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MAKING MEANING

NOTICE whom the story 

is about, what happens, 

where|CPF�when it happens, 

CPF�why�VJQUG�KPXQNXGF�TGCEV�
CU�VJG[�FQ�

CONNECT KFGCU�YKVJKP�
VJG�UGNGEVKQP�VQ�YJCV�[QW�
CNTGCF[�MPQY�CPF�YJCV�[QW�
JCXG�CNTGCF[�TGCF�

ANNOTATE D[�OCTMKPI�
XQECDWNCT[�CPF�MG[�RCUUCIGU�
[QW�YCPV�VQ�TGXKUKV�

RESPOND D[�EQORNGVKPI�
VJG�%QORTGJGPUKQP�%JGEM�CPF�
D[�YTKVKPI�C�DTKGH�UWOOCT[�QH�
VJG�UGNGEVKQP�
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Amy Tan�
D��������ITGY�WR�
KP�1CMNCPF��%CNKHQTPKC��CETQUU�
VJG�DC[�HTQO�YJGTG�p4WNGU�
QH�VJG�)COGq�VCMGU�RNCEG��
6CP�HKTUV�RWDNKUJGF�p4WNGU�QH�
VJG�)COGq�KP�C�OCIC\KPG�
CPF�VJGP�GZRCPFGF�VJG�UVQT[�
into the novel The Joy Luck 
Club. The Joy Luck Club�YCU�
RTCKUGF�HQT�JQY�KV�FGRKEVGF�
VJG�EQORNKECVGF�TGNCVKQPUJKRU�
DGVYGGP�%JKPGUG�OQVJGTU�
CPF�VJGKT�%JKPGUG�#OGTKECP�
FCWIJVGTU��+V�YCU�JWIGN[�
UWEEGUUHWN��TGEGKXKPI�ETKVKECN�
CEENCKO��CPF�YCU�C�New York 
Times�DGUVUGNNGT��6CP�JCU�
TGEGKXGF�PWOGTQWU�CYCTFU��
CPF�JGT�DQQMU�JCXG�DGGP�
VTCPUNCVGF�KPVQ����NCPIWCIGU�

Rules of the Game
Concept Vocabulary
#U�[QW�RGTHQTO�[QWT�HKTUV�TGCF�QH�p4WNGU�QH�VJG�)COG�q�[QW�YKNN�GPEQWPVGT�
VJGUG�YQTFU�

deftly   relented   plotted   concessions

Context Clues 6Q�KPHGT�VJG�OGCPKPI�QH�CP�WPHCOKNKCT�YQTF��NQQM�VQ�KVU�
EQPVGZVtVJG�YQTFU�CPF�UGPVGPEGU�VJCV�UWTTQWPF�KV��

Example: The GOGTIGPE[�GZKV�FQQTU�YGTG�ENGCTN[�OCTMGF�VQ�CNNQY�HQT�
TCRKF�CPF�UCHG evacuation HTQO�VJG�DWKNFKPI�

Explanation:�6JG�WPFGTNKPGF�EQPVGZV�ENWGU�RTQXKFG�JKPVU�VJCV�CP�
evacuation�KU�C�HCUV�GZKV�HTQO�C�FCPIGTQWU�UKVWCVKQP�

Example: The simulation�QH�VJG�ETCUJ�UGGOGF�UQ�NKHG�NKMG��KV�YCU�C�
TGNKGH�VQ�FKUEQXGT�VJCV�KV�YCU�PQV�TGCN�

Explanation:�6JG�WPFGTNKPGF�EQPVGZV�ENWGU�JGNR�[QW�KPHGT�VJCV�
VJG�YQTF�simulation�TGHGTU�VQ�UQOGVJKPI�VJCV�KU�PQV�TGCN��DWV�KU�CP�
GPCEVOGPV�QH�GXGPVU�

#RRN[�[QWT�MPQYNGFIG�QH�EQPVGZV�ENWGU�CPF�QVJGT�XQECDWNCT[�UVTCVGIKGU�VQ�
FGVGTOKPG�VJG�OGCPKPIU�QH�WPHCOKNKCT�YQTFU�[QW�GPEQWPVGT�FWTKPI�[QWT�HKTUV�
TGCF��%QPHKTO�[QWT�FGHKPKVKQPU�WUKPI�C�RTKPV�QT�QPNKPG�FKEVKQPCT[�

First Read FICTION
#RRN[�VJGUG�UVTCVGIKGU�CU�[QW�EQPFWEV�[QWT�HKTUV�TGCF��;QW�YKNN�JCXG�CP�
QRRQTVWPKV[�VQ�EQORNGVG�C�ENQUG�TGCF�CHVGT�[QWT�HKTUV�TGCF�

! STANDARDS
Reading Literature
$[�VJG�GPF�QH�ITCFG����TGCF�CPF�
EQORTGJGPF�NKVGTCVWTG��KPENWFKPI�
UVQTKGU��FTCOCU��CPF�RQGOU��KP�VJG�
ITCFGU��s���VGZV�EQORNGZKV[�DCPF�
RTQHKEKGPVN[��YKVJ�UECHHQNFKPI�CU�
needed at the high end of the range.

