


o Wales is famous for its mountains and
valleys (ponunebl). It's an ideal place for
spending your holidays.

e Wales has often been called the Land of
Songs.

o One of the Welsh traditions is festivals.
The Welsh sing their songs, wear their
traditional clothes in their capital Cardiff as
well as in the other parts of the country.
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Y Draig Goch




National Flag

* The National flag of Wales is a Red
Dragon (Y Draig Goch) on a field of white
over dark green.

* |t has been officially known since 1959.

* There are many legends and myths
(Mnaobl) about the Welsh flag. It is believed
the red dragon represents ancient
warriors.

* Green and white stripes were added
(nobasneHbl) by the House of Tudor, the
Welsh dynasty (anHacTtua) that held
(3aH|/||v:|Sana) the English throne from 1485
to 1603.



Eisteddfod

 Eisteddfod ("to be sitting together”) is a
Welsh festival of literature, music and
performance (npeacrasrieHune).

* |t is one of the most ancient (gpeBHMx) and
the most popular festivals.

* [t Is a competition where the winner is
awarded (Harpaxpgaetcqd) a chair where he is
crowned. Winners of local Eisteddfod

compete (copeBHytoTCA) a Royal National
Eisteddfod of Wales.

* In Ancient times the prizes (npu3bl) awarded
were a miniature silver chair to the poet, a
silver tongue to the best singer.
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Land of my Fathers

The land of my fathers, the land of my choice,
The land in which poets and minstrels rejoice;
The land whose stern warriors were true to the core,
While bleeding for freedom of yore.
Wales! Wales! fav'rite land of Wales!
While sea her wall, may naught befall
To mar the old language of Wales.
Old mountainous Cambria, the Eden of bards,
Each hill and each valley, excite my regards;
To the ears of her patriots how charming still seems,
The music that flows in her streams.
My country tho' crushed by a hostile array,
The language of Cambria lives out to this day;
The muse has eluded the traitors' foul knives,
The harp of my country survives.



CtpaHa moux npenkos

CtpaHa Mmoux npeaKkoB, CTpaHa MOUX CHOB,
Pa3pgonbe noatam, NpocTop ANA NeBLOB;
CTtpaHa, 4YbMu repou AoobLINN B 6010
U yecTb, U cBOOOAY TBOIO.

Yanbc! Yanbc! lpeBHUN, cnaBHbIN YanbC!
Ube mope B BeKax XPaHUT CTEeHOU
TBOK YNCTOTY U MOKOMN.

Ona 6apaoB AONWHLI U FTOpPbI 30eCb - pau,
Menoaun v 3ByKOB UCMOSTHEH HaLl Kpawu;
N axa packaTtbl, Nfieck BOSTH U py4bu
3BYydYaT B KaXXaou rnecHe OHMW.
[lyckau TBOIO 3eMni0 TONTanu Bparu,
TBOM YyAHLIU N APEBHUU A3bIK HE NOruno;
U He yaaBanochb eLie HUKOMY
CMuputb TBOEU apdbl CTPYHY.



