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INT. DAY - EAST HIGH SCHOOL

It’s graduation day at East High. The balloons have fallen,

the diplomas have been handed out, the caps have been

thrown. There are crumpled and dirty graduation day programs

littering the ground, and a janitor is discarding used

cigars and empty beer bottles from behind the bleachers.

TROY, 18, is a brown-haired, blue-eyed, tall attractive man.

He is the indecisive, goofy captain of the basketball team

whom everyone loves. He’s chatting with his girlfriend,

GABRIELLA, a short, smart, shy, friendly Latina with dark

brown hair and dimples who hates confrontation, and her best

friend TAYLOR, a witty and driven black woman who doesn’t

take flack from anyone and probably should’ve been

valedictorian. She is also 18.

TROY

Thank God that’s over. I didn’t

even write that speech, you know

that? That nerd hip-hopping nerd

Martha wrote it for me. Why was I

allowed to give a speech? I wasn’t

class president or valedictorian, I

was a horrible student.

Across the auditorium is SHARPAY, 18, a blonde young woman

who loves wearing pink and heels and lives (and probably

would die) for the theatre. She watches the three in

disgust. She drops her diploma and yearbook in an empty

seat, whips her glittery, magenta graduation cap off her

head, clenches her right fist, and stomps towards the trio.

TAYLOR

I feel like it was white male

privilege? Your dad was the coach

of the basketball team, which for

four whole years took precedence

over anything else that this school

accomplished in other fields,

specifically academics?

In a pause, Troy appears so seriously consider what Taylor

has said.

TROY

... Nah, that can’t be it. Alright,

Gab, our dinner reservations are at

6:30, so we should be on the road

within the next 10 minutes. I’m

gonna go get the car, then it’s

goodbye, high school.
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GABRIELLA

Okay, babe. I’ll be here.

Troy jogs towards the parking lot, stumbling over his robes.

Taylor and Gabriella continue to reminisce about high

school, when Sharpay storms over, heels clicking.

GABRIELLA

Hey, Sharpay! Happy graduaGabriella’s smile and sentence are cut off by Sharpay’s slap

to her face. Taylor stands, frozen. Gabriella’s smile breaks

immediately.

GABRIELLA

You psycho bitch! What was that

for?!

SHARPAY

Oh, I’m the psycho bitch? That’s

real funny, Gabriella!

The girls scream in each other’s faces. A janitor and the

principal run towards them, following the sound of the

argument. Taylor snaps out of her shock, grabs Sharpay by

her sleeve and Gabriella by her Honor Society cords,

dragging them out via the back door.

GABRIELLA

Taylor, you better let me goSHARPAY

Taylor, keep your goddamn hands off

of me I swear to GoTAYLOR

Hey! Dumbasses! We almost just got

caught fighting. It’s the last day

we have to be on these premises,

and you two idiots almost got us in

trouble.

Taylor finds an empty classroom, and shoves them in. She

closes the door behind her, closes her eyes, and breathes

deeply.

TAYLOR

Okay.

Taylor opens her eyes, and turns to Sharpay, who is standing

across the room with her arms crossed and "I will strangle

you without hesitation" eyes.
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TAYLOR

Guys, what the fuck?

Sharpay immediately turns to Gabriella.

SHARPAY

Yeah, Gabriella, what the fuck?

Gabriella’s eyes widen and she opens her mouth, about to

start screaming again, but Taylor cuts in.

TAYLOR

Sharpay- don’t try to twist this.

Both of you are acting like

animals. What is your problem?

GABRIELLA

I mean, I don’t have a problem with

Sharpay, other than the fact that

she’s a psychopath who has it out

for me for some reason- she always

has.

Sharpay laughs angrily.

SHARPAY

"Some reason," she says. Hilarious,

Gab. Don’t be stupid. Don’t play

the victim. You know what you’ve

done to me.

Gabriella, getting angrier, begins to speak faster.

GABRIELLA

What? What? What? What, Sharpay?

