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chris kraus is the author of the novels I Love Dick, Torpor, Aliens & Anorexia 
and Summer of Hate, as well as Video Green: Los Angeles Art and the Triumph 
of Nothingness and Where Art Belongs. A contributor to various magazines, 
she teaches writing at European Graduate School and lives in LA.

Praise for Aliens & Anorexia

“Aliens & Anorexia is a tantalizing, messy, wildly associative and often 
brilliant book that leaps effortlessly between autobiography, art criticism, 
philosophy and fiction … There are more ideas on every page of Aliens & 
Anorexia than in most books published in the last year. It is an exciting 
and courageous work.” Ben Ehrenreich, LA Weekly

“Kraus tries to get over herself and her cinematic mishap by interweaving 
the account of her flop with the life stories of other earnest visionaries 
who died with puny places in the canon. She hails the Damien Hirst-
esque meat artiste Paul Thek as someone who aimed for ‘a plateau at 
which a person might, with all their will and consciousness, become 
a thing.’ She presents her heroine Simone Weil as the Frida Kahlo of 
French philosophers: a frail Jewess who accepts Christ and eventually 
starves herself to death at 34 in a rapture of altruism, TB, and indignation 
that the world fell so short of her beloved Greek ideal of the Good. As 
Kraus narrates Thek’s and Weil’s sagas with redemptive fervor, you get 
the sense that her zeal to upgrade them from also-ran status thinly masks 
her desire to redeem herself … Typical of a certain kind of intellectual 
who filter everything through discourse, Kraus romanticizes actor-outers 
like anorexics, alleged alien abductees, and inarticulate girls …” Rhonda 
Lieberman, Village Voice

“Chris Kraus’s work is … one of the literary high points of the past two 
decades.” Rick Moody, Voice Literary Supplement
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“Reading Aliens & Anorexia is like drinking cream: so rich you can only 
take one page at a time. It kept distracting me from itself. I had to get 
up and leave the book, possessed by some new idea I wanted to be alone 
with.” Lisa Carver, Toronto Globe & Mail

“Beautiful, tough, finely wrought, high-impact and happily unclassifiable, 
Aliens & Anorexia is painful, ironic, and ultimately liberating.” Gianluca 
Pulsoni, Il Manifesto

“Written in the first person, where emotional experiences can become 
philosophical concepts, Aliens & Anorexia offers up aliens, art, and 
anorexia as radical responses to the profound cynicism of capitalism.” 
Andrea Bowers, Artforum

“Neither modern or postmodern, Aliens & Anorexia travels through time 
and leaves indelible traces … Kraus looks beyond the sparks and dazzle 
of literary language towards a realm of grace and shadows, which in this 
book, she joins.” Marco Denti, Books Highway

Praise for I Love Dick

“The intelligence and honesty and total originality of Chris Kraus 
make her work not just great but indispensable—especially now, when 
everything is so confusing, so full of despair. I read everything Chris 
Kraus writes; she softens despair with her brightness, and with incredible 
humour, too.” Rachel Kushner

“I Love Dick is a classic. Here pain is the aphrodisiac and distance is the 
muse. Unrequited love is transformed into a fascinating book of ideas.” 
Zoe Pilger

Aliens and Anorexia prelims.indd   3 16/04/2018   17:04



“I know there was a time before I read Chris Kraus’s I Love Dick (in fact, 
that time was only five years ago), but it’s hard to imagine; some works of 
art do this to you. They tear down so many assumptions about what the 
form can handle (in this case, what the form of the novel can handle) that 
there is no way to recreate your mind before your encounter with them.” 
Sheila Heti

“Tart, brazen and funny … a cautionary tale, I Love Dick raises disturbing 
but compelling questions about female social behavior, power, control.” 
Nation

“Ever since I read I Love Dick, I have revered it as one of the most 
explosive, revealing, lacerating and unusual memoirs ever committed to 
the page … I Love Dick is never a comfortable read, and it is by turns 
exasperating, horrifying, and lurid, but it is never less than genuine, and 
often completely illuminating about the life of the mind.” Rick Moody

“I Love Dick is one of the most important books about being a woman 
… friends speak of Kraus’s work in the same breathless and conspiratorial 
way they discuss Elena Ferrante’s novels of female friendship set in 
Naples. The clandestine clubbishness that envelopes women who’ve read 
and immersed themselves in the texts shows how little female desire, 
anger and vulnerability is accurately and confidently explored in literature 
and culture … the book reveals far deeper truths than standard and 
uncomplicated love plots tend to.” Dawn Foster, Independent
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Praise for Torpor

