
 

 

 

Inuit Moon 

By Michael A. Kozlowski 

 

1. 

     Anana knelt close to the fire and stirred the stew that hung 

in the pot. Bits of caribou meat rose to the surface then sank 

back into the brown liquid. Near the fire Anana could feel the 

beads of sweat forming on her face; her skin was damp beneath her 

fur-lined clothing. She thought to remove a layer or two but knew 

that as soon as she was away from the flames, the heat they 

offered would be greedily absorbed by the cold of the land that 

crept into the small shack that was her home. She would only have 

to put the clothes back on to obtain a semblance of comfort. 

     The winters were always bitter in this land; too much 

darkness, the sun cresting the horizon for the briefest of 

periods each day. The snow gathered, it seemed, each day; the 

drifts piling high against the wood walls. She imagined the gods 

of the wind and snow conspiring to bury her alive but knew that 

the winter was no harsher; the snow drifts no higher, than they 

had been, in general, for the last sixteen years that she had 

been alive. She stirred the stew again, watched the pieces of 



 

 

meat and the sparse vegetables swirl, rise and fall. She should 

be used to the seasons but Anana yearned for the spring; for the 

warmth of the sun to chase away the endless white and expose the 

tender green seedlings of new life. 

     It was mid-winter, when the days were shortest, the winds 

were strongest and the cold was constant. It burrowed its way 

through the thin walls of the house, through the layers of 

clothing, the blankets, her skin; digging itself deep into her 

bones, curling up and sleeping there. This first winter after her 

father died, gone to join a mother she never knew, seemed colder 

for his absence. And it could be true, she thought, one less body 

to share its heat, but the reality was that the extra cold came 

from the inside and spread outward. It started in her heart and 

spread through her veins and mixed with the cold that burrowed 

through her skin. 

     Tatkret, her brother, sat at the wooden table behind her. 

She imagined she could feel his eyes on her but when she stood 

and turned, he was staring at the window across the room. Anana 

followed his gaze. Outside, the sun had already completed its 

brief, low run through the sky and the darkness outside was 

complete.  Anana walked to the window, looked past the glassy 

flames reflected there, and stared toward the village that she 

knew was there but was well out of sight. The snowmobile tracks 

from her brother’s trip to the village earlier in the day – a 



 

 

trip for the whiskey bottle that sat in front of him now under 

the guise of trading some of his seal skins for vegetables – had 

already been blown smooth and swallowed by the snow, though she 

could not see this either. Tatkret had returned from his trip 

with news that no new supplies had reached the village, that the 

couple small, withered, softening potatoes and sickly looking 

carrots were all he could manage. Anana had added them to the 

stew, thankful for what they could get, and was then saddened 

when the full bottle of whiskey appeared from beneath Tatkret’s 

jacket. Some supplies, she thought, were always available. 

     “The stew will be ready soon,” Anana said, half to herself 

and half to her brother. She watched as the words turned to fog 

and frosted the window pane. She received a grunt in reply. 

     “I wish the moon were out,” she said, wanting to speak if 

only to cut the silence which seemed to make the cold even more 

bitter. “Even weak moonlight is better than nothing.” 

     “Annigan is eating,” Tatkret said. His voice was quiet and 

as cold as the snow. 

     Anana turned to her brother. His gaze had not shifted and he 

stared through her. She moved from the window, uncomfortable in 

front of his black eyes, dark like her own; so dark that she 

imagined they were pools of oil and she could almost see the 

rainbow colors rippling across them. He raised the bottle to his 



 

 

lips, wiped a trickle of whiskey from a chin speckled with coarse 

whiskers that refused to grow together.  

     “In the village they say he is about to catch her,” he said. 

     Anana knew the old story of Annigan, the moon god, and his 

sister Malina, the sun. She had thought it a terrible story and 

wondered about the mentality of her ancestors, that they would 

create such a horrible tale to explain the movements in the 

heavens. 

     It was told that Malina was a beautiful young woman and that 

one night, while she was dancing in a great hut, with other young 

people, a wind came and blew out the torches. In the darkness, 

Malina was attacked and raped but she did not know by whom. The 

torches were re-lit but, again, a wind came and extinguished them 

and, again, Malina was raped. To determine who was doing this 

terrible thing, Malina rubbed her hands in soot and when the 

torches were again blown out, and she was again attacked, she 

pressed her hands against the back of her attacker. 

     This time, when the torches were re-lit, Malina ran about 

the hut searching for the man with the hand prints on his back. 

