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      For Claudia.

      I can’t wait for all the food

      we’ll continue to have together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HALCYON INTEGRATED WELLNESS PROMO

          

          TELEVISION COMMERCIAL SCRIPT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        [OPENING SHOT: MEIYU − EARLY MORNING]

        Sunlight washes over the island harbor as bicycles weave down the main street into the waking city.

      

        

      
        VOICEOVER (V.O.):

        “In Meiyu, every day begins with possibility. And when life is unburdened, we move and live with ease.”

      

        

      
        [CUT TO: MEIYU DAY MONTAGE]

        [EAST MARKET]

        A breakfast stall vendor hands a steaming hot meal to an office worker. A grandmother selects fresh vegetables, and the vendor scans her wristband with a smile.

        [MEIYU SUBWAY STATION]

        A business executive taps his wristband and enters an express lane.

        [HOSPITAL]

        A parent holding a sleeping toddler sits in a priority waiting room.

        [COMMUNITY CENTER]

        An elderly uncle steps into a tai chi class. A young couple laughs in a calligraphy workshop nearby.

      

        

      
        ON-SCREEN TEXT:

        Meal Vouchers

        Market Discounts

        Transit Credits

        Priority Access

        Community Engagement

      

        

      
        V.O.:

        “With the Balance Treatment, Halcyon Wellness helps you make room for the moments that matter. Gentle, guided support for the emotions that drag you down—paired with everyday partner benefits across the city. From meal vouchers and market savings to priority access and community opportunities, life flows effortlessly wherever you go.”

      

        

      
        [CUT TO: VARIOUS RESIDENTS]

        A teacher kneels beside a student, pointing at a line on their tablet. A street cleaner waves at a child. A barista holds out a drink with a smile.

      

        

      
        V.O.:

        “More time for what matters: family and loved ones, work, and your health and wellbeing.”

      

        

      
        [CUT TO: HALCYON BALANCE CENTER]

        A Restoration Practitioner welcomes a well-dressed couple with an easy smile.

      

        

      
        V.O.:

        “The Balance Treatment eases the weight.

        And you stay you, simply with more space to breathe.”

      

        

      
        [CLOSING SHOT: MEIYU AT GOLDEN HOUR]

        Bicycles glide home. Families gather for dinner in their spacious apartments. Laundry on a balcony sways in the breeze. The city glows.

      

        

      
        V.O.:

        “Halcyon Wellness. Feel lighter. Live steadier.

        And let Meiyu shine with you.”

      

        

      
        ON-SCREEN TEXT:

        HALCYON WELLNESS

        Lighten the load. Lift the day.
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      Efficiency sets the pace of the world. And despite all the upgraded machines and advanced sciences, there’s a stubborn dependability to a bicycle, its simple design unchanged year after year. No motor to service, no battery to charge, no software waiting to fail. Legs power the pedals, the chain turns, the wheels follow, and the outcome remains consistent. A bicycle is practical, durable, and inexpensive. Fast, but not too fast.

      Efficiency in physical form. Lena likes that.

      To her side, her reflection ripples on the glass. Wrapped in her hooded poncho, she appears more shape than person, a pinched triangle on two wheels. Most days she doesn’t mind the ride, but she’s more than ready for the sky to clear. Mountainous clouds squat over the island, and this morning’s downpour has slackened into a drizzle that clings to Lena’s cheeks. While she waits, she runs her thumb along the jagged groove of the handlebar where a small well of water has pooled. A prickle of irritation surfaces, although the old anger doesn’t rise.

      When the traffic signal shifts, she pushes off and glides toward the lower ring. Water threads the painted lines that run beside her tracks, and Lena doesn’t bother with the street signs and markings. Routine and familiar motion carry her.

      Ahead, a large white building emerges with HALCYON BALANCE CENTER across the front in bright signage. Moisture streaks down its wide panes, blurring the reception area on the other side. The clinic opens in twenty minutes, and already there’s a modest queue forming due to the rainy weather, although it’ll be nothing like the post-summer and holiday crowds. Her old office sits in the east wing beyond the interior service desk, likely reassigned the week she left. Maybe the demotion might have stung to someone else, somewhere else, but not Lena, and not on the island city of Meiyu.

