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The Al-Noor Model United Nations team (MUN) kept the spark alive inJanuary, making its mark at the All-American 
MUN conference in Cambridge, MA. From left, Mujadid Elamin, Asad Shahzad, Tarek Ghazi, Amr Ghazi, Rayan Tabidi, 
Ikam Mohamud, Amina Naidjate, and Razan Hagyousif.

by Mujadid Elamin
staff writer

During the weekend 
of Jan. 11 and 12, 
the Al-Noor Acad-

emy Model United Nations 
team participated in the an-
nual All-American MUN 
Conference held in Cam-
bridge, MA.

Model United Nations 
(MUN) is an organization 
that aims to give students 
the opportunity to step into 
the shoes of world leaders 
to discuss and find possible 
solutions to world problems. 
Participants (called dele-
gates in committee) come 
from across the state, nation, 
and even the world to rep-
resent their given country. 
All American MUN specifi-
cally was a small travel team 
that traveled to many places 
across the world such as Bu-

dapest, Hungary and Chi-
na. Eventually, All American 
evolved into having not just 
a travel team, but also many 
different lectures on how 
to improve performance 
at MUN conferences. Five 
years ago, All American be-
gan its own conference as a 
way for former members of 
All American to give back to 
the program they loved and 
learned from.

All-Noor has been attend-
ing All American for three of 
those five years and Insha’Al-
lah will continue to do so. 
This conference is especial-
ly helpful for beginners who 
are still learning how to com-
pete in MUN as well as more 
experienced members who 
want to take part in more 
amusing, non-traditional 
committees. Best said by our 
club leader Amina Naidjate, 

“The ANA MUN team has 
been going to the All-Amer-
ican conferences for more 
than three years at this point. 
I wanted the students to at-
tend because it’s what they 
call a ‘learning conference’. 
The delegates are not ex-
pected to be super-skilled 
or comfortable with MUN 
there; they’re allowed to ask 
as many questions as they 
need and are helped along 
the way, which makes for a 
great first conference for the 
new delegates.”

The students that attend-
ed this conference spent 
many hours getting ready, 
researching, preparing po-
sition papers, and planning 
out their country’s position. 
Eight members of the MUN 
club attended the confer-
ence, including Ikraam Mo-
hamud, Razan Hagyou-

sif, Reem Hossam, Rayan 
Tabidi, Tarek Ghazi, Amr 
Ghazi, Asad Shahazd, Muja-
did Elamin, and club leader 
Amina Naidjate. Throughout 
the weekend, the students 
worked tirelessly with their 
blocs (groups of allies) to 
debate topics ranging from 
loan requests from Costa 
Rica and Egypt to the civ-
il war in Yemen. They then 
came up with possible solu-
tions in the form of resolu-
tions and by the end of the 
weekend, everyone gathered 
to await the awards ceremo-
ny. The air was tense with 
anticipation, and when Amr 
Ghazi’s name was called for 
“honorable mention” (third 
place) in his committee, the 
rest of the Al-Noor Team 
cheered loudly with excite-
ment.

MUN Success Continues

Fair Sees 
Progress

by Haya Nazir
staff writer

Al-Noor students nervously assembled 
in the cafeteria for the annual Al-Noor 
Academy Science Fair during January, 

practicing their presentations, adding last-min-
ute touch ups to their boards, and listening to 
all of the anxious chatter between each other.

Since Oct. 25, students in the sixth through 
tenth grades have been researching and decid-
ing on topics for the event with Sr. Sarah Kazmi, 
the head of the science department. All of the 
students had to submit a tri-fold poster board, 
a report that had to be at least ten pages, a lab 
notebook that covered the progress in each stu-
dent experiment, data, tables, and graphs.