Language
7UG�EQPVGZV�CU�C�ENWG�VQ�VJG�OGCPKPI�
QH�C�YQTF�QT�RJTCUG�
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NOVEL EXCERPT

NOTES

BACKGROUND
Chess is a game of strategy that has gained world-wide popularity. Winning 

a game of chess requires capturing the opposing king piece, using your 

own pieces. Chess organizations record the rankings of players. The most 

successful players are called grand masters.

I was six when my mother taught me the art of invisible strength. 
It was a strategy for winning arguments, respect from others, and 

eventually, though neither of us knew it at the time, chess games.
“Bite back your tongue,” scolded my mother when I cried loudly, 

yanking her hand toward the store that sold bags of salted plums. 
At home, she said, “Wise guy, he not go against wind. In Chinese we 
say, Come from South, blow with wind—poom!—North will follow. 
Strongest wind cannot be seen.”

The next week I bit back my tongue as we entered the store with 
the forbidden candies. When my mother finished her shopping, she 
quietly plucked a small bag of plums from the rack and put it on the 
counter with the rest of the items.

!"!"!

1

2

3

Amy Tan

Rules 
of the

Game
from  
The Joy Luck Club

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA
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NOTES
My mother imparted her daily truths so she could help my older 

brothers and me rise above our circumstances. We lived in San 
Francisco’s Chinatown. Like most of the other Chinese children who 
played in the back alleys of restaurants and curio shops, I didn’t think 
we were poor. My bowl was always full, three five-course meals 
every day, beginning with a soup full of mysterious things I didn’t 
want to know the names of.

We lived on Waverly Place, in a warm, clean, two-bedroom flat 
that sat above a small Chinese bakery specializing in steamed pastries 
and dim sum.1 In the early morning, when the alley was still quiet, I 
could smell fragrant red beans as they were cooked down to a pasty 
sweetness. By daybreak, our flat was heavy with the odor of fried 
sesame balls and sweet curried chicken crescents. From my bed, I 
would listen as my father got ready for work, then locked the door 
behind him, one-two-three clicks.

At the end of our two-block alley was a small sandlot playground 
with swings and slides well-shined down the middle with use. The 
play area was bordered by wood-slat benches where old-country 
people sat cracking roasted watermelon seeds with their golden 
teeth and scattering the husks to an impatient gathering of gurgling 
pigeons. The best playground, however, was the dark alley itself. 
It was crammed with daily mysteries and adventures. My brothers 
and I would peer into the medicinal herb shop, watching old Li dole 
out onto a stiff sheet of white paper the right amount of insect shells, 
saffron-colored seeds, and pungent leaves for his ailing customers. It 
was said that he once cured a woman dying of an ancestral curse that 
had eluded the best of American doctors. Next to the pharmacy was 
a printer who specialized in gold-embossed wedding invitations and 
festive red banners.

Farther down the street was Ping Yuen Fish Market. The front 
window displayed a tank crowded with doomed fish and turtles 
struggling to gain footing on the slimy green-tiled sides. A hand-
written sign informed tourists, “Within this store, is all for food, not 
for pet.” Inside, the butchers with their bloodstained white smocks 
deftly gutted the fish while customers cried out their orders and 
shouted, “Give me your freshest,” to which the butchers always 
protested, “All are freshest.” On less crowded market days, we would 
inspect the crates of live frogs and crabs which we were warned not 
to poke, boxes of dried cuttlefish, and row upon row of iced prawns, 
squid, and slippery fish. The sanddabs made me shiver each time; 
their eyes lay on one flattened side and reminded me of my mother’s 
story of a careless girl who ran into a crowded street and was crushed 
by a cab. “Was smash flat,” reported my mother.

At the corner of the alley was Hong Sing’s, a four-table café with 
a recessed stairwell in front that led to a door marked “Tradesmen.” 
My brothers and I believed the bad people emerged from this door 

1. dim sum small dishes of traditional Chinese foods meant to be shared.

4

5

6

7

8

Mark context clues or indicate 
another strategy you used that 
helped you determine meaning.

deftly (DEHFT lee) adv.

MEANING:
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NOTES
at night. Tourists never went to Hong Sing’s, since the menu was 
printed only in Chinese. A Caucasian man with a big camera once 
posed me and my playmates in front of the restaurant. He had us 
move to the side of the picture window so the photo would capture 
the roasted duck with its head dangling from a juice-covered rope. 
After he took the picture, I told him he should go into Hong Sing’s 
and eat dinner. When he smiled and asked me what they served, I 
shouted, “Guts and duck’s feet and octopus gizzards!” Then I ran off 
with my friends, shrieking with laughter as we scampered across the 
alley and hid in the entryway grotto of the China Gem Company, my 
heart pounding with hope that he would chase us.