      Her pace quickens as she pedals by, although there’s no reason to care if anyone glances out. None of her former coworkers would recognize her beneath the poncho, anyway. Plus, couriers rarely draw a second look, especially on a day like this.

      At the exit to the lower road, traffic thickens. Reflective armbands catch the passing light from vehicles and storefront signs, and other handlebar lamps blink amber and red against the film of rain on asphalt. Lena keeps to the shoulder and takes the turn overlooking the harbor’s edge. Cargo haulers drift in the distance.

      The weather smothers most of the brine emanating from the nearby fish market, but like every other day, Lena angles her face away. For someone who grew up surrounded by the sea, she’s never cared for its taste (it’s fine to admire, but not to eat). She passes compact stalls, their haze escaping from awnings and disappearing into the cool air. An electric truck drones by, its bulk momentarily crowding the lane, and she falls in behind a few cyclists skimming through gaps too narrow for anything larger. Through the mist, billboards glow.

      
        
        HALCYON INTEGRATED WELLNESS

        CALM HOUSEHOLDS,

        STRONG NEIGHBORHOODS

      

      

      A family of three smiles beneath a pastel gradient, their posture perfect. Serenity, all arranged. And below them, a smaller sign scrolls district clinic hours, queue durations, and the latest maintenance plans.

      To her left, she passes a century-old station still in use. Beyond it, the tram slices through the island, rails gleaming as the cars climb toward the newer sections of the city. Lena stays on the lower level, where Old Meiyu keeps to its slower cadence. Here, buildings retain their first bones: sloped roofs, brick fronts, close-set balconies dotted with herbs and clotheslines, and alleys unchanged across generations.

      She cuts across the causeway, and another courier moving in the opposite direction tips a hand her way. Lena doesn’t know them, but she answers with a wave. It’s simply an acknowledgment. Recognition isn’t the point, nor is further engagement. Just like finding like.

      At the next intersection, a municipal screen cycles through the week’s forecast: light showers, shifting winds, variable conditions. In the corner, Halcyon’s logo gleams beside its usual reminder about rebates for emotionally balanced citizens. Lena doesn’t need to read the entire thing; no one does. It always repeats with the morning announcements, sandwiched between the same slogans: Balance earns trust. Balance earns stability.

      The corporation city guides her along, one billboard after another, and the mantra trails her all the way to the Halcyon depot. The bay door lifts, and she rolls inside, greeted by warm air tinged with a blend of metal polish, burnt coffee, and a touch of ozone from the scanners. Overhead fluorescents replace the dimness outside. Old Man Hsieh sits at his security post with his dented thermos, shoulders rounded, eyes roving between the monitors and nothing in particular. A pile of sandbags rests nearby. Lena gives him a nod, and he returns it.

      She parks her bicycle just inside the entrance, sheds her poncho and helmet, and shakes out her damp hair. She taps her armband against the check-in scanner and retrieves her handheld from the thin bag slung across her chest. Halcyon’s application spools, and the route loads: one delivery to an office tower in the nicer strip, four deliveries in the interior business district near the research labs, one to her prior office address, and a last stop at Disposal. Plus any Halcyon errands that come along the way. It’s not a terribly busy schedule. With a week of wet weather, she expected more volume.

      Mr. Peng, Lena’s middle-aged supervisor, steps out from the back office with a silicone-cased tablet balanced in one hand. He wears round gold spectacles, has a silver patch in his neatly combed hair, and moves with the precision of someone who dislikes wasted motion. Even though digital clocks blink around the space, he still checks the time on his analog wristwatch.

      “Good morning, Ms. Li.” Like his posture and motions, his voice is measured, never raised.

      “Morning,” she answers.

      “Humidity’s high today,” he notes, glancing at the diagnostic strip behind Old Man Hsieh. “The older sleeves don’t hold their seals well in this. Double-check the readings before you head out. Swap anything that runs high, and log the change.”

      “Understood.”

      “And routing checkpoints are lagging after the last system update. Add cushion where you can.”

      “Will do.”

      His gaze finds the bicycle behind her, her damp poncho sprawled over it. “Take the car. The weather’s unpredictable, and it’s only going to get worse.”

      Lena looks up. “I’m faster on my bike.”

