
JOSE VASQUEZ III aka EL JEFE SIDES 

Slate:  Your name, character name, your city, and state that you’re available for the date of 
the recording September 26 at 12:30PM.  

Tip: Position camera chest up and have your face well-lit. Read right from the script to the 
camera when appropriate. Don’t memorize it. We want to hear your voice and what you 
bring to the character.  

Submission Instructions: Label your video first name last name character name 

(eg. John Doe Narrator) Put the same description in the Subject Line. In the body of the 
email put the same info as the slate: Name, character, city and available on Sept 26@12:30 

Email audition videos to: disco.ninja.labs@gmail.com (YouTube video links are accepted) 

Good Luck and Have Fun! Submission deadline: September 18  

 
EL JEFE 

(speaking to his teenaged nephews about Stevie Ray Vaughan’s guitar El Scotch) 

Are you seriously my nephew? Flesh and blood? How can you NOT  

KNOW what SRV's El Scotch is and what it means to me and this  

family? You stupid Puto! Welcome to SRV school, pendejos.  

(El Jefe claps his hands twice, literally taking the stage.) 

El Scotch aka SRV--Stevie Ray Vaughan's most original butterscotch  

Stratocaster with the red tiger-striped guard...For years, legend has it  

the Stratocaster perished along with Stevie, Austin's legendary blues  

revivalist icon, in the helicopter crash.  (laughs)  

Well, the crash was no accident...and the FBI have kept El Scotch as  

evidence, until now. Finally, after years of wait, the 1961 El Scotch will  

now adorn this wall. My wall. Owned finally by the Cartel-Los  

Tigres...the cartel that supplied Stevie Ray his drugas.  I had dreams of  

being a rock star once. But alas, it was not meant to be. I was born in  
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the wrong country, and my skin is the wrong color. A Stevie Ray  

Vasquez just doesn't have the same ring as Stevie Ray Vaughan. But  

now, I AM the ROCK STAR! I RUN the cartel and I SUPPLY the drugs to  

all these PUSSY rock stars, the POLICE, the FBI, every tweaker-BIKER,  

HOOKER, PIMP, SPOILED LITTLE frat boy and POLITICAN asshole on  

the planet. They answer to ME!  Now--I. AM. THE. KING! 

Bring me the man who has El Scotch...alive. Everyone else dies. 

(Beat)   

You two clowns get the fuck out of here before I machete your  

dicks off and feed them to Tortilla.  

(he looks off briefly as they walk away AND THEN--) 

And what's with the fucking gangsta suits you clowns are wearing?  

Who do you both think you are? Skinny Mexican Tony Sopranos? You  

eat beans Putos, not fucking ziti! Put on some cowboy boots and hats,  

knock this shit off and blend in. We're in Texas for fuck's sake! Don't  

look like two faggot ass homos, sashaying with a bag of candy.  These  

Texas cowboys will shoot you up the ass medieval style!  

 

 


