The Algorithm of Arrival by Rebecca Hodges

The first time Ava got the notification, she was brushing her teeth.

Arrival Pending: Processing Identity Parameters...

She froze, toothbrush mid-air. Everyone knew what it meant. The
Algorithm - designed by the Department of Selfhood - sent a single message
when you’d reached your “true self”. Some people got it at sixteen. Others at
forty. It was supposed to be the moment everything clicked.

But Ava’s message didn’t click. It glitched.

Error: Identity Inconclusive. Please continue evolving.

She stared at the screen. “What does that even mean?”

Her friend Marcus had received his notification last year. He’d thrown a
party. Balloons, cake, a certificate from the Algorithm that read You Have
Arrived. He said it felt like being seen by the universe.

Ava tried not to resent him.

She’d transitioned three years ago. Changed her name, her pronouns,
her wardrobe, her voice. She’d done the work. She’d peeled back layers,
rewritten scripts, learned to love the mirror. Wasn’t that enough?

The second notification came while she was meditating.

Arrival Pending... Error: Conflicting Data.

She screamed into a pillow.

She started tracking the messages. They came at random. During
therapy, while dancing, once during sex. Each time, the same result: Error.
Her phone filled with them like unanswered texts from a god who couldn’t
make up their mind.

She went to the Department of Selfhood. A sterile building with pastel
walls and a receptionist who smiled too much.

“I keep getting error messages,” Ava said.

The receptionist typed something. “You're still in flux.”

“m not. | know who | am.”

“Arrival is algorithmic,” she said. “It’'s not personal.”

Ava left with a pamphlet titled Becoming: A Journey Toward Certainty.
She threw it in the bin.

One night, she met someone at a queer poetry reading. Their name
was Sky. They had no pronouns, no labels, just a laugh like wind chimes and
a tattoo that read Unfinished. Ava told them about the errors.

Sky smiled. “Maybe you’re not broken. Maybe the system is.”

Ava blinked. “But everyone else gets theirs.”

“Everyone else settles.”

That stuck with her.

She stopped waiting. She stopped checking. She danced harder, loved
louder, wore sequins to the supermarket. She wrote poems that didn’t rhyme
and kissed people who didn’t ask if she’d arrived yet.



Then, one morning, her phone buzzed.

Arrival Pending...

She stared at it. Her heart thudded.

Error: Undefined Parameters.

She laughed. For the first time, it didn’t sting.

She typed a reply.

Maybe I’'m not meant to arrive. Maybe I'm meant to move.

The screen blinked. Then, for the first time, it responded.

Acknowledged.

She stared at the word. It didn’t come with balloons or a certificate. No
fanfare. Just quiet recognition. And maybe that was better.

Later that day, she walked past a billboard for the Algorithm. A smiling
couple, holding hands beneath the slogan: Find your final form. Ava snorted.
She didn’t want a final form. She wanted freedom.

She met Sky again at a rooftop bar. They were wearing a jacket made
of recycled disco balls. “You look radiant,” Ava said.

Sky winked. “Still unfinished.”

Ava raised her glass. “To never arriving.”

Sky clinked it. “To always becoming.”



