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ABDULLLA AL-HAJRI 9A
With the warmth of the lit flames
and the roar of the giant cranes

Wi q R‘oa

to build up empires with steel fmmes =

for the f[ooding of the rains

and the new era of trains

with the growtk, comes the fame.
The advancement of Qatar,

is e've;ytking but shawe.

And on the verge of winter,
come more bunters,

as the spring emerges,
butterﬂies f[utter

With the rise of summer

Peoplego under cover.

At the forefront of a new century,
came the tools to build an empire perfectl).
With the power of will and dedication

Rises agreat newgenemtion.
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Qatar Sunset

LEAH GOVENDER 9A

Precious Qatar sunset, cast your golden bues.

Perfect Pink_s, rubj reds, ﬂaming oranges and g[orious ye[lows =
in the midst of fading blues.

Spread _your love and sweep across this Qatari land,

cast your shadows across our warming sand.

Stredkacross our desert skies and fill our bearts with Pride.

Ewmbrace our evening sky and cleanse our minds far and wide.

sz‘ning mdiant!y, I bear " you cal[ing to me softl 3

My beart soars with cbild—[il@ innocence as 1 listen quietbz.

Ca[ling out to me, dmwing me closer to ) your warmth -
_you urge me near.

I bathe in ' your su[tly presence and hold you dear.

And as 1 watch you glow in glorious deptb

my mind swells as 1 ta/@ a breath.

This breatl:takz’ngl) beautiful, b[a{ing sun shines ful[ with desire
Abla{e with colours in gold [i/@ li fe's eternal flame

and bliss.

This magnificent Qatar sunset, 1 grace your presence with all my
mz;g]vt

I bdskin  your glorious lz;g/ot for soon_you will dz’sappear

into tbe nz’glat...




Qatar is the nation where | reside,
[ can alwqys state this with pride
I love its bumid weatker,

And 1 can say U'll live bere forever

Admirable views bere and there,
majestic buila’ings; ob so fair!

A country that bas a lot to offer,
vast wealth and stunning sunsets,

an answer to my prayer!

If given the chance to live again,
I'll choose to be Qatari - all over again!
Ewnjoy my nation's resources to the ful[est

This is my bome! This is where my beart is!




Q/}in] f Yom ﬂte defﬂw

DANIYAL MUHAMMED 8A

A Place of diversity

a place of possiblz’ties.

a place of opportunities

and a place of bistorical sz;gnificcmce.

Sand and dust be)ond the eye can see
Qatar’s coastlines and beaches

are cermin[)

a sig/at to see.

Qatar's future is as
exquisite as the stars,
becanse Qatar is

a magnificent treasure chest

rising from the deptl)s
of the sea.

The Stri/q’ng Sun

MAHMOUD SALLOUM 9A

Qatar is [ike a buman
When it's bap[gy it swmiles
with a briglat laugb

and w})en it's sad it s/mres its tears
with us and f[ooa’s us

witb rain.

Qatar can share with us its
delicious coffee

but can bit us with its
stri/@ng sun which mal&es us

SlJOMt omd run.




There came a wave li/@ a great hand,

be es of r created a band,
E‘s afrz?of fogj Zrivin;trouzd,a T k e wa ves

Uprooting plants, raging creatures to the ground.

It aimed its fist at e've;ytking in sz;g]ot,
Not/ving could survive this dreddful m;g]vt,
People ran in and out in time with the tide,
Nowbere to 2o and nowbere to bide.

Its fist was born inside its belly,

Fed b) fz‘s}) that tastes of jelly,

It grew in fwy, it grew in power,

The anger to be unleashed within the bour.

No one knew what was on the way,

Peop[e were wor/g’ng and children at lb[@l,

A sbriekof surprise as somebocﬁz saw,

A buge wall of blue borses ga[loping ashore

The beasts dissolved under the beat.

Sweeping hundreds of thousands off their feet,
There was cmsbing and cruncking and tearing apart
Seeping its way into eve;yone's bearts

Lives were [ost, bodies found,

Brutally /Q[[ed by the /mngiy hound.
When the lbuncb came with the force of Qatar's army

The few that survived understood the meaning of ‘tsunami.

of Qatar

JOSHUA GOVENDER 7B



F[ig})t of the falcon

LOTTE VERCRUIJSSE 9A

The falcon tal@s f[z;g/:t over the glz’mmering desert,
Showered in golden rays as it glz‘des above,

The city beneath lies barren and broken,

Missing its essence of loope and love.

The falcon observes the disheveled land,
Looping back_to mke a second g[cmce,
He fz'mzlb decides to anchor at the city

Give it another chance.

As be lands, the cmc/g'ng and parc/aed ground begins to rumble
All around bim be could see the city start to crumble

However, what too/v‘ts Place was somet/ving qm’te rare

Li/@ a pearl from an oyster it rose into the air.

