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INT. SLICK ADVERTISING OFFICE. 8AM. 

STELLA (30’s) is a PA. She arrives punctually at work, 
coffee in hand. She surveys the damage. The office is a 
wreck. ROB, LISA and KARL are pulling themselves 
together for a pitch, after working straight through 
the night. It’s eye-drops and espressos all round. 

ROB
Stella! Fresh eyes. Read this?

Rob hands Stella a document, she takes it with a smile 
and starts reading. A minute passes. Suddenly she looks 
up and around. It’s quiet. Too quiet.

STELLA
Where’s Mitch?

KARL
He was on his sofa..

Stella moves swiftly toward an adjacent glass office - 
the boss’s office - and peers in. 

There’s Mitch’s sofa. But no Mitch. 

Stella launches herself towards the door and out the 
office.  

EXT. LONDON STREET

Mitch (late 40’s) is a senior partner. He is well 
groomed. Expensive suit. He is also SLEEPWALKING in 
broad daylight. Eyes half open, walk affected. 

INT. CAFE. 

Mitch walks in and sits down at a table with three old 
ladies. He starts speaking to them loudly, in French, 
we see the subtitles. 

“Our ideas.. meet your ideas.. together! It’s a 
campaign! We are big fans of yours at the agency. I 
know you may think alligators a strange choice..”

Stella enters, slightly out of breath. She makes 
apologetic faces at the ladies and whispers in Mitch’s 
ear in French, careful not to jolt him. She plays word 
association with him and he loves it. 

STELLA
Daisy. Daisy? 

MITCH
Ooh SUMMER!

The old women are perplexed. 

(CONTINUED)



STELLA
Piano?

MITCH
Gershwin!

He giggles like a child and follows Stella as she 
starts moving toward the door, still offering him words 
while smiling warmly at the blue rinse brigade. 

EXT. STREET.

Stella is walking closely next to Mitch, speaking 
softly to him when they approach a policeman in a high-
vis jacket. Mitch walks up to him and cuddles him 
affectionately. 

MITCH
Lucille, my favorite dress.. 
That color on you. It’s the best 
one. So delightful!

INT. OFFICE - LATER.

Stella is eating her lunch. Mitch is asleep on the 
sofa, snoring quietly. Karl enters and sits down next 
to Stella. She stops eating, waits for him to speak. 

KARL
Well done getting him back. Did 
he hurt himself? 

Stella shakes her head. Waits. 

Uggh. They didn’t really get it. 
I could see that they weren’t 
buying it. Alligators and lost 
voicemail...

(beat)
..asked if we had anything else 
prepared. 

Stella sighs and deflates a bit. 

Karl’s eyes twinkle.

I figured we had nothing to 
lose.

(beat)
..so I gave them your idea about 
the sleepwalkers.

She perceptibly holds her breath. 

They loved it!
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