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Daria i imparatia a
Daria in The Emp|r6 of 0”5

Dininaltul cerului, primavara decupeaza culori din curcubeu
sile presara pe pamant. Bate la geamul Mariei cu flori de mar si
zarzar, imbiind-o sa 1asa la joaca si sa se bucure de frumusetile
cu care a imbracat natura.

Cand sa plece, un telefon o intoarse din drum:

- Alo! Buna, Maria! Sunt mama Dariei.

- Buna ziua! Ma bucur sa va aud!

- Te-as ruga sa treci pe la noi, sa te joci cu Daria. Azi nu se
simte prea bine si s-ar bucura sa aiba pe cineva alaturi de ea.

- Bine, voi veni, zise ea putin incurcata. Cat de mult si-ar fi
dorit sa iasa afara!

Deci, renuntase la planurile e1 de a pleca in parc si se duse
la Daria. Stia ca-i1 va face o mare bucurie. Intotdeauna prezenta
copiilor o facea sa se simta bine.

From high up in the sky, spring scatters rainbow colors on
the ground. Apple and apricot flowers knock on Maria’s window,
luring her out to play and enjoy the beauties of nature.

Just as she was leaving, the phone rang turning her back:

- Hello! Hi, Maria! I am Daria’s mother.

- Hello! I am glad to hear your voice!

- May I ask you to come over and play with Daria? She is not
feeling too well today and she would be happy to have someone
with her.

- Ok, I will be there, she said in a mixed voice. How m
she had wanted to go outside!

So she gave up on her plans to walk in the park and w
to see Daria. She knew Daria would be really happy for
Being around other children always made her feel good.
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A fost o dupa-amiaza perfecta. O imparatie
Barbie era camera ei! Le-au aranjat, le-au
dat mancare, au ascultat muzica, ba chiar au
dansat impreuna cu ele.

Daria se simtea atat de bine, incat zambetul ei 11 acoperise
toata fata si radia de fericire. Se apropie de Maria, o stranse in
brate, dar in clipa urmatoare chipul 1 se intuneca, deveni un
alt copil s1 incepu s-o loveasca cu toata puterea. Strigatul e1 de
durere si disperare a salvat-o, pentru ca, in scurt timp aparu
mama.

- Daria, las-o! De ce o bati? Uiti ca este prietena ta?

S1imama o prinse de mana, o scutura destul de tare, certand-
0, In timp ce incerca s-o linisteasca pe Maria.

- Te rog s-o ierti! N-ag fi vrut sa se intample acest lucru.
Poate intr-o z1 vom povesti mai multe despre Daria, despre
problemele e1 de sanatate si atunci o vei intelege.

It was a perfect afternoon. A Barbie doll empire in her room!
They set them in order, fed them, listened to music and even
danced with them.

Daria was feeling so good, that her smile was covering her
entire face and she was radiant with joy. As she came close to
Maria, she gave her a big hug, but the very next moment her
face darkened; she became a different person and she started
hitting her with full strength. Her cry of pain and despair saved
her, as mother entered the room shortly after.

- Daria, leave her! Why are you beating her? Are
you forgetting she’s your friend?

Mother took her by the hand, shaking her pretty well
and scolding her, while trying to calm Maria down in the
same time.

- Please forgive her! I didn’t want this to happen.
Maybe one day we’ll talk more about Daria and her
health pr







S1 intorcandu-se suparata spre fiica ei:

- Acum, du-te la papusile tale! Nu mai vrea
M-ai facut de rusine!

In camerd nu mai era urma de bucurie. Daria era singura si
trista. Nici macar papusile n-o mai inveseleau. Maria plecase
in graba acasa, 1ar mama se intoarse in bucatarie.

- Mama, te rog, iarta-ma!

- Ti-am spus de atatea ori sa nu-ti lovesti prietenii. Te vor
evita toti. Si tu o sa suferi.

- Da, stiu. Dar intelege-ma...tu esti prietena mea cea mai
buna, tu esti mama mea. Tu nu poti fi suparata pe mine.

- Ba da. De data asta n-am sa te iert. Pleaca in camera ta!

In sufletul mamei era o lupta imensa. O iertase demult pe
fiica ei, dar nu voia sa-1 arate acest lucru. Voia s-o pedepseasca,
pentru ca faptele el sa nu se mai repete.

As she turned over to her daughter, she said angrily:

- Now, go to your dolls! I don’t want to see you! You
embarrassed me!

There was no more trace of happiness in the room. Daria
was alone and sad. Not even the dolls could cheer her up. As
Maria suddenly went home, mother went back to the kitchen.