Beautiful waters came from beneath

The sun smz’[ing as it went

Amazing s/gscmpers towering /;vig/:

Not a second wasn't spent

Only the lucky get to call this Place home
Ounly those who wish on a star

1 will now tell you and its sure!y true
That there is no place lz’/@ Qatar.




our‘a]e avw/ peace

SHARON ADENIYI 9A

When 1 see the city [ig/vts,
Shadowed against the setting sk),
Where giant

f steel and glass roam,
I /wa I'm getting close.

e summer loeat fades into t]ye winter bree{e

earing the end of the lane, i %

But the glz ening seas beal away my unease, R 4
And 1 91; my bome tbrougb the window a@zg% \

b

Imgys gives way to m;g]vt,

at some time we’ll bave to part

tas long as I’m bere by)our s

Fulfilled will be my beart.

Everywhere you loo / e f
Swirls of omnge !

All reﬂected j
This is w /j/,’f_,,

ofcoumge cmalpeczce,

or us all to live bappz’l).

e giants of steel and glass roam,
atar is a country that 1 call bowe.




;,T}Je Qatari Sun

MYA CHIN-SMITH 9A

Ny
Anotber day is breaking,

in which sunshine is mz/‘ing.
I rose to greet the country of Qatar,
As ] wo/@ to the sound of a guitar.

It was early in the morning,
And [ol[ipop men were yawning.
1 could bear children cal[ing,

As babies in prams were bawlz‘ng.

Now it was quiet,

;. ince the children stopped causing a riot

The day was nearly over,
And 1 saw a four-leaf clover.

I settled down,
on a seat of clouds.

I watched birds fl 5
As they waved me goodb)e.

And now 1 fade away,
But 1'll come backtomorrow.
To be a light of a new day!
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Qatar, a country fil[ed with culture and re[z;gion

will make > you feel at bome, in a Middle Eastern destination.
Admiration and awe is all )lou’[l see

as you wa[k_down the Corniche and see the view of Westbay
and the bedutifu[ ocean sea.

The architecture is impeccazb[e, Qatar bas many great desz;gns
in Education City - the National Library lies

and the design of The National Museum - a large desert rose
the future of Qatar is so brig/vt it glows.

But of course there’s no Qatar without the busy city of Doba
with its towering s/gscmpers of many bet‘gbts and meters
at sunset we experience many different colours in the slgy

Pin/‘, )e[lm:v, blue, all b[ending and masbing up bng

Qatar is a country ful[ of many possibilz’ties,
a land that will bave many opportunities,
Qatar has so much to offer and give,

Qatar a country in which we are Proud to live in.

Qatar bas clmnged almost grown overm'g/vt.
Qatar a country where my beart de[ig/:ts.

PRECIOUS ADENIYI Y6




CALEY SWANEPOEL 9A
S/gyscmpers touc/ving the sun, ; ] !r e e
The da{{ling, brigbt lz’gbts,

Mixing colours on the run,

Creating breatbm/@ng i[[uminations.

The salty blue beaches,

Gazing out on the Persian gu[f.

Where the beautifu[ coral reef reaches

The oysters who bide their wonderous guests.

The vast, scmcb desert,
Home of the cr)stal desert rose.

I—Iumpea[ compdnions are remembered,

As the s/oips of the desert.




LARAIB HUSSAIN 7B

H(m/ beautif u/jou are

How beautiful you are, ob Qatar,

How much you bave given us, ob Qatar

You are t})e source 0][10’08,

Full of peace lz'/@ a dove,

Qatar is maroon with sacrifice
and white with peace

Otbhers paid the price

o L AR ._.A;J//(,L

S AT TEE=ST
(2 TE UL TP s TR
> Mo Ve S =S s
- L& /,( LSl 1 s ar
. L ek EIr Cm e ST (1
L T, O G T 5 /5
> (O e B L o (a)

Y ekl FIIT ) ’7/,/ e

Z/ T i
s Ly S 3P "‘)’(’}Z(“‘"//rJ

when t/vcgy tried to cease.

They went bac/(.on what they agreeal
In fact Qatar was the one to succeed

s/ fe

e /(77444._/__,__(‘be
The call of prayer, such a peacefu[ sound » '(,_}A/u B [ gty LL;*‘*‘)
. . S ndd /'_, 4 —7 e
With the Oryx, runnning round and round D

Kbulna Qatar Kbulna Tameem
We are all Qatar, we are all Tameem.

§an0/ and 4uﬁf

JAEVYN BERMUDEZ 10A

The dense!y grouped—togetker buildings,
Tower over an empty abjss of sand and dust,

The wal/g’ng ﬁgures wearing b[ac/(_ancl white rule this land,
The blz’nding, unforgiving sun oversupplies beat e'ver)wkere,

L.