To her terror, she found that it was her brother, Annigan, who 

had the sooty hand prints marking him as the rapist. She screamed 

at him that the thing he had done was wrong and unnatural. In her 

fury, she took a knife and cut off her own breasts, throwing them 



 

 

at her brother and telling him to have them if it was what he 

wanted so badly. She then grabbed a torch and ran from the hut. 

     Annigan grabbed a torch, as well, and ran after her but he 

stumbled and his torch fell into the snow so that it was glowing 

only with embers. As they ran, another great wind came and lifted 

them into the sky. Malina became the sun, her torch burning 

brightly, and Annigan became the moon, his light less because he 

had dropped his torch in the snow.  

     They can be seen in the sky now with Annigan continuing to 

chase after his sister, Malina. His lust is so great that he does 

not eat as he chases her and this is why the moon becomes less 

and less. For three days, the period of the New Moon, Annigan 

goes away to eat. He come back and renews the chase, waxing full 

and then wasting away again.  

     It is said that when the moon eclipses the sun, Annigan has 

caught Malina. But this is a time for men to be afraid and to 

stay indoors as Malina releases her fury upon them during this 

event. 

     Thinking about it now, Anana wonders at the silliness of the 

myth. Why would Malina not cry out and tell others about the 

first attack? Why would she continue to stay and dance after 

being raped, not only once but twice, and then plan to find the 

attacker by allowing herself to be raped a third time? Why would 



 

 

she cut off her breasts? Why, most of all, would her ancestors 

create such a disturbing, incestuous tale to begin with? 

     Anana had heard variations of the story; most varied in 

telling the circumstances that brought Malina and Annigan 

together. Sometimes it was a copulation party, which Anana 

thought even more depraved. Sometimes the story was told that 

Annigan simple came to Malina in the night. Sometimes the story 

is told that the siblings simply had a fight and Malina darkened 

Annigan’s face with lamp oil and then the chase began. 

     It was Anana’s experience that, when given variations of a 

story or a myth, the worst was usually the true, original 

version. Over time, as sensibilities improved, the stories were 

often modified so that they were less abrasive. 

 

2. 

     After dinner, Anana busied herself with mending clothes by 

the firelight. Tatkret sat at the table dividing his time between 

repairing one of their father’s fishing nets – nets that now 

belonged to Tatkret, Anana supposed – and finishing the bottle of 

whiskey.  

     Before long, Anana saw that Tatkret had set the net aside 

and was concentrate all of his efforts on the bottle. He stared 



 

 

out the window with his black, oily eyes; his shaggy, dark hair 

matted and wild, in need of washing and cutting. From time to 

time, Tatkret’s eyelids would grow heavy and begin to droop. His 

head would fall forward only to be snapped back as he started 

awake. Anana waited for the one time when he would wake too late 

and his head would strike the table. She giggled to herself at 

the thought, knew it was not very sisterly of her, silently 

reprimanded herself and apologized to the spirits of her parents, 

then waited for it to happen just the same.  

     As she shifted her eyes back and forth between her brother 

and her mending, Anana’s focus fell away from Tatkret’s drooping 

eyelids and settled on the lines surrounding them. When, she 

wondered, did he begin to look so old. Though the harsh life 

their people lived aged them far too quickly, Tatkret was only 

nineteen; three years her senior. It was the death of her father 

that aged him so, she thought. Of course, Anana had taken it hard 

but it seemed to her that it had affected Tatkret the most. 

     After the expected mourning and crying and cursing, Tatkret 

had grown very sullen and withdrawn. He had begun drinking 

heavily and spending more and more time away from home; hunting, 

fishing or fighting in the village barroom. His few friends, whom 

he never saw regularly – close friendships were rare in this 

frozen tundra – had quit visiting at all. The short days of the 

deep winter seemed to make him crawl deeper within himself. He 



 

 

could not occupy himself as much with hunting or fishing and 

rarely had the money to waste away the hours in the village. He 

sat, like he was tonight; silent, staring. 

     A sudden certainty overwhelmed her. Tatkret would die young; 

young even when compared to the shorter lifespan of the people in 

this hard place. She could see in those black, oily eyes that, 

inside, he was already dead. And what would she do? Find some 

young man in the village, with whiskey on his breath to take care 

of her? Learn to hunt and fish and hope to survive on her own? 

Leave this place and search for somewhere where the cold winds 

didn’t split your skin and wrinkle your face with weathered age? 

     She felt a lump rising in her throat; felt the burning sting 

of tears pushing the lump upward. She put her mending aside and 

added more logs to the fire, hoping it would burn warm enough and 

long enough to see them through the night.  

