. Her eyes were blazing with determination and righteousness.

-


Amani licked her dry lips. She lightly applied oil to them. Casually, she glanced over her shoulder at the two lifeless guards. “Fools,” she laughed. She picked her bag up off the floor and slung it over her shoulder with ease. “The sleeping sand gets ‘em every time.” She strolled out of the abandoned inn, whistling.


As she came up over the sand dune, she spotted her sister’s figure. “Misha! Was that a great heist or was that a great heist?” She said enthusiastically. Her grin faltered when she got a good look at her sister. Misha sat there in the sand, defeated, staring out at the night sky. Her eyes were dull and lifeless. She looked so uncharacteristically weak and frail. It was like, if you touched her, she would collapse and blow away in the wind.

“What’s wrong?” She asked worriedly. “We just got a load of gold. We’ve finally achieved our goal!” She added, trying to rise her spirits. Then, her eyes wandered down to where their riches should be. “Where’s our gold?” She asked meekly.

“I was careless,” Misha answered tiredly, refusing to look at Amani. “I was careless and it got stole before I was even out of the shadow of the temple.”

Amani shook her head in disbelief. “No.”

Misha nodded glumly. “Some guy attacked me from behind and made off with our gold.” She tightly gripped her knees and wept silently.

Amani looked off into the distance. Past the horizon, she could see the tallest tower of the palace in the capital. Mutely, she held her hand out toward it and clinched her fist around the top. It was almost hers.

-


“Misha. Amani. Girls, come in here. I want to talk to you.” Their mother called out to them, weakly. She had gotten very sick after Our Little Sister was born and remained sickly for five years afterward. 


Misha and Amani, now fourteen, treaded in softly as if they afraid coming in too fast would cause their mother to collapse. “Yes, Mother?” They answered in unison.


Their mother motioned for them to come closer. “Girls, please, sit down. I wish to talk with you all.” Amani and Misha quietly sat down near their mother’s bed. Our Little Sister lay curled next to their mother and Astennu stood silently by the bed’s edge. “Children, you all know that I am very sick,” Their mother begun. She paused briefly to survey her children. They looked so solemn. Even though, they did not know what their mother would tell them, their eyes already held a look of sadness and despair. 

“And, I am going to die. Very soon, most likely.” Her voice wavered and tears formed in her eyes. Amani shook her head, lightly and Misha tightly gripped her knees. Astennu completely collapsed and started bawling. Our Little Sister, not entirely understanding what was going on, just curled up closer to their mother. Their Mother finally regained her strength to continue. “And when I die, I want you to leave Egypt.”

Her words brought everyone of their sorrow. “What? Leave Egypt? Leave our home?” They all murmured.

“No!” Our Little Sister protested, sitting up finally. “I wanna stay with you, Mama!” She whined. Amani took her off their mother’s bed and held tightly, humming softly to calm her. Just like their mother used to do when she was younger.

“I want you to go to my homeland and leave there. It will better for you. I have a map and money for you to buy a horse and food for the journey.” Their mother motioned toward the vase that had always rested in the corner.

Amani looked up at their mother in shock. “But Mother, if we leave, how will Father know where we are when he comes back?” She asked feverishly. 

Their Mother gave her a sad smile. She did not have the heart to break the hopes of her daughter. Their father left over five years ago, in search of work, but had never returned. And it was not likely that he would ever return. But sometimes were hard to give up on. “Just do this for me, my dears. I would make me very happy, knowing my children were provided for after I pass on.”


They nodded dutifully and with a silent cue, took their leave. Misha was the last to head for the door. “Misha,” Her mother called. “Could you please stay a minute more. There’s something I must tell you.” Misha halted and turned back around. That night, a terrible crying was heard. A cry that hadn’t been heard since a little girl was taken in by a kindly man almost eleven years.