      He peers over the frame of his glasses.

      “You’ve seen my times,” she adds.

      Mr. Peng huffs, conceding without further argument.

      Behind her, something heavy thumps on the concrete. Old Man Hsieh reaches for another sandbag and hefts it toward the bay door.

      “Ms. Li.”

      Lena turns back to Mr. Peng, whose eyes flick to his watch. “You should get moving. And remember, I’m leaving early for the biweekly, so send any irregularities well before. I’ll be offline.” He taps the tablet three times before heading toward his office. “Don’t forget. Check the seals.”

      “Got it.”

      Mr. Peng is an effective supervisor, firm but not harsh. Lena tries not to dwell on the undertones in his instructions and reminders. Five months as a courier—nearly six now—and she’s been late twice, officially warned once. The first delay came only a week into the assignment, after a sleepy truck driver sideswiped her. Her bicycle frame still carries those unrepaired but cosmetic injuries. The second tardiness, however, was entirely her fault. Her mind wandered, and she took a wrong turn down the wrong hill.

      She crosses to the counter where the day’s insulated sleeves are arranged in a neat row. Each one is only a little larger than the palm-sized cartridge it protects, built from a flexible but firm composite with a digital strip showing its matching code and stability readings. The affect drives inside are smooth and rigid and deceivingly hefty considering their thin size.

      Lena moves through her list. All drives and their casings report stable humidity and temperature levels, their respective indicators showing the correct blue. On a closer look, one drive is opaque black, an older model, maybe two generations removed. She hasn’t seen this version in a while. It has a haze beneath the transparent protective layer, but she eyes the matching blue indices, then double-checks her handheld. It’s the one marked for disposal.

      “Condensation?”

      Lena nearly jumps.

      Mr. Peng stands halfway down the shelving row, checking the housing modules.

      “Maybe a little,” she replies.

      He doesn’t look surprised. “Replace the sleeve and add an insert just in case. Old stock. I’ve been telling Management that these seals don’t tolerate this humidity.”

      Lena shows him the matching indicators.

      He barely glances over and lifts his chin. “Don’t risk it. Anything off, swap it. Your route’s manageable enough to spare the extra minute.”

      So Lena replaces the sleeve, adds a desiccant slip in with the drive, and waits for the fresh case to update its corresponding ID. When it’s verified, she adds the red disposal label across its front and back. It’d feel silly, if Lena mulled it over—drives slated for disposal are always rendered inert before transit; there’s really no need for all this preventive maintenance. These checks are just procedure, one last formality before destruction, and she has no reason to question why Halcyon does things this way.

      When she’s done, Lena places the seven sleeves into their individual compartments and presses each cover shut. Seven clean clicks. Seven blue lights along the shell’s top display. She scans the case’s code into her custody, a chirp and the flash of her handheld confirming the entry. She then slips the package into her insulated and weatherproof Halcyon bag, straps it to the rear rack of her bicycle, and secures everything until the load is balanced. Her handheld disappears into her sling, and with a small wave to Mr. Peng, she tugs on her poncho. Another nod to Old Man Hsieh, who has since arranged the first row of sandbags.

      Outside, the rain hangs in a fine sheet. Yellow streetlights gleam against the glossy pavement, and runoff gurgles through the gutters and drains. Somewhere beyond the roofs of neighboring warehouses, a ship horn sounds, bass-heavy and distant. Lena puts on her helmet, flips her hood up, and hops onto the saddle. Her armband trembles once as she clears the property line.

      Back on the lower road, she resumes the city’s pace. Delivery carts slide past, couriers merge, and cranes shift containers farther down the corridor. Lena keeps to the edge, tracing the bend toward the inner ring of the city’s core. At the next crossing, the signal flashes red, and vehicles, cyclists, and scooters congregate while a maintenance truck trundles through. Above them, a billboard pulses: Better balance starts today. The lanes clear, and the crowd edges forward again.

      The first stop warms up her muscles, sending her into the upper terraces of Meiyu, where the rain recedes. Daybreak filters through the mist to reveal mirrored towers and luxury shops—broad, minimalist spaces with a few careful displays, brands and products her money will never know. For a city obsessed with efficiency, the route makes little sense, uphill and out of the way, but the affluent receive their deliveries first. Lena doesn’t mind. The higher districts somehow smell of filtered oxygen and polished wood, and Halcyon’s slogans don’t crowd the sky here.