     “Good night, brother,” she said and started for the bedroom 

which was really just another part of the single, large room that 

was their house, separated by a half wall like the other bedroom 

that had been her father’s and, once, her mother’s.  

     “Mmmph,” Tatkret grunted, raising the whiskey bottle to his 

lips.  

     Anana felt her heart hurt for him, placed her hands on his 

shoulders and lean down to kiss his cheek. 



 

 

     “I love you,” she said. 

     Tatkret swallowed the mouthful of liquor. He turned, just 

slightly, as if her lips had pulled him toward her as they left 

his cheek, the gravity of her love gathering him to her. He 

smiled a weak, sad smile.  

     “I love you too, Anana.” 

     She listened to the sound of the wind singing across the 

snow and through the trees; pale, amber glow from the firelight 

danced across the walls and ceiling. She imagined the shadows 

dancing to the wind’s song as she thought of her father and let 

sleep take her; hoping she might see him in her dreams. 

     Anana was awoken by a loud bang. For a moment she wondered 

if Tatkret had fallen. Then a smile spread softly across her lips 

and she imagined him dozing off and banging his head on the 

table. More bumps and crashes and she realized her brother was 

stumbling through the house. She heard his footfalls coming into 

their bedroom. They had always shared the room, his bed across 

from hers, but Tatkret had been sleeping in their father’s bed 

for several months now. He’s drunk, she thought, and falling back 

to old, natural habits. 

     She heard him shuffle to his bed and fall heavily on to it; 

heard him struggling out of his clothes. She didn’t know how long 

she had been sleeping but she could tell from the darkness that 



 

 

the fire had died down considerably. She thought to tell Tatkret 

to put more logs on before he went to bed but judged by his noisy 

walk to the bedroom that he had drank too much of the whiskey 

bottle to manage any practical task. And she was warm beneath her 

covers, the fur blanket closest to her body retaining her own 

heat.  

     She heard the floor creak and his bed groan and she had 

thought he had dropped on to his bed, above the covers, and was 

considering if she really wanted to crawl out from her warm 

cocoon to throw his own blankets on to him so he didn’t freeze in 

the night, when she felt his weight on her own bed. Her eyes went 

wide as she felt the covers lift and felt him slide his body up 

against her. His arm fell over her waist and she tensed, pulling 

herself tightly together, curling her legs and tucking her arms 

to her chest. His breath, the fiery, bitter scent of whiskey, was 

in her ear. He moaned, shifted, pressed himself against her and 

she felt him – Him! It! – hard against her bottom. He moaned, 

softly. Anana closed her eyes, swallowed. He pressed harder 

against her. His hand was on her belly and she felt it moving, 

softly, down across her navel; his fingers brushed the top of her 

pajama bottoms. 

     Anana reached down and grabbed Tatkret’s hand; halting its 

movement. She lifted his arm and eased herself away from the 

pressure behind her. She rolled herself from under the covers and 



 

 

off the opposite side of the bed. Tatkret made no noise; didn’t 

acknowledge her flight. The floor was cold on her bare feet as 

she made her way back toward the main room. 

     “The fire’s dying,” she said, softly but loud enough that he 

could hear her; an excuse rather than an accusation. 

     “Everything’s dying,” he mumbled, just barely audible. 

     Anana added logs to the fire, poked at it much longer than 

necessary to get it burning well. She stayed there, hunched in 

front of the flames, until she heard Tatkret’s drunken snores 

from the bedroom. She went to her father’s room and cried herself 

to sleep, thinking of Malina and Annigan. 

 

3.   

     The roar of Tatkret’s snowmobile woke Anana. It took her a 

moment to realize she was in her father’s bed…and then to 

remember why. Walking to the window, she followed the tracks of 

the snowmobile and saw Takret shrinking away from her. She 

wondered if he remembered what he had done; if that was at least 

part of the reason he was off so early.  

     The chair that Tatkret had been sitting in last night was 

overturned on the floor; the whiskey bottle lay empty on the 

table. Anana stood the chair up, disposed of the bottle and began 



 

 

washes the super dishes she had ignored the night before. She 

cleaned ashes from the fireplace and returned to mending the 

clothes she had set aside. 

     Her mind wandered, as it was prone to do. The tasks of her 

day were repetitive and boring. When her father was alive, she 

would sometimes go with him to set traps or to fish; he would 

always take her to the village when they needed supplies. Since 

he died she rarely left the house. During the short, warm season 

she could busy herself outside; making minor repairs to the shack 

or tending their small garden. During the long, bleak, dark, cold 

winter she felt like a prisoner. 