Science Fair is the time of the year where 
all of the students bring exciting projects for 
the judges and their peers to see. The amount 
of effort put in by each student every year pro-
gresses tremendously. It may be one of the most 
stressful times of the year, rushing to get things 
done on time and making sure it is perfect, but 
the students always enjoy the relief coming af-
terward. Sophomore Yumnah Elshaar told The 
Lighthouse, “Science Fair does bring us a lot of 
stress, but it’s definitely worth the experience 
and the knowledge we gain from it.”

Continued on page 2
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The middle school Science Fair took place 
Jan. 17. During this time, the students presented 
to three well-experienced, returning judges: Sr. 
Saira Laher, Sr. Rukhsana Nazir, and Sr. Dalia 
Senosy. Sr. Saira, a nuclear physicist, has judged 
in multiple other science fair and is currently 
doing research in renewable energy. Sr. Rukh-
sana is working on her EDD and writing her 
thesis in organization, leadership, and educa-
tion. Sr. Dalia is a medical doctor who possess-
es a plethora of knowledge in the STEM fields. 
All of the judges said they have seen much im-
provement from the students from last year and 
were impressed by their level of creativity.

One of the middle school experiments that 
was eye-catching was sixth grader Bilal Za-
ki’s project on the decomposition of hydrogen 
peroxide. He broke down the hydrogen perox-
ide in multiple ways, such as with yeast, salt, or 
sugar. Another project that stood out was that 
of Ali Chaudry and Omar Ghoneim who built 
their own homemade electric motor. They used 
a neodymium magnet, wires, sandpaper, alliga-
tor clips and a few other tools to bring it all to-
gether.

The High School portion of the Science Fair 
was Jan. 24. The high schoolers had five judges: 
Br. Mohammed Zaki, Sr. Saira Laher, Br. Hakim 
Hammad, Sr. Sabiha Rahman, and Walee Atia. 
Br. Mohammed Zaki is a returning judge, along 
with Sr. Sabiha Rahman. Al-Noor alumnus 
Walee Atia, a current student at John Hopkins 
University, is judging for his first time. This is 
Br. Hakim Hammad’s first year judging Sci-
ence Fair at Al-Noor Academy; however, he has 
judged at other science fairs, and he is an edu-
cation specialist for autism. He told the Light-
house about his overall experience, “I was very 
impressed and happy with the maturity level 
and I enjoyed the creativity in all of the students 
projects Mashallah.”

One of the high school projects that attracted 
people’s attention was that of Yasein Siddiqui, 
a ninth grader who tested different water areas 
in Rhode Island for their pH and conductivity 
levels. He found that the Oakland Beach should 
be shut down for its increased levels of bacte-
ria, over-acidity, and high salinity levels. He told 
The Lighthouse about his first Science Fair ex-
perience at Al-Noor, “The overall experience is 
nice and I recommend for everyone to try their 
best and try to learn as much as you can to find 
your best interests and to participate in region-
als.”

This year more students have decided to go 
to the regional science fair. Around ten mid-
dle schoolers have decided to go and 18 high 
schoolers, including Amr Ghazi, Hira Khan, 
Haya Nazir, Yumnah Elshaar, Yasein Siddiqui, 
Rayan Tabidi, and Fatimah Laher.

Continued from page 1
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Helping Hands Continues Mission
Muslim Charity Maintains Aid to Needy

by Hafsah Hussein
staff writer

Al-Noor students gathered in the masjid 
Jan. 7, waiting attentively for a special 
guest speaker to begin his presentation. 

Many students remembered the Helping Hands 
organization from last year and were excited to 
hear about its progress.

Helping Hands (HHRD) is a global human-
itarian organization that responds to the suf-
fering of people around the world. Helping 
Hands was founded on the Islamic principle in 
the Quran, “They feed with food—despite their 
own desire for it—the indigent, and the orphan 
and the captive (saying): ‘We feed you purely 
for the sake of God. We desire no reward from 
you, nor thankfulness (76, 8-9).” Their mission 
is to provide relief for those in need for the sake 
of Allah. This organization focuses its attention 
on countries where the majority of the popula-
tion falls below the poverty line.

