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Chapter 7

he first bell had just rung at East High School when
Chad Danforth spotted' Troy Bolton across the
courtyard.

“Hey, Troy!” Chad yelled, smiling broadly.

But Troy didn’t hear him. He was standing with his friend
Gabriella Montez. Their heads were bent toward each other as
they talked. Troy said something that made Gabriella gigg]
Then she said something that made him laugh. Chad rolled hlS
eyes. That was sweet and all, but enough was enough. .

“Hey!” Chad called again as he walked toward them,
waving his hand in the air. “Troy! What’s up?”

Finally, he caught Troy’s eye. Gabriella smiled a quick
hello at Chad and said, “I'll see you guys at the assembly’.”
Then she waved goodbye. Troy looked after her as she headed
inside the building.

“Hey, Troy! How you doin’, man?” Chad greeted his
friend with a complicated high five*, low-five, round-the-back,
over-the-top handshake.
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Troy grinned. Saying hi to Chad was as
athletic' as driving to the hoop for a slam dunk?,
he thought. “Not bad,” he said. “Pretty awesome, in fact.”

“Awesome? What happened, did you get an early
recruitment call from the NBA?” Chad joked.

“No, I'm just in a really good mood.”

Chad raised his eyebrows. “Because . . .”

“Because of Gabriella,” Troy said. “You know, I’ve been
spending a lot of time with her.”

“Oh, yeah.” Chad rolled his eyes. “I know.”

Troy got a distracted look on his face. “She’s so sweet
and smart and talented—"

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” Chad made a get-on-with-it* gesture.
“I know. We all know.”

“What?” His friend looked at him, puzzled by his
exasperated” tone. “Is something wrong?”’

“No. Well, yeah. I mean, not wrong exactly . . . the thing
is, I’ve been meaning to say something. . . .” Chad stopped,
flustered®.

“Chad, come on! Just tell me! What is it?” Troy tried to
laugh, but he was getting worried.

“It’s just . . . Gabriella’s great and everything, but you’re not
hanging with your boys anymore. We kinda°—" Chad looked
nervously over his shoulder to see if anyone was standing
close enough to hear him. “—we kinda miss you, dude’.”

“We see each other every day at practice!” Troy said,
surprised.

“Yeah, but Troy, that’s not hangin’. You gotta put in

S
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some quality time, especially with me and Jason
and Zeke.” Chad looked at him earnestly. “The
four of us are the core of the team, you know? We gotta stay
tight.”

“Sure,” Troy said. “No problem. I mean, I like doing stuff
with you guys, I really do.”

Chad grinned, relieved’. “Good. We’ll set something up.
Maybe this weekend? Just the guys.”

“Sounds great.” Troy smiled and tried not to look
worried. He and Gabriella were planning on taking a long bike
ride on Saturday and maybe catching a movie on Sunday . . .
but hey, there were forty-eight hours in a weekend, right? He
could make time for everybody! No problem!

“Come on, let’s get to the assembly,” he said to Chad. “I heard a
rumor” that Principal Matsui has a big announcement today. . . .

Troy and Chad quickly found Gabriella in the auditorium’
and sat next to her. A few rows behind them, Sharpay and
Ryan Evans were sitting with a gaggle’ of kids from the drama
club. Everyone was chatting about what they did last weekend,
what they planned to do next weekend, and how endlessly
long the time stretched between weekends.

Finally, Principal Matsui walked onto the stage and
tapped the microphone. After a deafening burst of feedback’,
he called out, “Good morning, East High students! Welcome
to another great week of learning and fun!” He paused a
moment, waiting for the students to applaud wildly, but—as
usual—was met only with quiet murmurs and chuckling?.
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He sighed and hurried on. “First, a few
announcements.” He ran down the usual list of
SAT' preparation classes, pep rallies?, and special assemblies.
Then he said, “But I have saved the best for last! I'm very
excited to announce that the school is going to stage a Battle
of the Bands next month in order to raise money for our new
tennis courts.”

A buzz of excitement filled the auditorium as everyone
started whispering to each other.

Troy gave Chad a nudge. “Here’s your big chance, buddy.
All those years of playing air guitar’ in your bedroom are
finally going to pay off.”

“Look who’s talking,” Chad replied. “Remember when
you spent a month practicing air jumps off the couch?”

Gabriella grinned at Troy. “Air jumps? Really?”

“I’ve got a few moves,” Troy said modestly.

“If I may have your attention, please,” Principal Matsui
said. When the room was quiet enough, he continued. “This
is a thrilling opportunity for all you rock stars out there, so I
hope we have a big turnout*! All you have to do is get a bunch
of your friends, form a group, and sign up in the front office’ by
this Friday!”