My mother named me after the street that we lived on: Waverly 
Place Jong, my official name for important American documents. But 
my family called me Meimei, “Little Sister.” I was the youngest, the 
only daughter. Each morning before school, my mother would twist 
and yank on my thick black hair until she had formed two tightly 
wound pigtails. One day, as she struggled to weave a hard-toothed 
comb through my disobedient hair, I had a sly thought.

I asked her, “Ma, what is Chinese torture?” My mother shook her 
head. A bobby pin was wedged between her lips. She wetted her 
palm and smoothed the hair above my ear, then pushed the pin in so 
that it nicked sharply against my scalp.

“Who say this word?” she asked without a trace of knowing how 
wicked I was being. I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Some boy in 
my class said Chinese people do Chinese torture.” 

“Chinese people do many things,” she said simply. “Chinese 
people do business, do medicine, do painting. Not lazy like American 
people. We do torture. Best torture.”

!"!"!

My older brother Vincent was the one who actually got the chess 
set. We had gone to the annual Christmas party held at the First 
Chinese Baptist Church at the end of the alley. The missionary ladies 
had put together a Santa bag of gifts donated by members of another 
church. None of the gifts had names on them. There were separate 
sacks for boys and girls of different ages.

One of the Chinese parishioners had donned a Santa Claus costume 
and a stiff paper beard with cotton balls glued to it. I think the only 
children who thought he was the real thing were too young to know 
that Santa Claus was not Chinese. When my turn came up, the Santa 
man asked me how old I was. I thought it was a trick question; I was 
seven according to the American formula and eight by the Chinese 
calendar. I said I was born on March 17, 1951. That seemed to satisfy 
him. He then solemnly asked if I had been a very, very good girl this 
year and did I believe in Jesus Christ and obey my parents. I knew the 
only answer to that. I nodded back with equal solemnity.

9

10

11

12

13

14
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NOTES
Having watched the other children opening their gifts, I already 

knew that the big gifts were not necessarily the nicest ones. One 
girl my age got a large coloring book of biblical characters, while a 
less greedy girl who selected a smaller box received a glass vial of 
lavender toilet water. The sound of the box was also important. A 
ten-year-old boy had chosen a box that jangled when he shook it. 
It was a tin globe of the world with a slit for inserting money. He 
must have thought it was full of dimes and nickels, because when he 
saw that it had just ten pennies, his face fell with such undisguised 
disappointment that his mother slapped the side of his head and led 
him out of the church hall, apologizing to the crowd for her son who 
had such bad manners he couldn’t appreciate such a fine gift.

As I peered into the sack, I quickly fingered the remaining 
presents, testing their weight, imagining what they contained. I chose 
a heavy, compact one that was wrapped in shiny silver foil and a 
red satin ribbon. It was a twelve-pack of Life Savers and I spent the 

rest of the party arranging and rearranging the candy 
tubes in the order of my favorites. My brother Winston 
chose wisely as well. His present turned out to be a box 
of intricate plastic parts; the instructions on the box 
proclaimed that when they were properly assembled he 
would have an authentic miniature replica of a World 
War II submarine.

Vincent got the chess set, which would have been a 
very decent present to get at a church Christmas party, 
except it was obviously used and, as we discovered 
later, it was missing a black pawn and a white knight. 
My mother graciously thanked the unknown benefactor, 
saying, “Too good. Cost too much.” At which point, an 
old lady with fine white, wispy hair nodded toward our 
family and said with a whistling whisper, “Merry, merry 
Christmas.”

When we got home, my mother told Vincent to throw the chess set 
away. “She not want it. We not want it,” she said, tossing her head 
stiffly to the side with a tight, proud smile. My brothers had deaf 
ears. They were already lining up the chess pieces and reading from 
the dog-eared instruction book.

!"!"!

I watched Vincent and Winston play during Christmas week. The 
chess board seemed to hold elaborate secrets waiting to be untangled. 
The chessmen were more powerful than Old Li’s magic herbs that 
cured ancestral curses. And my brothers wore such serious faces that 
I was sure something was at stake that was greater than avoiding the 
tradesmen’s door to Hong Sing’s.

“Let me! Let me!” I begged between games when one brother 
or the other would sit back with a deep sigh of relief and victory, 

15

16

17

18

19

20

As I peered into 

the sack, I quickly 

fingered the 

remaining presents, 

testing their weight, 

imagining what they 

contained.
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NOTES
the other annoyed, unable to let go of the outcome. Vincent at 
first refused to let me play, but when I offered my Life Savers as 
replacements for the buttons that filled in for the missing pieces, he 
relented. He chose the flavors: wild cherry for the black pawn and 
peppermint for the white knight. Winner could eat both.

As our mother sprinkled flour and rolled out small doughy circles 
for the steamed dumplings that would be our dinner that night, 
Vincent explained the rules, pointing to each piece. “You have sixteen 
pieces and so do I. One king and queen, two bishops, two knights, 
two castles, and eight pawns. The pawns can only move forward 
one step, except on the first move. Then they can move two. But 
they can only take men by moving crossways like this, except in the 
beginning, when you can move ahead and take another pawn.”