What could I have possibly done to

you? You have everything. Money, a

job out of high schooSharpay cuts Gabriella off, speaking even faster.

SHARPAY

What, coming back to my alma mater

that operates on the local tax

revenue of Albuqurque to help with

their grotesquely underfunded drama

department? Give me a break. The

graduation rate in our district is

61.7 percent. Kids are barely

graduating, do you really think

that they’re singing and dancing

and acting instead? Public schools

barely pay the goddamn teachers

(MORE)
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SHARPAY (cont’d)

here so it’s not like they’ll pay

me. Right. A "job".

Taylor looks at Sharpay, mouth agape at her knowledge of the

Albuquerque public school system and its nuance. Sharpay

doesn’t shift her focus from Gabriella.

SHARPAY

You’re missing the entire point.

It’s not about whether I have money

or not, it’s thaGABRIELLA

Don’t lecture me, Sharpay. You have

had every opportunity. My mom is a

single parent, and with a

one-parent income, my chances of

finding higher education that I

could afford was almost

nonexistent. And being a Latina?

Stanford’s affirmative action

policies saved me, and gave me a

future outside of this wasteland.

Taylor nods in agreement at Gabriella’s argument.

GABRIELLA

You trust fund, country club baby,

on the other hand, will probably

land right on your Jimmy Choos and

still get farther than me in life.

The only "opportunity" I "took from

you" was your pointless crush on

Troy. Just be honest, is this whole

mess about Troy? Are you jealous?

Taylor stops nodding her head and shakes her head furiously,

hoping Gabriella will take her ignorant comment back.

Sharpay’s eyes widen to the point where she thinks she might

pop a blood vessel.

SHARPAY

I cannotGabriella’s purse begins to sing out Troy and Gabriella’s

duet of "What I’ve Been Looking For". She steals a quick

glance at her phone, which is illuminated with Troy’s

smiling face. She holds up a finger at Sharpay and answers.

GABRIELLA

Hey, Troy!

Gabriella shoots a glare at Sharpay.
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GABRIELLA

You’re where? Okay. Yeah. Yup. No.

I’ll be out soon. Hey- hey- honey?

Hi. Yes, listen. I’m in the middle

of something right now. Can I call

you back? It shouldn’t take long,

it’s pretty stupid. Okay. Yup. Yes.

Okay. I- I don’t know. Just dribble

a basketball in the parking lot or

something. Where’s Chad? Go find

Chad.

Taylor looks alarmed at the sound of her own boyfriend’s

name. She mutters to herself under her breath.

TAYLOR

Where is Chad?

Gabriella finishes up with Troy, puts her phone away, and

turns back to Sharpay, who is looking back at her in

disbelief.

SHARPAY

Are you... kidding me? Nope. Not

doing this. Not spelling this out

for you. Gabriella, you can choke.

Taylor, get out of the way.

Sharpay marches towards the door, and Taylor stumbles to

beat Sharpay to the door to block her exit. However,

Sharpay’s wearing heels for the entirety of high school gave

her experience that Taylor cannot match. Sharpay exits into

the hallway.

TAYLOR

Sharpay! Hold on! Stop!

Sharpay whips around and begins to yell when the janitor

turns the corner and sees the three girls in the hallway.

JANITOR

Hey, girls! No way you’re supposed

to still be in the building, do you

want me toTaylor pushes Gabriella and Sharpay down the hall, running

away from the janitor. She tries several doors along the

hallway, until she finds an open one. She pulls her friends

into a dark room. The three are silent until Sharpay begins

to speak again, her voice lowered to a scary decibel and

slowed to a drawl. Her voice drips with disbelief and black

anger.
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SHARPAY

You think... that I am this

upset... over your boyfriend... who

has half the stage presence of

Lin-Manuel Miranda and half the

ball skill of Steph Curry yet twice

the ego of both...?

Taylor finds the light switch at the end of Sharpay’s

question. They’re in the school’s theatre. Sharpay is

standing center stage. Her gaze is frozen on Gabriella.