“Chris Kraus writes about the strangeness of the world in a clear 
American prose filled with emotion, but with no vapors of style … Chris 
Kraus is a great writer.” Michael Tolkin, Artforum

“Feelings about messed-up relationships cut back and forth with painful 
proddings of historical events, all rendered in a kind of open prose that 
allows a dirt road to lead to Desert Storm and end up in an analysis 
of Thirtysomething. The effect is so startling that it resuscitates words 
long fallen out of fashion: Torpor is honest and true.” Alex Kitnick, The 
Believer

“Torpor takes aim at the traditional bourgeois novel about marriage and 
family and delivers a book full of bullet-holes: the death of the novel, the 
fall of Europe, the end of the family, devastation of the arts. What is left 
standing? A battle-scarred but indefatigably hopeful I Love Lucy-esque 
Chris Kraus.” Michael Silverblatt, Bookworm

“Kraus is at work on a kind of philosophy … it is possible, she finds, 
to turn on in ourselves the bright light of the interrogation room … 
to expose all experience always to direct and sustained evaluation … 
Through the intention, perpetual effort to comprehend it, existence is 
transformed from a series of events … and therefore the world in which 
it is lived is something within our power to comprehend.” Elizabeth 
Gumport, n+1

“[Torpor] has more heart than any intellectual of the author’s caliber has 
gotten away with having since Céline. And, like Céline, she knows that 
life, alas, is not about feelings.” Gary Indiana, author of Three Month 
Fever
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This book is dedicated to the memory of 
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Introduction to Aliens & Anorexia

“i thought he was a genius, i.e. we hated many of 
the same people.”
— Chris Kraus, Aliens & Anorexia

for many years, i imagined aliens landing nearby and extending
an offer to go home with them, where i belong. i still do. i would
scarcely miss this so-called world which, having failed to notice
my existence, would little note my absence. Many people, i
suspect, have had such feelings. so many, in fact, that one begins
to wonder if this world of ours has already been populated by
aliens. What happened to all the earthlings? To feel at home in
this desperate world of ours is the surest sign that one has failed
to recognize it. alienation, as plato well understood, is the first
sign of recognition—recognition of what is there, and, more
importantly, of what is not. only a snowman, Wallace stevens
wrote, is cold enough to “behold nothing that is not there, and
the nothing that is.”

Aliens & Anorexia is a book about a book, or rather, about a
movie, Gravity and Grace, inspired by a book, Gravity and Grace,
written by the alien (nicknamed “the Martian”), mystical french

palle Yourgrau
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philosopher simone Weil (“rereading Weil,” writes Kraus, “i
identified with the dead philosopher completely”), who fanta-
sized about parachuting behind enemy lines during WWii, not
so much to save her compatriots in france from dying as to show
the Germans that the french, too, know how not to take death
seriously. (“Just because things seem serious,” says the perfect
Guy to Gravity, in Kraus’s movie, “doesn’t mean they really
are.”) Kraus’s book, her second novel, is a rescue mission
launched to save simone Weil after her imaginary landing, her
descent from the sky; to retrieve her from the enemy. But who is
the enemy? as Weil knew only too well, it wasn’t the Germans.
it was (as it always is) “one’s own”: in her case, the french, the
free french, women, Jews, Catholics, philosophers. To each of
these Weil (or Kraus?) was the other, the alien, as in rachel Bren-
ner’s diatribe against Weil, Writing as Resistance, masquerading
as a book, and francine du plessix Gray’s war against the french
philosopher, Simone Weil, masquerading as a biography (not to
mention emmanuel Levinas, Martin Buber, George steiner,
Graham Greene, i. rabi, … Need i go on? i must. Joyce Carol
oates is in a class by herself, declaiming that “simone Weil’s life
and posthumous career are … exemplary of the spiritual vacuum
of our century: the hunger to believe in virtually anyone who
makes a forthright claim to be divinely guided”). Chris Kraus,
the unlikeliest of soldier-saviors, has stepped in where death itself
has failed, to save Weil from the likes of Brenner, du plessix
Gray, et al.; to make the world safe for aliens.