“Why?” I asked as I moved my pawn. “Why can’t they move more 
steps?”

“Because they’re pawns,” he said.
“But why do they go crossways to take other men. Why aren’t 

there any women and children?”
“Why is the sky blue? Why must you always ask stupid 

questions?” asked Vincent. “This is a game. These are the rules. I 
didn’t make them up. See. Here. In the book.” He jabbed a page with 
a pawn in his hand. “Pawn. P-A-W-N. Pawn. Read it yourself.”

My mother patted the flour off her hands. “Let me see book,” she 
said quietly. She scanned the pages quickly, not reading the foreign 
English symbols, seeming to search deliberately for nothing in 
particular.

“This American rules,” she concluded at last. “Every time people 
come out from foreign country, must know rules. You not know, 
judge say, Too bad, go back. They not telling you why so you can 
use their way go forward. They say, Don’t know why, you find out 
yourself. But they knowing all the time. Better you take it, find out 
why yourself.” She tossed her head back with a satisfied smile.

I found out about all the whys later. I read the rules and looked 
up all the big words in a dictionary. I borrowed books from the 
Chinatown library. I studied each chess piece, trying to absorb the 
power each contained.

I learned about opening moves and why it’s important to control 
the center early on; the shortest distance between two points is 
straight down the middle. I learned about the middle game and why 
tactics between two adversaries are like clashing ideas; the one who 
plays better has the clearest plans for both attacking and getting 
out of traps. I learned why it is essential in the endgame2 to have 
foresight, a mathematical understanding of all possible moves, and 
patience; all weaknesses and advantages become evident to a strong 
adversary and are obscured to a tiring opponent. I discovered that 

2. endgame final stage of a chess game, when few pieces remain.
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Mark context clues or indicate 
another strategy you used that 
helped you determine meaning.

relented (rih LEHNT ihd) v.

MEANING: 
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NOTES
for the whole game one must gather invisible strengths and see the 
endgame before the game begins.

I also found out why I should never reveal “why” to others. A little 
knowledge withheld is a great advantage one should store for future 
use. That is the power of chess. It is a game of secrets in which one 
must show and never tell.

I loved the secrets I found within the sixty-four black and white 
squares. I carefully drew a handmade chessboard and pinned it to 
the wall next to my bed, where at night I would stare for hours at 
imaginary battles. Soon I no longer lost any games or Life Savers, 
but I lost my adversaries. Winston and Vincent decided they were 
more interested in roaming the streets after school in their Hopalong 
Cassidy cowboy hats.

On a cold spring afternoon, while walking home from school, I 
detoured through the playground at the end of our alley. I saw a 
group of old men, two seated across a folding table playing a game 
of chess, others smoking pipes, eating peanuts, and watching. I 
ran home and grabbed Vincent’s chess set, which was bound in a 
cardboard box with rubber bands. I also carefully selected two prized 
rolls of Life Savers. I came back to the park and approached a man 
who was observing the game.

“Want to play?” I asked him. His face widened with surprise and 
he grinned as he looked at the box under my arm. “Little sister, been 
a long time since I play with dolls,” he said, smiling benevolently. I 
quickly put the box down next to him on the bench and displayed 
my!retort.

Lau Po, as he allowed me to call him, turned out to be a much 
better player than my brothers. I lost many games and many Life 
Savers. But over the weeks, with each diminishing roll of candies, I 
added new secrets. Lau Po gave me the names. The Double Attack 
from the East and West Shores. Throwing Stones on the Drowning 
Man. The Sudden Meeting of the Clan. The Surprise from the 
Sleeping Guard. The Humble Servant Who Kills the King. Sand in the 
Eyes of Advancing Forces. A Double Killing Without Blood.

There were also the fine points of chess etiquette. Keep captured 
men in neat rows, as well-tended prisoners. Never announce 
“Check” with vanity, lest someone with an unseen sword slit your 
throat. Never hurl pieces into the sandbox after you have lost a 
game, because then you must find them again, by yourself, after 
apologizing to all around you. By the end of the summer, Lau Po had 
taught me all he knew, and I had become a better chess player.

A small weekend crowd of Chinese people and tourists would 
gather as I played and defeated my opponents one by one. My 
mother would join the crowds during these outdoor exhibition 
games. She sat proudly on the bench, telling my admirers with 
proper Chinese humility, “Is luck.”

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

68 70+6���r�#/'4+%#0�81+%'5



©
 b

y 
Sa

vv
as

 L
ea

rn
in

g 
Co

m
pa

ny
 L

LC
. A

ll 
Ri

gh
ts

 R
es

er
ve

d.