- Mum, please forgive me!

- I told you so many times not to hit your friends! They will
all end up avoiding you. And you will be the one hurting.

- Yes, I know. But try to understand... you are my best
friend, you are my mother. You can’t be upset with me.

- Yes I can. This time I cannot forgive you. Go to your
room!

There was a huge struggle in the mother’s soul. She
had long forgiven her daughter, but didn’t want to show ’
it. She wanted to punish her, so that she wouldn’t do that
again.
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Intr-un tarziu intra in camera fetel, 1ar aceasta 11 zise:

- Mama, incerc sa adorm, dar nu pot. Mi-am luat papusile
pe rand la piept, dar nu m-au ajutat. Vreau sa ma strangi la
pieptul tau si sa ma ierti! Nu esti tu zana mea buna? Nu sunt
eu singura ta copila? Hai, mama! Uita totul si strange-ma la
pieptul tau.

Dupa indelungi rugaminti, mama isi iarta odorul. Pacea se
asterne in odaia in care mama si fiicad dorm imbratisate.

Later that day, as she entered her daughter’s room, she
heard:

- Mother, I am trying to sleep, but I can’t. I hugged each
and every one of my dolls, but that didn’t help. I want you to
give me a hug and forgive me! Aren’t you my good fairy? Am I
not your only child? Come, mother! Forget everything and hold
me close.

After endless requests, the mother forgave her precious
daughter. Peace took over the room, where mother and daughter
were sleeping in each other’s arms.
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A doua zi Daria pleca la scoala impreuna cu
mama el. Era foarte fericita. S1 mama si fiica
uitasera tot. Acum erau cele mai bune prietene.

Dariei nici macar nu-i pasa ca se va intalni cu Maria, cea pe
care o lovise cu o zi inainte. In mintea mamei, ins3, se derulau
scenarii, cuvinte pe care ar trebui sa le spuna copiilor din clasa
a patra, ba chiar doamnei invatatoare.

Cu ea vorbise de multe ori despre fiica ei, dar cu copiii,
niciodata. Lasase totul in seama doamnei invatatoare. Acum
simtea ca trebuie sa le vorbeasca ea.

In colectivul in care Daria a ficut eforturi s invete sa scrie
sl sa citeasca era iubita dar se intamplasera , uneori, lucruri
neplacute. Multi dintre copii erau revoltati pentru ca cea pe
care de multe ori o ajutau, cea care era primita in grupul lor de
joaca, avea uneori iesiri violente gi, atunci, nici el nu stateau A
prea cuminti... Raspundeau cu violenta. )

The next day, Daria went to school together with her mother. b
She was extremely happy. Both mother and daughter forgot .
about everything. They were again best friends.

Daria didn’t even care that she was going to meet Maria,
the one she had hit the day before. But inside mother’s mind,
different scenarios were unwinding, words she should be telling
to the 4th grade children, or even to the teacher. She had talked
to her many times about her daughter, but never to the other
kids. She let the teacher handle everything. Now she felt she
had to talk to them herself.

Although was loved many things happened in the
class where Daria was struggling to learn how to read
and write, some of them quite unpleasant. Many of the
children were upset that the one they were trying to
help many times, the one who was welcomed in their
play group, sometimes had these violent outbursts and
they... well, they weren’t on their best behavior either...
answered with violence.







,Da, astazi va trebui sa le vorbesc copiilor. Dag
cum sa fac asta in prezenta Dariei? Voi gasi eu 8
cale.” Daria intra fericita in clasa, mama o ajuta sa
se pregateasca pentru ora, cand, iata ca in jurul ei
s-au adunat mai multi colegi:

- Sa stiti ca trebuie sa luati masuri. Daria este o colega
buna, vesela, 1ubitoare dar ne loveste uneori, fara sa-I facem
nimic.

- Da. Ne este frica sa stam in jurul ei pentru ca acum rade,
vorbeste frumos cu noi, 1ar in urmatorul moment ne loveste fara
mila. Au aflat si parintii nostri de iesirile ei. Trebuie sa faceti
ceva, altfel noi...

- Vezi, Daria, de cate ori nu ti-am spus sa te porti frumos
cu colegii tai?! Acum, uite, in ce situatie am ajuns.

Daria pune putin capul in pamant, dar in momentul urmator 4,
o prinse de mana pe colega ei de banca si, fericita i1 arata o
papusa strecurata acasa, pe furis, in ghiozdan.

»Yes, today I will have to talk to the children. But how can I
do this with Daria present? I will find a way.”