Taylor shoots Gabriella a look of fear, furiously shakes her

head. Gabriella realizes the error of her ways.

GABRIELLA

Okay, okay, okay. So it’s not Troy.

That’s my bad.

Sharpay’s voice does not change.

SHARPAY

Don’t you ever suggest such a thing

ever again. I liked him when I was

16, but my ambitions stretch much

farther beyond boys at this point.

Taylor snaps and nods in agreement. Gabriella shoots her a

look.

GABRIELLA

Taylor, you aren’t helping.

SHARPAY

I don’t want to explain something

to you that I know you understand,

yet you refuse to acknowledge it.

You’re so good at pretending, at

acting. Maybe you should’ve gone to

Tisch, or Juliard.

A silence falls upon the room again. Gabriella’s phone dings

with messages from Troy who is still waiting in the car. She

quickly answers him to placate him. Taylor looks to the door

as she thinks she hears shoes clicking down the hallway

towards them. Gabriella’s voice softens as she takes a seat

in the front row of the audience.

GABRIELLA

So that’s what this is about.

Sharpay... I hope that this doesn’t

come across as condescending, but

it’s not my fault that you didn’t

get the Juliard scholarship.
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Sharpay begins to scream in frustration again. Taylor jumps.

SHARPAY

Oh. My. GOD. You really think that

everything is about you, don’t you?

I never saidTaylor sees a shadow pass by underneath the door and

aggressively shushes the girls. Sharpay continues speaking,

changing her voice to a harsh whisper, not missing a beat.

SHARPAY

-that you were the reason for my

current future, but you took so

much opportunity away from me up

until this point.

Gabriella pauses for a moment before speaking.

GABRIELLA

Opportunity? Sharpay, you’re a

talented singer and actress, how

did my existence change that? I was

just trying to get by, too.

SHARPAY

You didn’t change me, personally,

but you and your boyfriend Joseph

Gordon Hayward’s upheaval of the

status quo, while great for the

growth of our student body, also

ruined my performance legitimacy.

Gabriella is silent. Taylor looks back and forth between the

two girls, trying to read their facial expressions and body

language.

SHARPAY

I was seen as a bitch just because

I was passionate and good at

theatre, like Troy was with

basketball. A fun sexist double

standard that everyone just let

happen for four years. Until Mr.

Basketball and you came along and

made it "cool", theatre was the

most ridiculed program here. Every

performance opportunity that arose

after you came to Albuquerque? You

and your innocent inexperience took

them from me.
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Taylor nods along, really considering what Sharpay is

saying, which she never did in high school. Gabriella’s

voice gets high-pitched and defensive.

GABRIELLA

You were a total diva! You need to

share the stage, it’s not like it

was your drama department. Like

sophomore year, you tried to stop

Troy and me from being able to

audition to be a part of the show!

SHARPAY

I suggested that you and Troy

audition for smaller roles because

I’ve been trained in this since I

was a child, and you’ve never been

in a musical. You even had the

nerve to show up late to your call

time! If you wanted to be a part of

the drama club so badly, one would

think that you would take it

seriously, which you didn’t.

Gabriella opens her mouth to defend herself, but cannot get

a word in edgewise.

SHARPAY

Then you had the gall to do it a

second time during your decathlon.

Also, Gabriella - were you not

aware that you have a insane amount

of stage fright? You stalled for a

solid two minutes before you even

sang a note in "Breaking Free",

which is a pretty good indicator of

whether or not someone should be on

stage.

GABRIELLA

I was new, I was scared of you, and

Troy, he"What I’ve Been Looking For" begins to play from Gabriella’s

purse again. She quickly rejects Troy’s call and sends him a

brief text instead, so that she can get back to explaining

herself, but Sharpay cuts in.

SHARPAY

Not to mention that you won the

academic decathlon, Troy won his

game, and you both got the roles

that should’ve belonged to Ryan and

(MORE)
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