NOTES

A man who watched me play in the park suggested that my 
mother allow me to play in local chess tournaments. My mother 
smiled graciously, an answer that meant nothing. I desperately 
wanted to go, but I bit back my tongue. I knew she would not let me 
play among strangers. So as we walked home I said in a small voice 
that I didn’t want to play in the local tournament. They would have 
American rules. If I lost, I would bring shame on my family. 

“Is shame you fall down nobody push you,” said my mother. 
During my first tournament, my mother sat with me in the front 

row as I waited for my turn. I frequently bounced my legs to unstick 
them from the cold metal seat of the folding chair. When my name 
was called, I leapt up. My mother unwrapped something in her lap. It 
was her chang, a small tablet of red jade which held the sun’s fire. “Is 
luck,” she whispered, and tucked it into my dress pocket. I turned to 
my opponent, a fifteen-year-old boy from Oakland. He looked at me, 
wrinkling his nose.

As I began to play, the boy disappeared, the color ran out of the 
room, and I saw only my white pieces and his black ones waiting on 
the other side. A light wind began blowing past my ears. It whispered 
secrets only I could hear.

“Blow from the South,” it murmured. “The wind leaves no trail.” I 
saw a clear path, the traps to avoid. The crowd rustled. “Shhh! Shhh!” 
said the corners of the room. The wind blew stronger. “Throw sand 
from the East to distract him.” The knight came forward ready for the 
sacrifice. The wind hissed, louder and louder. “Blow, blow, blow. He 
cannot see. He is blind now. Make him lean away from the wind so 
he is easier to knock down.” 
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NOTES
“Check,”3 I said, as the wind roared with laughter. The wind died 

down to little puffs, my own breath. 

!"!"!

My mother placed my first trophy next to a new plastic chess set 
that the neighborhood Tao society had given to me. As she wiped 
each piece with a soft cloth, she said, “Next time win more, lose less.”

“Ma, it’s not how many pieces you lose,” I said. “Sometimes you 
need to lose pieces to get ahead.”

“Better to lose less, see if you really need.”
At the next tournament, I won again, but it was my mother who 

wore the triumphant grin.
“Lost eight piece this time. Last time was eleven. What I tell you? 

Better off lose less!” I was annoyed, but I couldn’t say anything.
I attended more tournaments, each one farther away from home. I 

won all games, in all divisions. The Chinese bakery downstairs from 
our flat displayed my growing collection of trophies in its window, 
amidst the dust-covered cakes that were never picked up. The day 
after I won an important regional tournament, the window encased a 
fresh sheet cake with whipped-cream frosting and red script saying, 
“Congratulations, Waverly Jong, Chinatown Chess Champion.” 
Soon after that, a flower shop, headstone engraver, and funeral 
parlor offered to sponsor me in national tournaments. That’s when 
my mother decided I no longer had to do the dishes. Winston and 
Vincent had to do my chores.

“Why does she get to play and we do all the work,” complained 
Vincent.

“Is new American rules,” said my mother. “Meimei play, squeeze 
all her brains out for win chess. You play, worth squeeze towel.”

By my ninth birthday, I was a national chess champion. I was still 
some 429 points away from grand-master status, but I was touted as 
the Great American Hope, a child prodigy and a girl to boot. They 
ran a photo of me in Life magazine next to a quote in which Bobby 
Fischer4 said, “There will never be a woman grand master.” “Your 
move, Bobby,” said the caption. 

The day they took the magazine picture I wore neatly plaited 
braids clipped with plastic barrettes trimmed with rhinestones. I 
was playing in a large high school auditorium that echoed with 
phlegmy coughs and the squeaky rubber knobs of chair legs sliding 
across freshly waxed wooden floors. Seated across from me was 
an American man, about the same age as Lau Po, maybe fifty. I 
remember that his sweaty brow seemed to weep at my every move. 
He wore a dark, malodorous suit. One of his pockets was stuffed with 

3. Check term in chess meaning a player’s king is in danger.
4. Bobby Fischer (1943–2008) American chess prodigy who attained the top rank of grand 

master in 1958.
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a great white kerchief on which he wiped his palm before sweeping 
his hand over the chosen chess piece with great flourish.

In my crisp pink-and-white dress with scratchy lace at the neck, 
one of two my mother had sewn for these special occasions, I would 
clasp my hands under my chin, the delicate points of my elbows 
poised lightly on the table in the manner my mother had shown 
me for posing for the press. I would swing my patent leather shoes 
back and forth like an impatient child riding on a school bus. Then I 
would pause, suck in my lips, twirl my chosen piece in midair as if 
undecided, and then firmly plant it in its new threatening place, with 
a triumphant smile thrown back at my opponent for good measure.

!"!"!

I no longer played in the alley of Waverly Place. I never visited 
the playground where the pigeons and old men gathered. I went 
to school, then directly home to learn new chess secrets, cleverly 
concealed advantages, more escape routes.

But I found it difficult to concentrate at home. My mother had a 
habit of standing over me while I plotted out my games. I think she 
thought of herself as my protective ally. Her lips would be sealed 
tight, and after each move I made, a soft “Hmmmmph” would escape 
from her nose. 

