Cinderella Man.

Rosy:
Daddy! Daddy.

Jim: 
Hey. Rosy-cheeks. How you doing?

Rosy:
Jay Stole.

Jim: 
What?

Rosy:
Jay Stole.

Jim: 
What’s all this about?

Rosy:
See. That’s a salami.

Mae:
Young lady. Your brother’s in enough trouble without you telling on him. You understand? It’s from the butcher’s and he won’t say a word about it, Will you, jay? Will you, Jay?
Jim: 
okay, pick it up. Let’s go. Do not test me boy. Right now.

Mae:
Howard. Stay here.

Jay:
Marty Johnson had to go away to Delaware to live with his uncle.

Jim:
Why?

Jay:
His parents didn’t have enough money for them to eat.

Jim:
Yeah, well, things ain’t easy at the moment, Jay, you’re right. But there’s a lot of people worse of than what we are. And just ‘cause things ain’t easy, that don’t give you the excuse to take what’s not yours, does it? That’s stealing, right? And we don’t steal. No matter what happens, we don’t steal. Not ever. You got me?

Jim:
Are you giving me your word?

Jay:
Yes.

Jim:
Come on.

Jay: 
I promise.

Jim:
And I promise you. We will never send you away. It’s okay. You got a little scared. I understand. 

Mae:
Howard’s fever was getting worse. And Rosy started to sneeze.

Jim:
Where are they, mae?

Mae:
Jim, we can’t even keep them warm. 

Jim:
Where are the kids?
Mae:
The boys will sleep on the sofa at my father’s in Brooklyn. And Rosy’ll stay at my sister’s. Jimmy, we can’t keep ‘em. 

Jim:
You don’t make decisions about our children without me. 

Mae:
What if they get really sick? We already owe Dr. Mcdonald –
Jim:
If you send them away, then all this has been for nothing!

Mae:
It’s just until we beg back—
Jim:
What else was it for? If we can’t stay together, that means we lost. That means we’ve given up. Mae:
I’m not giving up. I’m trying to protect our children.

Jim:
Mae, I promised him. Outside the butcher’s I looked him in the eyes and I promised him with all of my heart I would never ever send him away. You can’t do this.

Mae:
You weren’t here.

Jim:
You can’t break my promise.

Mae:
Jim. You didn’t see. You weren’t here. I’m sorry. I’m sorry Jimmy. What are you doing? Jim? Where are you going? 

Jim:
The thing is, I can’t afford to pay the kids. I’ve had to farm out my kids. You know, they keep cutting shifts down at the docks, and you just don’t get picked every day. I sold everything I’ve got that anybody would buy. I went on public assistance. I signed on at the relief office. They gave me $19. I need another $18.38 so I can pay the bill and get the kids back. You know me well enough to know if I had anywhere else to go, I wouldn’t be here. I you could help me through this time, I sure would be grateful. 
Mae:
All right, that’s enough. No boxing in the house. No boxing in the house.No boxing. Period. You’re gonna stay in school. And they you’re going to college. And you’re gonna have professions. Because you’re not gonna have your skulls smashed in, too. Do you understand me? Is that clear?

Jim:
Hey, why don’t you boys go and get ready for bed, all right?

Mae:
I used to pray for you to get hurt just enough so you couldn’t fight anymore. And when they took your license away, even scared as I was, I went to the church and I thanked God for it. Cause I always knew, a day might come when it could kill you. I just knew it, Jimmy. And now it’s here.
Jim:
You just got the jitters. That’s all.

Mae:
He’s killed two men, Jimmy! What’s worth it?

Jim:
I have to believe I got some kind of say over our lives. Okay? You know, that if things are bad, that we can change them, we can make things better for our family. 

Mae:
But I need you to be safe. I need you to be safe!

Jim:
Nothing’s safe sanymore.

Mae:
I have stood by for all of it. Until now. Not for this, Jimmy. I just can’t. So you train all you want. Make a show of it for yourself, for the papers. But you find the way out of that fight. Break your had again if you have to. 

Mae:
You can’t win without me behind you.

Jim:
That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.

Mae:
Maybe I understand some. About having to fight. So you just remember who you are. You’re the Bulldog of Bergen and pride of New Jersey. You’re everybody’s hope, and you’re your kids’ hero. And you are champion of my heart, James J. Braddock.

Jim:
You know, you better get home. You know, boxers hang around places like this and you don’t want to get tangled up with that kind of crowed. Nice girl like you.

Mae:
Yeah, Okay. I will see you at home. Please Jimmy. I’ll see you at home?

Jim:
See you at home.