     When Anana’s mind wandered, she would usually think of her 

father or she would make up pretend stories of things she would 

have done with her mother had she lived through Anana’s birth. 

Sometimes this made her feel guilty, as if her mother’s death was 

a necessity for Anana’s own existence. Today, however, she could 

only think of Tatkret and what had happened in her bed. He was 

just drunk, she rationalized, probably didn’t know what he was 

doing; doesn’t even remember it. 

     She thought about the few seconds that she had laid there 

while he pressed against her. What he had done – tried to do – 

was disgusting; sick. For a moment though, she had felt a 

stirring within her. She had never known a man that way, had only 

felt the pleasure of her own touch, and she wondered how 



 

 

different it would be. In the bed, with his hardness pulsing 

against her, she had felt her nipples hardening; felt that 

stirring between her legs. Even now, as she thought about it, she 

had a desire to address the growing dampness while, at the same 

time, her stomach turned at the depravity of it. 

     A shadow fell across her, graciously distracting her from 

the vision that was intent on overtaking her. Anana turned to the 

window, half expecting to see someone standing there despite the 

relative isolation of the house. There was nobody there but she 

noticed that the landscape appeared to have been washed over with 

a soft gray. She set the clothing aside and went to the window, 

expecting to see clouds gathering; wondering if they would appear 

dark and menacing and threatening to bring more cold and snow. 

Instead, Anana saw that a bite had been taken out of the sun. 

     It was the beginning of an eclipse. This is what the 

villagers must have meant when they had told Tatkret that the 

moon god would be successful in his quest across the sky. Was 

this cosmic event partly to blame for her brother’s actions? Had 

the moon affected him as the ancestors had believed that it 

could; pushed him toward lunacy? Would it take much? She had 

already seen the changes in him since their father had died; 

thought him sullen, withdrawn, changed. Was he more fragile than 

she had imagined? 

     Anana’s eyes wandered to the vast blanket of snow as these 



 

 

thoughts swam in her head. She saw the windswept, almost hidden 

foot steps leading from the house to the shed where her father’s 

– her brother’s – traps and fishing nets were kept and where 

Tatkret parked the snowmobile. She saw the tracks of the sled 

heading away. And she saw, crossing both the snowmobile tracks 

and the shallow imprints of her brothers boots, the soft imprints 

of snowshoes that seemed to lead to the door. No more had she 

registered this and given just a moment’s thought to the idea 

that she had a visitor calling, than the door swung open and 

Tatkret stalked inside. 

     “Tatkret!” she exclaimed, her breath catching, “You 

frightened me.” 

     He said nothing in return. Simply closed the door and bent 

to remove the snowshoes.  

     “Where is the snowmobile?” Anana asked, but again she was 

met with silence.  

     When he stood, she knew, that Tatkret – the Tatkret that she 

had known her whole life – was no longer behind those dark, oily 

eyes. He took a step forward and she instinctively backed away 

from him. 

     “What’s wrong, sister?” he asked, but his voice was as cold 

as the wind she could hear growing and whispering outside. 



 

 

     He didn’t move closer, only that single first step, but a 

grin – a frightening, maniacal grin – spread across his face. 

That grin seemed to stretch and grow along with the darkening of 

the room as the moon continued to eat away at the sun. 

     Through the clenched teeth of that fearful sneer Tatkret 

said, “I love you too, sister.” But there was no love in his 

words; they were thick and heavy and terrifying. Behind them she 

could hear the sound of the wind rising from a whisper to a howl, 

as if it was gathering strength from the growing darkness. 

     “Tatkret…” Anana started, but she had no other words to put 

with it. 

     “Annigan,” he said. 

     “No, Tatkret…” tears were swelling in her eyes and through 

the blur of them his face took on an even more sinister 

appearance. 

     “Malina,” he said, “we will be gods.” 

     He pulled a bottle of whiskey from the pocket of his jacket. 

It was nearly empty and he swallowed down what was left of it and 

dropped the bottle to the floor, where it shattered, all the 

while his eyes on Anana; all the while the world darkening. 

     The wind howled, gusted, screamed its anger. The door 

crashed open, drawing Anana’s eyes away from her brother for the 



 

 

briefest of moments, and the cold air and snow barged into the 

room. The dying fire – Anana had not fed it as she had sat losing 

herself in thoughts arousing and disturbing – flared from the 

rush of oxygen, then dwindled to embers. Tatkret had her in his 

rough hands before she was aware that he had advanced. 