“Ma, I can’t practice when you stand there like that,” I said one 
day. She retreated to the kitchen and made loud noises with the pots 
and pans. When the crashing stopped, I could see out of the corner of 
my eye that she was standing in the doorway. “Hmmmph!” Only this 
one came out of her tight throat.

My parents made many concessions to allow me to practice. One 
time I complained that the bedroom I shared was so noisy that I 
couldn’t think. Thereafter, my brothers slept in a bed in the living 
room facing the street. I said I couldn’t 
finish my rice; my head didn’t work right 
when my stomach was too full. I left the 
table with half-finished bowls and nobody 
complained. But there was one duty I 
couldn’t avoid. I had to accompany my 
mother on Saturday market days when 
I had no tournament to play. My mother 
would proudly walk with me, visiting 
many shops, buying very little. “This 
my daughter Wave-ly Jong,” she said to 
whoever looked her way.

One day, after we left a shop I said under my breath, “I wish you 
wouldn’t do that, telling everybody I’m your daughter.” My mother 
stopped walking. Crowds of people with heavy bags pushed past us 
on the sidewalk, bumping into first one shoulder, then another.
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Mark context clues or indicate 
another strategy you used that 
helped you determine meaning.

plotted (PLOT ihd) v.

MEANING: 

concessions (kuhn SEHSH 
uhnz) n.

MEANING: 

My mother had a habit of 

standing over me while 

I!plotted out my games. I think 

she thought of herself as my 

protective ally.
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“Aiii-ya. So shame be with mother?” She grasped my hand even 
tighter as she glared at me.

I looked down. “It’s not that, it’s just so obvious. It’s just so 
embarrassing.”

“Embarrass you be my daughter?” Her voice was cracking with 
anger.

“That’s not what I meant. That’s not what I said.”
“What you say?”
I knew it was a mistake to say anything more, but I heard my voice 

speaking. “Why do you have to use me to show off? If you want to 
show off, then why don’t you learn to play chess.”

My mother’s eyes turned into dangerous black slits. She had no 
words for me, just sharp silence.

I felt the wind rushing around my hot ears. I jerked my hand out 
of my mother’s tight grasp and spun around, knocking into an old 
woman. Her bag of groceries spilled to the ground. 

“Aii-ya! Stupid girl!” my mother and the woman cried. Oranges 
and tin cans careened down the sidewalk. As my mother stooped to 
help the old woman pick up the escaping food, I took off.

I raced down the street, dashing between people, not looking back 
as my mother screamed shrilly, “Meimei! Meimei!” I fled down an 
alley, past dark curtained shops and merchants washing the grime off 
their windows. I sped into the sunlight, into a large street crowded 
with tourists examining trinkets and souvenirs. I ducked into another 
dark alley, down another street, up another alley. I ran until it hurt 
and I realized I had nowhere to go, that I was not running from 
anything. The alleys contained no escape routes.

My breath came out like angry smoke. It was cold. I sat down 
on an upturned plastic pail next to a stack of empty boxes, cupping 
my chin with my hands, thinking hard. I imagined my mother, first 
walking briskly down one street or another looking for me, then 
giving up and returning home to await my arrival. After two hours, I 
stood up on creaking legs and slowly walked home.

The alley was quiet and I could see the yellow lights shining from 
our flat like two tiger’s eyes in the night. I climbed the sixteen steps 
to the door, advancing quietly up each so as not to make any warning 
sounds. I turned the knob; the door was locked. I heard a chair 
moving, quick steps, the locks turning—click! click! click!—and then 
the door opened.

“About time you got home,” said Vincent. “Boy, are you in 
trouble.”

He slid back to the dinner table. On a platter were the remains 
of a large fish, its fleshy head still connected to bones swimming 
upstream in vain escape. Standing there waiting for my punishment, 
I heard my mother speak in a dry voice.

“We not concerning this girl. This girl not have concerning for us.”
Nobody looked at me. Bone chopsticks clinked against the insides 

of bowls being emptied into hungry mouths.
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NOTES
I walked into my room, closed the door, and lay down on my 

bed. The room was dark, the ceiling filled with shadows from the 
dinnertime lights of neighboring flats.

In my head, I saw a chessboard with sixty-four black and white 
squares. Opposite me was my opponent, two angry black slits. 
She!wore a triumphant smile. “Strongest wind cannot be seen,” 
she!said.

Her black men advanced across the plane, slowly marching to each 
successive level as a single unit. My white pieces screamed as they 
scurried and fell off the board one by one. As her men drew closer to 
my edge, I felt myself growing light. I rose up into the air and flew 
out the window. Higher and higher, above the alley, over the tops 
of tiled roofs, where I was gathered up by the wind and pushed up 
toward the night sky until everything below me disappeared and I 
was alone.

I closed my eyes and pondered my next move. v
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Comprehension Check
Complete the following items after you finish your first read. Review and clarify 
details with your group.