The battlefield, for Kraus, is the body. a prison, as in plato?
perhaps. But as Weil wrote, the wall that separates two prisoners
is also, when they tap on it, their means of communication.
perhaps the body is, after all, our spaceship, the only vehicle we

14 / Palle Yourgrau
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have for transcendence. But how do we use it? “The body is a
lever for salvation,” Kraus quotes Weil as saying, “but in what
way? What is the right way to use it?” Kraus’s experiments with
s/m pull the lever one way. (Weil’s practice of celibacy pulls in
another.) Does it work? Where was she trying to go? she wants,
through her person, through her body, to become impersonal
(“the chief element of value in the soul is impersonality …,” Kraus
quotes Weil as saying), to break through the world of gravity to a
place beyond space. Commenting on sartre’s condescending,
reductive account of women in The Emotions, Kraus says that “i
think emotion is like hyperspace,” through which, via a “second
set of neural networks” those who “experience an intolerable
situation through their bodies” (“she felt the suffering of others in
her body,” Kraus says of Weil) do not become sartre’s “manipu-
lative cowards,” but rather travelers beyond the reach of space.
“female pain,” says Kraus, flying in sartre’s face and in the
faces of Weil’s accusers, “can be impersonal.” Not for Kraus the
standard line that “like all the female anorexics and mystics [like
Weil, “the anorexic philosopher,” as in a sourcebook quoted by
Kraus], ‘the girl’ can only be a brat … starving for attention.”

if we’re travelers, however, aliens trapped in and trying to get
out of this world of gravity, where are the signposts to guide us?
We must learn to trust what chance has thrown our way as if
they were signs, as if chance itself were a sign from fate. The key
words, here, obviously, are “as if.” But that way lies madness.
exactly. “When you don’t know what to do,” writes Kraus, “you
look for signs.” Aliens & Anorexia is itself just such a sign that
chance has thrown our way, a book filled to the brim, or so it
seems, with a random sequence of road signs masquerading as
the autobiography of Kraus’s frustrated attempts to realize
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Gravity and Grace, stories of strangers, friends, lovers, heroes,
liars, swindlers, failed schemes, art that died before it had a
chance to live. or is it mere chance that Gravity and Grace shows
up (in the original french) in the box of random effects
bequeathed to her by her lost friend, Dan asher, when he left
her; chance that her hero, paul Thek, aimed, in his art, for a state
of “decreation,” à la Weil?; chance that her oldest, closest New
zealand friend, Chev Murphy, had, in his pantheon of female
heroes, a picture of simone Weil? “The philosopher of sadness,”
Kraus calls Weil, adding that, “a single moment of true sadness
connects you instantly with all the suffering of the world.” and
could it not be, she wonders, that “sadness is the girl-equivalent
to chance?” (“Throughout the 20th century,” she writes, “chance
has repeatedly recurred as the basis of artistic practice among
groups of highly educated men … crocodiles in clubchairs. …
Girls, on the other hand, are less reptilian …”)

sadness, however, should not be confused with self-loathing.
Kraus brings up Weil’s infamous letter of october 3, 1940 to the
Minister of education, regarding the Vichy government’s policy
of denying Jews the right to teach. “The letter,” says Kraus, “is
cited often as evidence of Weil’s self-loathing anti-semitism.”
Cited by whom? according to rachel Brenner, a similar letter,
dated october 18, to Xavier Vallat, Commissioner of Jewish
affairs, “offers a revealing explanation of [Weil’s] celibacy,”
when, in recounting her employer’s remark that her labors in the
vineyard could inspire a real farmer to marry her, Weil added
that “he doesn’t know … that simply because of my name i
have an original defect that it would be inhuman for me to
transmit to children.” Brenner’s self-confessed hatred of Weil
blinds her to the fact that the letter literally drips with sarcasm.
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after noting the fact that “the presumption of Jewish origin” that
attaches to her name has denied her the privilege of work, she
comments, deadpan, that at least having no government salary
gives her “a lively feeling of satisfaction at having no part in the
country’s financial difficulties.” Nevertheless, “i do not consider
myself a Jew,” and “have never set foot in a synagogue,” and yet
regardless of this fact, “i consider the statute concerning Jews …
as being unjust and absurd.” (“one waits in vain,” writes Joyce
Carol oates, unaware, it seems, of the existence of the second let-
ter, or the sarcasm in both, “for Weil to protest the injustice of
the statute.”) after all, wrote Weil, “how can one believe that a
university graduate in mathematics could harm children who
study geometry by the mere fact that three of his grandparents
attended a synagogue?” one must be blind indeed, or cold as a
snowman, to miss the irony when Weil goes on to say that her
naïve employer at the vineyard “doesn’t know … that simply
because of my name i have an original defect that it would be
inhuman for me to transmit to children.” 