Recently, HHRD began its message to Is-
lamic institutions, including Al-Noor Acad-
emy. During their visit, one thing that they 
highly stressed was the work that they do with 
orphans. Throughout the world, there are nu-
merous orphans that are desperate for help and 
HHRD provides simple ways for anyone to help 
these children have a better life.

One of these ways is by collecting loose 
change with the intention of donating it later 

in the year. Gradually, the change will add up 
and accumulate to a lot of savings. Cans were 
distributed throughout the school and the class 
with the most savings in a couple months’ time 
was promised a reward. There is even one lo-
cated in the school store for spare change after 
a purchase. If everyone in Al-Noor helps with 
this mission again, the school could be putting 
smiles on many children’s faces.

Although the cans provide a way to help or-
phans that need help, HHRD provides an alter-
native. Instead of simply donating money, peo-
ple can choose to sponsor an orphan. People 
who choose to go down this path are provid-
ed with a lot more control over the situation. 
They are able to choose the country the orphan 
is from and the exact person that they want 
to sponsor. Sponsors get updates about how 
the child is doing and is able to keep in touch 
with them throughout the process. The Help-
ing Hands website provides a lot of information 
about the different children that are still in need 
of a sponsor.

Not only does HHRD play a role in better-
ing the world at large, but they also help young 
adults gain experience in this field, allowing 
them to prepare for the world they are about 
to enter. HHRD provides internships, giving 
interns the opportunity to develop their lead-
ership skills and gain professional experience.

Abdullah Hussain, an intern at HHRD said, 
“As an intern I found it to be a very good learn-

ing experience. During my time there I was able to learn how to target 
different consumer demographics. In addition, I was able to learn how to 
plan events and what makes a successful NGO as I have been taught the 
ins and outs of appealing to the general public.”

The time this intern spent at Helping Hands has proved to be reward-
ing. This experience allowed him to get a taste of the professional lifestyle 
preparing him for what is to come.

From instilling notions of advocacy and leadership in youth to pro-
viding widespread aid to those in need, Helping Hands is the epitome of 
an organization founded on good. Be a part of this community by just 
remembering to drop your extra change in your can. And those couple 
cents you donate may end up making a world of a difference for another 
human being in need.Students listened intently in the Masjid as Helping Hands representatives spoke.    (Husna Qamar)

Lost at Sea
On this boat, I lay stranded in the sea
And because there is no food, I suffer
One day I wake up and see land for me!
But rain falls from the sky, soon to get tougher

Now there’s a huge storm, and thunder rumbles
No more land that I see, only horror
The storm so heavy, I fall and tumble
I can’t see, only hearing the roar

The titanic waves crash my tiny boat
But the rain settles, not a cloud in sight
Seaweed everywhere, even down my throat
Oh how I’ve missed the sun, the light so bright

I see land again, shaken to my core
I’m filled with joy, because I’ve reached the shore

   — Abdullahi Abdirahman
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Fictionby Naz Chaudry
staff writer

Inspired by the Amazon Rainforest Fires

Run, my mother cried at me, her 
words echoing in my head, run 
into the fire. So I ran, I ran un-
like I had ever before. I ran fast-
er than the cheetahs, as graceful 
as the wolves. I ran faster than 

my older brothers and sisters, who were no lon-
ger able to run. I ran as if the predators were 
closer to my tail than the fur on it. I ran around 
the birds that dropped from the skies like flame-
throwers. I ran because it was all I could do to 
save myself, my species, and the animal king-
dom as a whole. I ran until my footsteps no lon-
ger left prints.

Get to the oasis, my mother had instruct-
ed, her last few words before the fire took her, 
too. They told me that I was lucky to be this 
small, small enough to escape the flames, small 
enough to crawl through the heaps of burning 
wood that forbade anyone else. Small enough, 
young enough to have a future. To carry on my 
family’s legacy, my species legacy.