Daria entered the classroom happily. Her mother was
helping her get ready for classes, when some of the classmates
gathered around them:

- You should do something. Daria is a good classmate, happy,
loving but sometimes hits us, without any reason.

- Yes. We are afraid to be around her: one minute she’s
laughing and talking to us nicely, and the next minute she
starts hitting us with no mercy. Our parents know about these
outbursts. You should do something about them, or else we
will...

- See, Daria, how many times did I tell you to treat
your classmates nicely?! Now look where that got us.
Daria lowered her head to the ground a little, but the
next moment she caught her deskmate’s hand happily
showing her a doll she had managed to squeeze in her
school bag.







Mama gasi momentul potrivit sa spuna
copiilor, fara ca Daria sa auda.

- Trebuie sa vorbesc cu voi in lipsa ei. Ma voi intoarce in
pauza mare, spune mama destul de incet.

In acel moment intrd doamna invatatoare. Acestea au
avut un schimb de replici, dupa care mama pleca oarecum
multumita. Pusese la cale un plan. In pauza mare Daria se va
duce la biblioteca. Deci, va lipsi din clasa, iar mama va putea
vorbi cu copiii.

Primele doud ore au trecut. In pauza mare Daria este
chemata sa inapoieze o carte la biblioteca. Mama stia acest lucru
siintra repede in clasa unde doamna invatatoare si ceilalti copii
0 asteptau.

- Dragi copii, vreau sa-mi cer scuze pentru purtarile
nefiresti ale fiicei mele, avand in vedere ca este o fire sociabila.
Doamna invatatoare stie mai multe despre ea. Poate v-a spus si
voua anumite lucruri..., si vocea el tremuranda asternu o linigte
deplina in clasa.

Mother found the best moment to talk to the children,
without Daria hearing her.

- I must talk to you when she’s not here. I will come back
during the big break, mother said with a low voice.

Then the teacher came in. The two of them talked for a while,
and mother left somewhat more relaxed. They had made a plan.
During the big break, Daria would go to the library, so she’d be
out of the classroom while mother talked to the children.

The first two classes passed. During the big break, Daria
was asked to return a book to the library. Mother knew this and
quickly entered the classroom where the teacher and the o#
children were waiting.

- Dear children, I would like to apologize for my
daughter’s behavior although she is a friendly person.
Your teacher knows more about her. Maybe she told
you some things too... and her trembling voice made
everybody in the classroom silent.
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\ »>» made a decision r¢gardin

Daria este singurul meu copil. Este lumina w
ochilor mei. Este la fel ca voi s1 totusi diferita.
A venit pe lume cu o boala pentru care, din
pacate, nu se poate face nimic.

Sunteti poate prea mici sa intelegeti, dar cum s-o ajutati
daca nu va spun aceste lucruri?! Cu toate lucrurile neplacute
care uneori s-au intamplat, voi ati fost familia ei, fratii ei. S-a
simtit fericita alaturi de voi, s-a simtit iubita si v-a 1ubit. S-a
intamplat s-o jigniti uneori. In acel moment poate ati observat
ca nu reactioneaza, dar a doua zi isi aminteste, se infurie dintr-
odata si loveste. Nu pune nimic la cale, nu se pregateste sa faca
acest lucru, dar asa se manifesta boala ei.

- Acum imi dau seama de ce m-a lovit ieri, cand ne jucam cu
papusile, interveni Maria.

- Da. S1 pentru ca ai amintit de papusi...colega voastra are £

- 2 - - . - . . e s
acasa foarte multe, o Imparatie a papusilor...desi, acum, nu _

despre asta voiam sa vorbesc... Am luat o decizie in ceea ce o “%

priveste pe Daria.

Daria is my only child. She is the apple of my eyes. She is
the same as you, yet different. She came into this world with a
disease for which nothing can be done.

Maybe you are too little to understand, but how can you help
her if I do not tell you these things?! Despite all bad things that
sometimes happened, you have been her family, her brothers
and sisters. She felt happy around you, she felt loved and she
loved you back. Sometimes you would hurt her feelings. Maybe
you noticed no reaction in her on that moment, but she would
remember the next day, suddenly getting angry and hittisg
She does not plan for this to happen, this is just her diseasf#

- Now I realize why she hit me yesterday, while we
were playing with our dolls, Maria said.