Yet for Brenner (and du plessix Gray would enthusiastically
assent), Weil’s “decision to remain sexually ‘pure’ is further
amplified by a sociopsychological explanation that connects the
determination to defy her female gender to her self-denial as a
Jew.” for Brenner, as for du plessix Gray, there is an indissoluble
link here: “her womanhood had to be denied in order to deny her
Jewish identity altogether.” repeating the absurdity that Weil
considered her Jewish name a “defect” that she refused to bequeath
her children, Brenner concludes that “the negation of her Jewishness
and femininity are ineluctably connected.” or, as du plessix Gray
puts it, “Weil’s ‘almost hysterical repugnance for the Judaic tradi-
tion … may well have been dictated by a projection of her curious
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self-loathing [which “underlines [her] manipulativeness and pen-
chant for emotional blackmail typical of many anorexics”] onto
her people.’” a repugnance that may also have been influenced by
her teacher, alain, “who,” she says, “was always extremely critical
of ‘this God of the Bible who is always massacring.’” (Du plessix
Gray, it seems, unlike Weil, is undisturbed by divine massacres.)

Now, there is a madness that saves, and a madness that’s sim-
ply crazy. Will anyone rescue us from the madness of Brenner and
du plessix Gray? “Why do Weil’s interpreters,” writes Kraus, “look
for hidden clues when she argues … for a state of decreation? she
hates herself, she can’t get fucked, she’s ugly. … [i]t must be she’s
refusing food, as anorexics do, as an oblique manipulation …
shedding pounds in a futile effort to erase her female body, which
is the only part of her that’s irreducible and defining.” or rather:
the only part of her except her “essential Jewishness” that’s irre-
ducible and defining. “impossible,” says Kraus, “to accept the
self-destruction of a woman as strategic.” on the contrary, “Weil’s
advocacy of decreation is read as … a kind of biographic key … as
evidence … of her hatred-of-her-[Jewish] body, etc.” 

Kraus’s rescue operation for aliens like Weil from behind
enemy lines on planet earth is a gift, if, in the end, like all good
deeds, it remains—as Weil herself would be the first to insist—a
fool’s errand. it is no accident that the heroes of Kraus’s film are
not only fools, but lunatics. (in the movie, says Kraus, “a group of
earnest lunatics wait for aliens to rescue them …”) Kraus’s
attempts to rescue Weil, the parachuter manqué, the alien who
never achieved lift off, the virgin, the red virgin, on board the
spaceship, body—fueled by a series of (mostly abortive) sexual
encounters, from imaginary phone sex, s/m, interspecies sex, sex
between men and women, sex between women and women,
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intergalactic sex—are a joke, but a deadly serious one. after all, as
the saying goes, there’s nothing funny about humor. Waiting for
God, said Weil, is in the end all we can really do (though in the end,
“we always do too much”), and from the lunatics in New zealand
waiting for their spaceship, and the flood, to Chris Kraus, the lover,
waiting for Gavin, her partner in phone sex, to get back to her, to
Chris Kraus, film maker, waiting for someone to take her movie,
Weil’s idea of waiting, and no less her idea of God (or whatever
she’s waiting for), is not so much realized as transformed, or meta-
morphosed, into something rich and strange; not the cockroaches
of Kafka, but the “green and silver winged … miscegenated insects
in aluminum” that Gravity, one of the heroes of Gravity & Grace,
spends her time welding. indeed, Gravity herself, no less than her
friend, Grace, is a transfiguration of Weil’s Christian-platonic
ideas of gravity and grace. ideas become people, the “word”
become flesh; is this not, after all, the very idea of grace?

The spaceship that never arrives in Aliens & Anorexia does after
all arrive, only it’s not inside the book, but rather, the book itself.
from the moment we’re on board, we’re flying through a space
that only looks familiar. We’re grasping for signposts to tell us
where we’re going, but we can’t read them. They’re too jumbled;
they’re going by too fast. We’re on a journey, led by the narrator,
who’s on a journey led by Weil, who’s waiting for God to show
her where to go. everything we see and hear is extremely familiar,
and at the same time, alien. Which is only to say that Kraus is
not a snowman who can see only the nothing that is here, and
nothing that is not. it is a journey worth taking, if you can take it.
By the strangest of means, by the most alien of paths, Chris Kraus
has succeeded in saving Weil, where so many before her have
failed. in truth, if i hadn’t seen it, i wouldn’t have believed it.
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