     Anana screamed, matching the wind, then lost her breath as 

Tatkret whirled her to the left, smoothly slipping his boot 

behind her leg, throwing her to the ground. Her head smacked 

against the hard, wooden floor and she saw stars. He was on top 

of her, clawing at her clothes with one hand while pinning her 

arms above her with the other, spreading and locking her legs 

with his own. His hot, whiskey breath was on her face, then her 

neck, and she felt his mouth greedily sucking and biting at her. 

     “No,” she tried to cry out but it was weak, choked back by 

fear and tears. 

     The room continued to darken as he tore at her. She felt his 

fingernails scrape across her flesh and nipple as he ripped 

through her shirt. She could feel blood swell and trickle to the 

hollow in her chest between her breasts. She struggled but he was 

much heavier, much stronger. His mouth, breath like fire, was on 

her breast as his hand tore at her pants and at his own, trying 

to access her and free himself. She wondered if he tasted the 

blood, if he was sucking harder because of it.  



 

 

     The room fell to the dark of midnight as if a heavy curtain 

had been pulled slowly across the windows. How long, she 

wondered, until the sun would be free again. Somehow, if only 

there was sunlight, she knew Tatkret would stop this madness. If 

only he could see the fear in her face, the tears streaming down 

her cheeks leaving dark trails of terror behind them, he would 

come to his senses. Too long, she thought, even a few minutes 

would be too long. 

     The wind howled even louder. Anana didn’t think it possible. 

She felt her eardrums would burst. She felt the cold wash over 

her face, her exposed belly. She felt pinpricks of snow stabbing 

and melting against her skin. In the light of the last, 

struggling embers of the fire she thought she saw movement over 

her brother’s shoulder; a trick of the eclipse, of the snow, of 

the wind. She bucked and thrashed beneath him. 

     Then, suddenly, he rolled off of her, striking the side of 

her head with an elbow – she thought it was an elbow – as he did. 

She squeezed her eyes tight from the pain. Her head swam – still 

feeling the effects of striking the floor. The darkness was 

complete as she drifted into unconsciousness, perhaps her mind 

shutting itself down in self-preservation, and the moon swallowed 

the sun. 

     Slowly, from much farther away than she thought possible, 

the sounds of the wind, the cold breath of it across her breasts 



 

 

– a stark contrast to the hot, hungry breath of Tatkret – called 

her back. She swam up out of the darkness to find herself lying 

there on the cold floor. She slowly opened her eyes, sharp, 

searing pain on her chest. How long? Light was returning to the 

world. The moon was sliding past the sun. She let her hand slide 

down between her legs. Her pants were pulled loose but not off, 

there was no pain there. 

     The room continued to brighten and she cautiously rolled to 

look for her brother. Had he somehow sobered up? Had a change of 

heart? Realized what he was doing? She saw him lying near the 

table, face down on the floor. She thought to run but found 

herself crawling toward him, still concerned for him, still 

loving him. 

     She grabbed his shoulder, shook him, the rolled him toward 

her. His eyes were wide but unseeing. Across his neck was a 

ragged, bleeding gash that looked to her very much like the evil, 

demonic grin that had been on his face. A piece of the broken 

whiskey bottle lay near him, dripping blood. 

     Anana screamed and pushed him away from her. He rolled back 

to his chest, his head, arm, leg lolling like a rag doll. The 

light was nearly full now and she saw them on the back of his 

jacket; two sooty hand prints as if someone had grabbed him by 

the shoulders. She stared at them. Had someone pulled him off of 

her? Who? And where had they gone? 



 

 

     She glanced around the room – nobody – then back at the 

black prints. Something was wrong with them. She stared. The 

thumbs. The thumbs were wrong. She could see the prints clearly, 

each digit in stark, accusing contrast on Tatkret’s light colored 

jacket. The thumb prints were not pointing inward toward each 

other, as they would if he had been grabbed from behind, but 

outward, on his shoulders, as if someone had hugged him. 

     Anana ran from the house, her clothes still loose and pulled 

away, the snow and wind biting at her exposed chest but not 

feeling it. She ran toward the sun, tears in her eyes, the wind 

whistling around her. She hoped it would gust strong and lift her 

up into the sky, away from this cold, lonely, often too dark 

world and into the sky. She ran pumping her arms and lifting her 

legs high to fight through the snow. She ran with dark, black, 

sooty ashes on her hands. 

 