      She brakes in front of Liang, Sun, & Co. Estate and Sentiment Management, a holding firm framed by tall glass doors and a manicured garden bordered with sculpted bamboo. Even the pond reflects the motto etched in stone: Tranquility sustains legacy. Lena’s been here several times, and she still doesn’t know what it means.

      Inside, the reception space is bathed in tempered light and tastefully perfumed with jasmine. She wedges the case under one arm and removes the single insulated sleeve with the other. A clerk in a pressed navy suit accepts it with a curt nod, then scans her armband. His expression never shifts. Behind him, the translucent partition flashes as her credentials sync—names and timestamps ghost across the surface before fading. She catches only a glimpse, but it’s enough to recognize: clients who’ve authorized emotional inheritance transfers. People who pass along not only property and heirlooms but also raw feelings. Her armband pulses once to confirm the handoff.

      “Bequeathal package,” the clerk says, tone identical to every other balance-industry professional. He tucks the sleeve into a drawer. “Disposition confirmed.”

      Though he doesn’t look up again, Lena acknowledges him with a tip of her chin as she steps outside.

      In the mid-terraces, the other deliveries move quickly. The space between towers narrows, and concrete replaces glass. She makes stops at smaller consulting firms, auxiliary healthcare facilities, and cramped offices. Some drives she drops off at staffed desks; others she places in designated lockers. Each transaction requires a scan, a confirmation, and a pause while the network syncs. Efficiency stretches thin across the day.

      Then Lena’s handheld pings. A pickup from District 5. The unscheduled disruption is irritating but not unusual. She doesn’t question the collection; it happens when another district pushes a system update or another Halcyon courier calls in sick.

      When she’s completed that errand, the band tightens around her upper arm and Mandatory Rest Interval flashes across her handheld. Normally she’d have taken a break, sat down for an actual lunch—the familiar noodle shop or underground food court would pull her in by habit—but the unexpected request has cleaved through her timing and she’s not close to either location.

      Lena coasts toward a convenience market wedged between two service buildings. The place smells of wet cardboard and tea eggs that have sat in an open pot all day—a little soy sauce, star anise, and the shadow of sulfur. She buys bottled tea and a triangle of pressed rice, eating under the overhang while the counter ticks down. The rest period offers no true relaxation, just another enforced delay. When her armband cinches again, the day has tipped well into the afternoon.

      Her stomach a little fuller now, she hops onto her bike and follows the slope into the lower districts where her tires send fans of water outward as she cuts through shallow puddles. When the route marker blinks, Lena realizes it’s led her back to the building she passed that morning. The sign for the Halcyon Balance Center looms above the smaller District 3 plaque. It’s still strange to her, walking through the main entrance like everyone else; for years she used the staff side door, but five months ago she’d been re-scoped to the customer access.

      The clinic is exactly how she left it. The waiting room sits at the front, while two corridors branch behind it: one for Meiyu residents who have Restoration Practitioners clip their emotions for lifestyle and Halcyon benefits, the other for Affect Technicians who process what remains. Lena once worked on the latter side, filtering and diluting the slumps of post-holiday feelings, the sharp aches of love fizzled too fast, the slow corrosion of compounded arguments. She approaches the counter, the insulated sleeve already in hand.

      “Lenny! You calibrate your route down to the millisecond again?”

      That isn’t the usual Halcyon clinic script.

      She ignores the lanky man behind the service window and sets her helmet on the counter. He’s exaggerating, and wildly. Lena likes her routine and schedules, but not to that extreme.

      Soichi leans forward. His thick mop of hair flops into his eyes, and he tugs at his white coat, half-buttoned and smudged at the cuff. His grin is all teeth. “Another batch?” he asks, as if she isn’t here almost every week. “No one better to trust with a bag full of feelings.” He winks, patting the sill between them. “What’ve you brought me?”

      Lena sets the sleeve down. “Refill. Post-vacation blues, maybe.” She doesn’t actually know—couriers rarely have that access—but experience from her technician days fills in the guess. “Probably tagged for
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