
The Move That Mattered Most 
The quiet clicking of chess clocks echoed through the room. Players hunched over their boards, 

brows furrowed, hands hovering mid-air. Behind the velvet rope, the soft shuffle of spectators 

barely broke the silence. It was the final round of a regional chess tournament, and I was one 

win away from states. Every move could decide the outcome of the season. 

We were deep in the middle game when my opponent sacrificed his knight: an aggressive 

choice, but one I thought I could punish. But then, as I reached for my queen, I noticed 

something: his score sheet was tilted toward me. On it, he had already written his next move.  

It gave away his plan: a trick to trap my queen using a knight and a bishop. If I kept my current 

move, I would almost certainly lose my queen and, with it, the game. If I changed my move, I 

could dismantle his plan entirely, taking both attackers and crippling his defense. I saw the two 

paths diverging in front of me, and two voices clashed in my head. One whispered, It wasn’t 

your fault. Take the win. The other asked, Is this really your victory if it isn’t truly yours?  

I sat there, frozen, the seconds ticking louder in my ears. I saw the winning sequence unfold. 

Then, in the reflection on my queen’s polished surface, I saw my face, and suddenly, I 

remembered a phrase my parents repeated often: “君子爱财，取之有道” — a gentleman values 

gain, but pursues it with honor. I’d grown up hearing it at dinner, in car rides, and it echoed in 

my mind now.  

Slowly, the storm in my head began to clear. I knew what I had to do.   

“Hey,” I said quietly. “I can see your notation. You might want to cover it.” He blinked, surprised. 

“Oh. Thanks.” He adjusted the page. I kept the move I had planned before I saw his notation. 

My queen fell a few turns later, and soon after, my king. Checkmate. 



Walking out of the competition hall, I felt the sting of the loss. But it wasn’t the same hollow 

feeling I imagined I’d have if I’d stayed silent. 

Chess is often called a game of honor, of trust. Just like in life, there’s no undo button for your 

choices, no referee watching over your shoulder. There are countless moments when no one 

else will see what you do; when cutting a corner, taking credit, or staying silent could easily go 

unnoticed. But that’s exactly when your ethics, and the choices they guide, are the most 

important.  

That summer, I lost a match. I didn’t make it to states. But I walked away with something 

deeper: Character isn’t defined by what you do when the world is watching. It’s defined by what 

you do when it isn’t. Those quiet, unsupervised moments are the ones that reveal who you 

really are.  

And in that silence, I made the move that mattered most. 
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