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Akeelah: You know that feeling where 
no matter what you do or where you go 
you just don't fit in?

I don't know the word for that.

Alienation, estrangement... incompatiblity?

Naw, those ain't right.

But there's gotta be a word for it,

because that's how I feel all the time.

My name's Akeelah Anderson

and I'm 11 years old.

And this all starts at Crenshaw Middle School 

In South Los Angeles.

You're all in the seventh grade now

and I know you can do better than this.

So when I give you a list of words, study them.

Akeelah!

How long did you study for this spelling test?

I didn't.

See me after class.

Okay, you two need to turn around.

Enough!

You know, you could be

one of my very best students.

But you don't turn in half your homework.

Sometimes you don't even show up for class.

- What's going on?

- I don't know.

Have you heard of...

have you heard of next week's spelling bee?

No.

Well, I think you should sign up for it.

Does he really think I'm gonna be walking around

with somebody in little shorts like that? He crazy!

- Ooh, is Devon coming back today?

- Yeah. Got a two-week leave.

Your brother is fine!

I got it all figured out... look.

He gonna be the pilot on a big commercial jet

and I'm gonna be the flight attendant.

Got any change for an old man, girls?

Ain't got no change for myself.

Damn, Derrick-T's new ride is tight!

He's been trying to get Terrence in trouble.

Girl, your bro can get his own self in trouble.

- So what'd Ms. Cross want?

- Nothin'.

Just talking about some stupid-ass spelling bee.

You gonna do it?

- You'd probably be good.

- And get up in front of everybody?

I'd probably pee in my pants.

Tell me about the boy in your class with the itty-bitty shorts.

I think he's cute.

- Keelie, Mama says go eat.

- I'm about to get a high score.

- One minute.

- I don't care.

Mama says go eat!

Oh yeah! I've been dreaming about

your cooking for the past five months.

Let me take that.

At least I got one baby appreciate what I do around here.

We all appreciate you.

Hey... give me some sugar.

- Where is Terrence?

- I don't know. Maybe still at practice.

Practice was over an hour ago.

I know one thing...

he better not be hanging out with no Derrick-T.

Derrick-T?

That fool still alive?

- Not after you get done with him.

- That's right.

- Hey, you.

- So...

how many planes have you shot down so far?

So far zero. But you don't do

too much shooting sitting behind

a computer screen in Nevada.

- Oooh, good.

You stay on the ground.

Let them white boys go up there.

- You stay down here where you belong.

- Mama, I'm gonna have my wings

and my college degree before you know

it... unless this one beats me to it.

Not skipping class

with Georgia Cavanaugh, she won't.

- Skipping class?

- Only PE.

- You better not be skipping no class.

- Akeelah, go turn off that television.

Hey, hey... flip it over to ESPN real quick

and let me check out that Laker score, all right?

I need you to talk to Terrence...

If you spell the next word correctly,

you will be the champion.

- What's this?

- Akeelah, turn off the TV now.

- "Brunneous."

- B...R-U-N...N-E-O-U-S.- Brunneous.

- Congratulations.

You are the Scripps National Spelling Bee Champion.

Akeelah needs to listen!

Turn it off now!

Brunneous...brunneous?

"Brunneous: Dark brown;

used chiefly scientifically."

Well, why can't they just say brown?

Daddy, have you ever

heard of this word?

Yeah, probably did.