- Yes. And talking about dolls... your classmate has
many, many dolls at home, a whole Empire of dolls...
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E greu sa gasesc cuvintele potrivite...,
spuse mama, stapanindu-si cu greu motiile.
Timpul o presa si continua sa le vorbeasca. Sunteti la sfarsitul
clasei a patra. Va asteapta o vacanta lunga si frumoasa, dupa
care va vetl intoarce mai mari, mai dornici de a patrunde in
Lumea cunoasterii. Veti fi elevi in clasa a cincea. Veti incepe
un drum nou si va doresc, din tot sufletul, succes! Daria...,s1 o
lacrimile au inceput sa-i curga, n-o sa va insoteasca pe acest "y
taram al cunoasterii, desi s-a straduit mult in acesti patru ani
sa scrie si sa citeasca, iar uneori v-a uimit prin modul in care
recita poezii la serbari. Vor trece anii si ea va ramane mereu
intr-o lume frumoasa, lumea copilariei. Nimenin-o sa-irapeasca
bucuria de a se juca cu papusile, de a asculta muzica, de a se
juca cu copiii. Va ramane copil.

s Ba T 81y

It is difficult to find the right words... mother said... finding
it hard to control her emotions. Time was of essence and she
continued talking to them.

- You will soon graduate 4th grade. A long and beautiful
summer vacation lays ahead of you, and then you will come
back — a little older and ready to enter the world of knowledge.
You will be 5th grade pupils. You will begin a new journey and
I wish you, from the bottom of my heart, lots of success! Daria...
and tears started rolling down her cheeks, will not join you on
this land of knowledge, although she has been trying really
hard during these four years to read and write, and sometime

she managed to surprise you with the way she would
recite poems on holidays. Years will pass and she will
remain in this beautiful world, the world of childhood.
Nobody will take away from her the joy of playing with
dolls, listening to music and playing with the other

—children. She will remain a child.
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Voi veti fi adolescenti, tineri, veti ajunge la
maturitate, dar nu uitati ca oamenii adevarati
trebuie sa ramana cu sufletul tanar si bun.

Daca in sufletul vostru veti mai putea fi copii, atunci sunt
sigura ca va veti aminti de Daria, le veti spune copiilor vostri
povestea Dariel si in timpul liber veti pasi alaturi de ei in
impérétia papusilor. Da, copii, ag avea multe de spus, dar
timpul este prea scurt. Sunt sigura insa ca ne vom mai intalni,
dar pana atunci sa stiti ca ati fost niste copii minunati. Daria
s-a simtit foarte bine alaturi de voi. Va iubegste mult. Cand este
acasa va simte lipsa si se bucura cand o vizitati. Va rog sa nu-
1 rapiti aceasta bucurie nici in anii urmatori, cand ea nu va
mai frecventa cursurile scolare. Pana la sfarsitul anului scolar
incercati s-o intelegeti s1 n-o suparati, pentru a evita iesirile ei.
Fiti mai prevazatori la reactiile ei! La ore are nevoie de ajutorul
vostru, iar in pauze jucati-va cu ea si va fi fericita! Este un copil
cu suflet bun, la fel ca voi, doar ca are problemele despre care
eu v-am vorbit.

You will be teenagers, young people on the way to becoming
adults, but do not forget that true people must have young and
kind souls. If, deep down in your hearts, you are able to remain
children, then I am sure you will remember Daria, and you will
tell her story to your own children and, in your spare time, you
will join her in the Empire of Dolls. Yes, children, I would still
have many things to tell you, but we are out of time. I am sure
though, that we will meet again, but until then rest assured
that you are all wonderful children. Daria felt very good around
you. She loves you a great deal. When she is at home, she misses
you and she is glad when you visit.

Please do not take this away from her in the years
to come, when she 1s unable to attend school. Until this
school year ends, try to understand her and not upset
her, to avoid outbursts. Be careful about her reactions!
During classes, she needs your help and during breaks,
please, play together and she will be happy! She is a

with a kind soul, just likefyou are, just §hat she has
se problemg I fmenftiongd td you.
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Spuneti si altor copii acest lucru, spuneti-le parintilor si
LUMEA VA FI MAI BUNA intelegand ca TOTI SUNTEM LA
FEL.

Mama pleaca, iar copiii raman pe ganduri... Pauza a fost o
adevarata lectie de viata.

Daria se intoarce zambind. Tinea in mana o carte frumos
colorata.

Pentru prima data, colegii o inteleg. Este diferita si totusi la
fel ca e1, UN COPIL MINUNAT.

Tell the other children too, tell your parents, and THE
WORLD WILL BE A BETTER PLACE, understanding
that WE ARE ALL THE SAME.

Mother left, and the children stood thinking... This break
was a true lesson of life.

Daria turned back to class smiling. She was holding a nicely
colored book in her hands.

For the first time, children understand her. She is different,
yet she is the same as them, A WONDERFUL CHILD.