Not only was I small, but I was known for my 
excellent agility. I could run fast, and complete 
obstacles like jumping over objects and dodg-
ing flying items while running. This is why, I re-
alized later, they tried so desperately to save me, 
because I was worth saving.

You’re our last hope.
I had heard many stories about the oasis. 

Legend says that the animals thrived there, with 
only old age and freak accidents, not hunger or 
disaster responsible for deaths. There was ample 
food, beautiful waterfalls, and trees with apples 
sweeter than honey. Since I was young, I heard 
whispers and rumors among the adults of a fire 
spreading through the rainforest, home to me, 
my family, and everything and everyone I ever 
knew of. And then one day, the fire crept into 
our small habitat. It first took the trees, then our 
food.

Enough, we cried, have mercy!
Alas, a fire stronger than any mythical beast 

could never get enough. My father was forced 

to close his shop, for there were too many dead and in-
jured to even buy from it. We were lucky, though. Father’s 
shop supplied us with enough food to outlive the rest, but 
even that ran out. So my older brothers ventured into the 
flames, desperate to bring back food and water. When they 
didn’t return, my father went, and then my sisters. For days 
my mother waited, staring longingly into the rare, peaceful 
nights, holding me in her arms.

I could feel her arms around me now, telling me stories of 
when everything was good.

I’m right here, baby, I’ll always be here.
And then one day, my mother fed me the last of the ra-

tions, starving herself for me. I didn’t realize it was the last 
of the food then. My beautiful mother became a stranger 
to me, her once plump figure all bones. And then one day, 
she laid me down to sleep, telling me my final story of the 
location of the oasis. Over the mountains in the distance, 
just follow the blue butterflies. The grass will be greener, 
the leaves of the trees big enough to hide you in their shad-
ows. She showed me a bag she had hidden with a bit of food, 
some water, and a picture of my family.

She gave me my final kiss and instructed me to head out 
as soon as the first ray of light broke.

I woke that day to see a figure of what used to be my 
mother seated on her usual seat by the window. I slung the 
bag over my shoulder, wiping the tears from my eyes. There 
was no time for grief. I had to escape before the fire got too 
close.

Here I am, running from dusk to dawn, my mother’s 
words of strength and compassion fueling my tired body. I 
reach the edge of my village and take one final look. There 
is nothing left. Not a single animal in sight, except for the 
shadows of falling ones, or others on the run. The trip was 
easy at first. My small figure allowed me to escape the most 
deadly circumstances.

Luckily, my only obstacle was when my bag caught on 
fire, which I wouldn’t even need for much longer.

After traveling for days, I had reached the mountains that 
had looked like shadows from my home, on which the other 
side was supposed to be the oasis. My key to survival. I look 
back at the village, which looks as small as it would on a map 
from this distance. I catch a glimpse of what would be my 
house, now in flames. I turn around to the other side of the 
hill. In front of me, the monster has left nothing. Screams of 

all the animals echo in my ears, drowning out the reassur-
ing, comforting voice of my mother. The seemingly invinci-
ble predators fall prey to the fire. I see a baby sloth fall from 
a tree, dragging himself with his tiny arms, his tiny legs on 
fire.

At last, he gives up his battle as the flames consume him. 
All that’s left of the world are the flames and the smoke. The 
monster has won.

Delightful Chai
Oh delightful chai the words you inspire,
A sweet and light comfort, swirling in milk.
In English and Urdu my heart desires,
That rich, mellow flavor, tea smooth as silk.

A Jarring shout, bullets pierce the silence.
The milk bubbles over, its contents lost.
An abrupt jolt heightens the violence.
Its sickeningly sweet, the remnants tossed.

Oh scalding chai, the feelings you evoke,
Hollow and regret, spiraling in milk.
In English and Urdu, curses afloat,
A bitter, dull flavor, tasting of guilt.

Oh lovely chai, you’ve brought me such sorrow,
But without fail, I’ll drink you again tomorrow.

    — Asad Shahzad


