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dissolve

| resided to being ugly that year

to dissolving into myself

to tears that never ended

lips that blended into the flesh of my face
from purple to grey

nailing myself to eternity

working through wormholes

it came from within

from the home that never was

from darkness i did not understand
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i'm sick today
i'll be forever lonely

the moon goes away
she pulls my body gently

walking in the field after dark i can fly
sweet lips i have oranges

i'd rather be with you
oh but look at me i'm a timeless beauty



grief::

grief lives deep inside, becoming a part of the bones
organs, blood

ripping away all of my masks

a part of me for so long that i no longer recognize it
popping up when i try to move my body,

late at night

on walks

some weeks are joyful

some days it falls on the chest, tickles the throat
eyes hot

confounded—where did you come from?

i thought i pulled the root

death of hot girl::

there was a brief period of time when | was
hot girl

it felt (almost) effortless

once i arrived

i don’'t remember the last time

someone told me i was beautiful

or their gaze snagged on mine

i emerged from my swamp

cold

unable to thaw



what a quiet time its been

my children grew and then they left
move my mouth my arms come out my chest
it hurts

shut my eyes bright overhead
we used to walk there hand in hand
my eyes are old i cant remember how

can’t hear me now
im reaching out

hold me closer

i can feel everything

it gets colder as we get older

hold my hand don’t forget me now
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| want to feel my bones

thru my skin bruising on the floor from where
i lay

| want to scream

but my body is weak

mouthful of grass from when i couldn't
speak

an anger takes me over

| fish around for the last thing i need

mouthful of teeth surrounding a halo

I want to scream my body weak though

I do not want that put on a good show

i fish around for the last thing i need though




forgiveness in the gash

my therapist asked me
how i saw the connection of anger
generationally

between myself, my mother, and grandmother

i said

it was ambitious to put words to what i
acutely sense

i peer down at (now) white scars

one vertical slash through my belly button
and three horizontal across my abdomen

beginning to stretch and pull with every

can i explain more than this?
i watched a short film set in calabria
a man alessandro lost his father before easter

preceding the annual self flagellation

he beat himself wholly that year
blood markings on basilica doors, stones

only to be hosed off by nightfall

show up

inhale and exhale, the moon and the tide

ritual

a cry that splits skin

never suspended in the moment long enough to be witnessed
i once had a lover, after years declared

they loved my belly

i was startled by this comment

they liked to pass judgement on my appearance

reminding me i was (almost) the hottest woman they ever saw

fucked

my belly is the residence of my anger

it grew to encase what my mother

her mother

never spoke

waking up alone, staring at white lights

i think of alessandro dragging his bloody legs

gnashing at his thighs with shards of glass

searching for a redemption unspoken
instead of asparagus i place rosemary
by all my doorways

i scream, beating my chest, my belly

my blood does not need to be excavated

it pours

— victoria froberg, 2025



find a dead bird

body still warm

blue bird in the tangles of branches of storm
watch my feathers

how they glitter in the sun
don't look there

look at me

timeless beauty

sweet lips

i have oranges

body's so warm
fingertips are numb

exactly yes
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let's get a chocolate treat
bc i am a chocolate fiend

alexandra
victoria
camille

leah
indy