. . Datchesof green form over time,

T T
= Revealing a bidden oasis.
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H()me ()f 0“" fut“re ASMEH AHMAD 8A

We have seen the orange s/gline that you have Produced
You bave sacrificed and shed blood for us
we will be forever gmteful :

When we see the s/oining sun,
g[ittering above the 5/9) blue sea,

and smelt the salty sea water,

we will remember the effort you put in,

to save our country.

May we protect the white peace and shield the beautj,

and may we reminisce the maroon blood of the warriors,

. nd cherish their remmants.

Look_ozt bow we bave Prospered tkrougk time,
rom the battles to the peace,

i/ rom the blood to the laea[ing,

from the wagons to the metros

rom the children to the adu[ts,

Yyou bave given us the bowme of our future and the unborn.

W We will always bave you with us,
W We will always bave the radiant skyline

. " S We will alwqys have the bot bla{e brush against
y o

our Proud smiles,

and we will a[wa)s have the proud smiles

or you to lookupon

hﬂ L



Qatar

AHMAD AL THANI 7B

Qatar is my beart
O its land 1 start
Having fun in each part
I wish 1 would never depart.

We are all [i'ving closely
with cousins and uncles ba[)pib

We are a strong family
We will never feel lonely.

Qatar's future will be stunning
A great bistory is coming
Towards success we are running

Join us and don't say I'd do notbing.
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When you come

AZRA YILDIRIM 7B
When you come to Qatar

Y ou see tbe sun s/aining
S/?ining upon this desert
Waiting to be found.

When you come to Qatar
You see the water

You see the beaches

You see the Palm trees.

When you come to Qatar
You see the tall buildings

Y ou see them pierce tlvrougl: the sky

You see a rich country.

When you come to Qatar
Y ou see kz’ndness and belp
Y ou see good People

You see Qatar.

— g N LA



Olflbeduti ful s/(jes

Qatar: beautiful and friena’b country
of beautifu[ s/(_ies and blue seas

of that moon that calls prayer

to the beautiful God of my songs.

How good I feel under your floor
from the land that is now progress
not forgetting a past that 1 sometimes
remember

And a future that 1 [ong for

and dream of, too.

About your boats, 1 see a

Camel ride in the desert

be wisits art ga[[eries and musenms
And 1 admire the men in white and
the women in black

In the mar/@t wa[k_ing, I encounter

cmfts, rugs, ex]vibitions,

gastronomies, horses and bczw/@

that are chosen for fa[comy

as a sport.

[ama b“P]D’ visitor to meet you

To admire eve;ytking that you bhave done.

And this experience of [z’ving bere

Fwill a[wa)s remember with appreciation
and with the same respect

that 1 received

in beautiful Qatar.
IVANNA FLORES D'LACOSTE 7B



RASHID AL-AZBA 7B

M)y great home

Qatar my beautiful country

Qatar my great home

Qatar my Perfect p[ace
Qatar is where 1 was born.

Qatar is where my family was born.
Qatar is where 1 stayed my whole life
Qatar is where | studied

Qatar is where 1 learned.

Qatar is my beautifu[, great and Perfect howe.




The fz'ngers of the Palm trees reach towards

a sapp/oire s/g,y.

Sand and stone bal@ in the ktg]y summer.

Quiet colours contrast in the duskwl)ere Pin/‘and amber
dance across the kori{on ==

like lgydmngeas in the s/gy.

August si{{[es as waves [ap softb on a turquoise sea.

Lazy cats sing in the shade of trees as bot winds Qckup dust

in a swirl of warmth and perspiration.

Towers scrape at the ec{ges of the s/g with Iong fz‘ngernails
that pusb modernigy furt]aer s/_cymzrd -

moving quic@l and with entbusiasm.

Omne d@l a s/@[eml steel fmme stands empty and untouched.
The next d@i, glass en’ue[opes its insides

and a bum of people in lvz;gbdvis move about,

ckec/g’ng boxes and ma/g’ng arrangements.

The Corniche stretches out its gang[ing [imbs

and embraces the b@l as people wander aim[essb
a[ong the shoreline.

Winter bas arrived and ' yet still the sun beats on - -
cease[essb.

Sometimes the rain comes. And sometimes it doesn't.
December is not the end of the golden weatber.

A tkic@ woven crimson carpet reaches over white sand.
Nine slmrp points lik_e a serrated Kni]re,

edge across the bori{on under which peop[e assemb[e, united.
And amongst the sultans, _you stood out.

Protector, guardian, /@eper.

Wrap your arms around me and embrace all who

come bere with our foreign tongues and strange bistories

to share in the majesty and mystery

of these go[den sands.
MS ESPINOZA