1. How does Waverly first obtain a chess set? 

2. What advice does Waverly’s mother give her about finding out “why” important things 

are done?

3. Why does Waverly become angry with her mother at the market?

4.   Notebook Write a summary of the story to check your understanding.

RESEARCH
Research to Explore Choose an aspect of the story to research. For example, you may 

want to learn more about chess or San Francisco’s Chinatown.

“Rules of the Game”, from The Joy Luck Club by Amy Tan, copyright © 1989 by Amy Tan. Used by permission of G. P. Putnam’s Sons, an imprint of Penguin Publishing Group, a division of Penguin 
4CPFQO|*QWUG�..%�
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MAKING MEANING

CITE TEXTUAL EVIDENCE 
to support your answers.

Close Read the Text
With your group, revisit sections of the text you marked 

during your first read. Annotate details that you notice. 

What questions do you have? What can you conclude?

Analyze the Text
 Notebook Complete the activities.

1. Review and Clarify With your group, reread paragraphs 1–3 and 76–77 

of “Rules of the Game.” What does the image of the “strongest wind” 

represent to you? Why does Tan return to the “strongest wind” image at 

the end of the story? Explain.

2. Present and Discuss Now, work with your group to share other key 

passages from the story. Discuss parts of the text that you found to be 

most meaningful, as well as questions you asked and the conclusions you 

reached as a result of reading those passages.

3. Essential Question: What does it mean to be “American”? What has 

this selection taught you about American identity? Discuss this idea with 

[QWT|ITQWR��

Concept Vocabulary

deftly   relented   plotted   concessions

Why These Words? The four concept vocabulary words are related. With 

your group, determine what the words have in common. Write your ideas, 

and add another word that fits the category.

Practice
 Notebook Use a dictionary to confirm the definitions for the concept 

vocabulary words. Then, write a sentence using each of the words. How did 

the concept vocabulary words make your sentences more vivid?

Word Study
Connotation and Denotation The denotation of a word is its literal 

FKEVKQPCT[�FGHKPKVKQP��6JG�UCOG�YQTF�OC[�CNUQ�JCXG|C|connotation, a 

suggested meaning that evokes either positive or negative feelings. In “Rules 

of the Game,” for example, Waverly is described as plotting out her games. 

The word plotting has overtones of a dark conspiracy. Its connotation is more 

negative than the neutral word planning. Find two other words in the text, 

and describe their connotative meanings.

! WORD NETWORK

Add interesting words about 

American identity from the 

text to your Word Network.

GROUP DISCUSSION

Be sure to identify specific 

events or passages so your 

classmates can follow your 

thinking. Use precise words 

and specific details to 

express your thoughts.

RULES OF THE GAME

" STANDARDS
Reading Literature
Analyze how comple characters 
develop over the course of a text, 
interact with other characters and 
advance the plot or develop the 
theme.

Language
r�Verify the preliminary 
determination of the meaning of a 
word or phrase.
r�Analyze nuances in the meaning of 
words with similar denotations.
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ESSENTIAL QUESTION: What does it mean to be “American”?

Analyze Craft and Structure
Complex Characters In the best stories, the main characters are 

interesting and complex, or well-rounded. You can identify complex 

characters in the following ways:

r�They show multiple or even contradictory traits, or qualities.

r�They struggle with conflicting motivations, or reasons for acting as 

VJG[|FQ�

r�They change or learn something important by the end of the story.

Characters Advance Plot As characters interact with one another 

CPF|UVTWIING�VQ�QXGTEQOG�RTQDNGOU��VJGKT�EJQKEGU�OQXG�VJG�UVQT[�CNQPI��
#|EJCTCEVGToU�CEVKQPtQT�FGEKUKQP�not�VQ�VCMG�CEVKQPtECP�NGCF�VQ�PGY�
plot developments and may intensify the conflict, heightening tension or 

suspense in the story.

Characters Develop Theme� #�EJCTCEVGToU�UVTWIINGU�YKVJ�C�EQPHNKEV�
ECP�VGCEJ�C�IGPGTCN�NGUUQP��+P�VJKU�YC[��EJCTCEVGTU�JGNR�FGXGNQR�C�UVQT[oU�
themetVJG�EGPVTCN�KPUKIJV�VJCV�KV�EQPXG[U��#U�[QW�TGCF�C�UJQTV�UVQT[��RC[�
close attention to the ways that characters change and to the lessons that 

VJG[�NGCTP��6JGUG�FGVCKNU�YKNN�RQKPV�[QW�VQYCTF�VJG�UVQT[oU�VJGOG��

Find your own examples in “Rules of the Game” where the author builds 

EJCTCEVGTU��+FGPVKH[�GCEJ�EJCTCEVGToU�VTCKVU��OQVKXCVKQPU��CPF�CEVKQPU��CPF�
interpret how these details help to establish theme.

Practice
 Notebook Work with your group to complete the following 

activities.