Sharpay turned to her brother, Ryan, and Alicia and
Charlotte, her drama club friends. Well, not exactly friends.
They were more like girls who were destined to always be
understudies®, which was, of course, why Sharpay liked them.
“We should totally do this!” she said.

“Totally,” Ryan agreed with enthusiasm. Alicia and
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Charlotte giggled with delight at being chosen by
Sharpay.

Principal Matsui finished by saying, “Ms. Dermot will assign
rehearsal' space on a first-come, first-served basis. Now, it’s time
for everyone to get to class, but remember—I’m looking forward
to hearing a rockin’ good show from all of you!”

The students poured into the hall, talking enthusiastically
about the Battle of the Bands competition. Sharpay was lost
in a daydream, envisioning” herself in her favorite spot in the
world—onstage, in the spotlight, all eyes fixed on her. . . .

“We’ll be awesome!” she said, a note of steely
determination in her voice.

“Beyond awesome!” Ryan interjected’, “Awesome to the
tenth power*!”

His sister shot him a confused look. Sometimes she had
no idea what Ryan was talking about. “First of all,” she said,
firmly regaining control of the conversation, “what could be
more perfect than me as the lead singer—"

“Absolutely,” Ryan said.

“And you two—" She indicated Alicia and Charlotte. “—
as backup’ singers—"

“Of course.” The girls nodded obediently®.

“—of an absolutely fabulous’ girl group!” Sharpay
finished.

“Um. . . girl group?” Ryan echoed.

“Yes!” she cried. “It’ll be so retro®!”

“But, Sharpay, if it’s a girl group . . .” Ryan stopped,
puzzled, then tried again. “I mean, what about me?”

-10-
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Sharpay ignored him. “We’ll wear miniskirts
and knee-high boots and have our hair done in
that sixties style,” she said, thinking out loud. “And of course,
we need a really cool song—"

“Sharpay?” Ryan tried again. “When you say ‘girl group,’
do you mean that it will actually have, um, only girls in it?”

“What?” His sister stared at him blankly'. “Well, of
course, Ryan! What a silly question!”

She turned back to her friends. As they began chatting eagerly
about song possibilities, Sharpay didn’t notice Ryan’s crestfallen®
look, his slumped shoulders, or the way his feet dragged as he
walked slowly away.

“Now, we’ll have to pick a song that really showcases® the
lead singer,” she was saying. “Not to mention a song that offers
the possibility of some showstopping* choreography” . . .”

Gabriella, Troy, and Chad continued their conversation
as they left the auditorium. “So what are your best rock-star
moves?” Gabriella asked Troy, a teasing note in her voice.

He shrugged, grinning. “Oh, you know. The windmill—"
He pantomimed® swinging his arm around and Vstrumming
chords. “—the head bob—" He nodded his head in time to
imaginary music. “Just stupid stuff like that.”

“That’s not all,” Chad said to Gabriella. “He actually
knows how to play guitar.”

“Well . . . only three chords,” Troy said. “But that’s all
you need to play ninety-five percent of all rock songs ever
written, so . . .” He stopped dead in his tracks and looked at

4
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Chad. “Hey! I just had a great idea!”

Chad raised his eyebrows.

“We could form a band!” Troy said eagerly. “I could
teach you guys how to play guitar—well, three chords,

anyway.”

“Awesome!” Chad’s eyes lit up at the idea of taking the
stage in full rock-star mode.

Gabriella’s eyes sparkled’. “That’s such a good idea—"

“And you know how you were saying that I needed to
hang with the guys more?” Troy went on to Chad. “This is a
perfect way to do that! We can hang out and jam’ together,
just us guys!”

Gabriella’s smile dimmed’, “Oh. You're going to be in a
band with your basketball friends.”

“Yeah!” Troy turned to her, grinning with excitement. He
didn’t notice how flat her voice was, or the way she tried to
smile but couldn’t quite manage it, or the way she bit her lip
with disappointment. “Man, this is going to be awesome!”

“You got that right!” Chad was grinning, too. “Now, the
first thing we need is a cool name. That’s key. An awesome
name can make a band. How about The Three-Pointers?”

“The Three-Pointers?” Troy repeated dubiously*. “Um, I
don’t know . . . doesn’t that make it sound like there are only
three of us? And we’re a pack of hunting dogs?”

“C’mon, man, it’s perfect! No? Okay, how about B-Ball
Boyz?”

As they turned the corner, still debating band names,
Gabriella headed for her first class. It’s ridiculous’ to feel
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