1. Use the chart to identify at least two conflicts Waverly and her 

mother face. For each conflict, explain how the character responds 

and the reasons for her responses.

CHARACTER CONFLICTS
CHARACTER’S 
RESPONSE

CHARACTER’S 
MOTIVATIONS

Waverly

Mrs. Jong

2.  (a)�%KVG�CV�NGCUV�VYQ�YC[U�KP�YJKEJ�9CXGTN[oU�CEVKQPU�QT�TGCEVKQPU�
change the situation and move the plot forward. (b) Do the same 

for Mrs. Jong.

3.  Do Waverly and Mrs. Jong change or grow as a result of their 

experiences? If so, in what ways? If not, why?

4.  (a)�9JCV�EGPVTCN�KFGCU�FQ�9CXGTN[�CPF�JGT�OQVJGToU�EQPHNKEV�
emphasize? (b) What insights about life or the human condition 

does the story express?

CITE TEXTUAL EVIDENCE 
to support your answers.
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LANGUAGE DEVELOPMENT

Conventions
Participles and Participial Phrases A participle is a verb form that acts 

as an adjective. The present participle of a verb ends in -ing (frightening, 
entertaining). The past participle of a regular verb ends in -ed (frightened, 
entertained). The past participle of an irregular verb may have any of a variety 

of endings, such as -t (burnt) or -en (written). 

A participial phrase consists of a participle and its objects, complements, or 

modifiers, all acting together as an adjective. A participial phrase may either 

precede or follow the word it modifies. 

In the chart, participles are italicized, participial phrases are highlighted, and 

the nouns or pronouns they modify are underlined.

RULES OF THE GAME

Read It
Work individually. Mark the participial phrase in each of these sentences 

from “Rules of the Game,” and write the word it modifies. When you have 

finished, compare your responses with those of your team. 

1.  We lived on Waverly Place, in a warm, clean, two-bedroom flat that 

sat above a small Chinese bakery specializing in steamed pastries and 

dim sum.

2.  “Little sister, been a long time since I play with dolls,” he said, smiling 

benevolently.

3.  I felt the wind rushing around my hot ears.

4.  Her black men advanced across the plane, slowly marching to each 

successive level as a single unit.

Write It
 Notebook Work individually. Write a short paragraph about “Rules of 

the Game,” using two participial phrases. Mark the participial phrases, and 

identify the words they are modifying.

SENTENCE HOW PHRASE FUNCTIONS

Exhausted by the arduous climb, we rested by the side of the trail. modifies the subject

The movers carefully unloaded the van packed with antiques. modifies the direct object

Rosa handed the woman wearing the gray suit her application. modifies the indirect object

The hallways were clogged with students going to class. modifies the object of the preposition

Ann Pace is a scientist known for her work in aeronautics. modifies the subject complement

! STANDARDS
Language
r�Demonstrate command of the 
conventions of standard English 
grammar and usage when writing or 
speaking.
r�Use various types of phrases and 
clauses to convey specific meanings 
and add variety and interest to 
writing or presentations.
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EFFECTIVE EXPRESSION

Assignment

With your group, present a scene that further develops characters 

and events Amy Tan describes in “Rules of the Game.” Assign roles to 

members of your group, rehearse, and then perform your scene in front 

of the class. You may develop one of the following options or pick an 

alternative your group prefers.

 Waverly confronts her mother about what happened on the street.

 Waverly meets Bobby Fischer after he says there will never be a 

female grand master.

 Waverly and Lau Po have a phone conversation in which she thanks 

him for influencing her and tells him about an achievement that he 

inspired.

! EVIDENCE LOG

Before moving on to a 

new selection, go to your 

Evidence Log and record 

what you learned from 

p4WNGU�QH�VJG|)COG�q

PRESENTATION EVALUATION GUIDE

Rate each statement on a scale of 1 (not demonstrated) to 
5!(demonstrated).

 The speakers communicated events that fit well with the story.

 The speakers included details from the story to demonstrate  
shifts in feeling.

 The speakers used their voices effectively to reflect the characters and 
situations.

 The speakers used gestures and other body language effectively.

 The dialogue was clear and easy to follow.

Speaking and Listening

Project Plan Make a list of tasks that your group will need to carry out. 

Write a script for your scene, and obtain any props you may need.

Practice Practice your scene before you present it to your class. Include the 

following performance techniques to achieve the desired effect.

r�Speak clearly and comfortably without rushing.

r�Use your voice in a way that reflects your character’s emotions and 

situation. Vary your tone and pitch and avoid speaking in a flat, 

monotonous style.

r�Make sure your body language is appropriate for the character and is 

neither too limited nor too exaggerated. 

Evaluate Scenes Use a presentation evaluation guide like the one shown 

to analyze your classmates’ scenes.

" STANDARDS
Speaking and Listening
Present information, findings, 
and supporting evidence clearly, 
concisely, and logically such that 
listeners can follow the line of 
reasoning and the organization, 
development, substance, and style 
are appropriate to purpose, audience, 
and task.
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