s 3 s \D
*Zijg » l‘%‘
— P) Ay

RONALD WANTTAJA/ & ezweo HithE/ I ETHER/EHK
£z B e et S S

LB IEHE EH R

Royal Fireworks Press



The Key to Honor

R ZF I

RONALD WANTTAJA/ & czweo iithE /IR IHR/EK

kj

Shaat
AR BCE W R A
Royal Fireworks Press



EHEMS%B (CIP ) B
REME X = The Key to Honor / (32)H ﬁ%‘%rﬂﬁ

(Wanttaja.,

R )% ARSI RS, — Lt AR

%ﬁz%‘,&ﬁﬂ%,z_ow

(Mt —— B I KB N R )

ISBN 7-81080-272—0

I.%. 0.OA.. Of.. Il HE-ESEY
/AE V. H319.4: 1

H EiAsE 1 CIp %ﬁzﬁ%ﬁ%?(zomﬁﬁ 070280 &

HARA1T:
22! i
L HEFA
] fk:
1L 4UREE:
Ep Rl «
&= £H:
FF A

WK
)] -
+ =
E -

L SN IE IR AT BRI

(RS EERSFEAND  #B%: 200083
021-65425300 (/A#L) , 35051812 (RITER)
bookinfo@sflep.com.cn

http://www.sflep.com.cn http://www.sflep.com

[cEges

H R T 4RI ED AR AT RR 4 F]

T )5 _ B RATHT

850X1092 1/32 EPK 6.875  FH( 219 FF
2\002 FsAE IR 2003 4F 4 FHH 2 REDE

5 000 At

ISBN 7-81080-272-0 / 1 « 030
9.80 5¢ '

A RiE P15 00 77 B4 O e, T AR AL



Nate Lawton’s War of 1812 Series

The Key to Honor
The Price of Command

This is a work of fiction. While the names of historical figures are
occasionally used, the actions, statements, and attitudes of all characters
within this book are the invention of the author. No disrespect to the
memories of the actual participants in these events is intended.

Copyright © 1996, 1999 R Fireworks Publishing Co., Ltd.
All Rights Reserved.

Royal Fireworks Press

1 First Avenue, PO Box 399
Unionville, NY 10988-0399
(914) 726-4444

FAX (914) 726-3824

emall: rfpress@frontieret.net

ISBN: 0-88092-270-2  Paperback

Printed in the United States of America on recycled, acid-free paper using
vegetable-based inks by the Royal Fireworks Printing Company of
Unionville. New York,

This edition of The Key to Honor is published with permission from Royal
Fireworks Press.

Licensed for sale in the People’s Republic of China only.

A 45 piy 36 [E A K AR A I AME R A AR

A A A RIEFERRHE .



W E 2 M

ANRUE R FE XK 4 (1812.6—1814. 12) h B &,

1803 F , AEHEZXHMEFRBALS , KRR FHHHUT
MERHASG, KEHAHEEZERFEREMRL SR LA EZE
ES A THERZEN T ZAER, REMAEHT XEEE,
FAHEFXETNHBREL IO FNANLEREREE, &
—FH,EEAZERL L ELE LN ELEAREEHER,
BHTEERBLBYT AN LNRE, B, ZEE RN ERA
HKERWTHERE, 1812466 A 18 B, £EEHA F A s 31k
B, BEQAEE T EH#AT, 2ERBEZ A4 NES,E
EEHELRTES,

M FREGEMTFERR T HEZTEM D RETHH
BOZEBRUEENELN G EH ENRFTFHEEANRK
WHANEE RN, EAMIBERA(NE)-FHTEY, R
(EEEEZEENE, ERALIH K ERXEEBENHKHFE
ENEL UE—EFLER. EXEEANEERN S, W
BTFHERXBIAATUAR A EIANELNERERNLE
BERBETEEE ", £“EEEF"H5EM BRI T HXR
PLOERMBRMER T HAMK, AR BEANEEEE®
AEVREYMFEL RS A ERK, TR TRAEELHR
FBEHRE, MRBRBERT 2, BEARSZARER K TM
K, HHEHFEBEINEET RN S PP BRI T 44
Mo X EOWBER —HBIK TR, BETROEURBRERE
HIEHER,

FHEMFELTE T WE, Al FRHEMK T2 ER
T, HIEHE LB GE, FE, MK RAMFELEE"H

. 1 .



VEERZEHEHAER T T A ONIEL“ D RTH K, ZH,
ERAMA R A ENE O TARR BRI E D HUAN,
“VELEE"FTREDREB"ONF, NBRAAMEELF, M
BYEBEHEBEMAG G FHE &, KT, MK HF+ 25 R
HUAEMKNGE BB T E,TUE — Kk EIER 2, E F
B4R D RIS P F #F . Bl e, BT 4 W 5 L3S A
B EFAIBMRETHAT®A, MEETHP XERALEE
W%k,

ZHAE LEM AR EREEEFURAIAF T X
LAXREWESG, “UFELE S EWAER BLENE, HE
HER4TH4RTH FRKAMFTHAEE XY In— /b
BN, IR TER. YW ARZTELEZE -IH
5B - KEWTHR, RENEZEH THEMSLT. LE, 2R
WEMR A S FHE R, PEEEKRK TR, REWY,
ZAL R R B RS, XS E R G H, MA]
HFRE, AT EFERRE EAZBEN 2N, & TH
FHAERNKRERT AN, TR A LM R RATEH
HERL,EE, B TFEMREBER TS L, AR KZ AN
L, —RBREIS, FHRRAADLMANRRFEZEER B
IR E M LT R R R K, E ALK
EPF XK LK BT ERBE MKTE T4
BE DAL, BR, IRBHENEREAYFEL T
57 EAREWIER G 3EW KB,

U —F H R BRF, E B B B B M WKL AT
B, MATHRXEWEERAURAEREET " 5 & 457
RERFHEEAANERFTERTERERNREF - FRLAD
W, ARFNEEFEBEZTNXMTN, ANESRERE;
WHEHYZHEES, REAMEBEREENARFLER
ME A THBAEFEARACHRAEAFLAAME LSRN
MAERHOWRAFXFWEL, AR,

“VELTE L LREBMER T, AENERSS LE

. 2 .



B, X, FRF THARIAMERFEW T, RAFEL
R, HEBREBF RIS TRFRART LANH
W METYHAGEF T HE, BF bl F R E Rk, E
R CDREMRA T R EARRKEE, ERSWFER
TR

MER T T HZT . R4 F, EMERAE KL
BEAFRDRE", M EARKRRE X 2ONE, BFAR
HABEMLANEET RN G WG, FREELNTF
TeAHE BEAERAWENLZEN, E/REFKR. &E,
FHREHNLEZFRERNAFNEE, A L2 MO HENR,
WAMEARERTRBHE, “WFELEE"URMEET KM
Bk T HEHEE

FHRBRA B W TARETART 4. BE, EMKkA
FRAMGZPEAETE, T2 UM AN FRELH KT
ARLBE NEERBLALBEURLES LB ME, 7
WA KR REANRBETREBRTIR RS AAAR 2
B RIR. FREEBEMEARBLRREER, ERL
RAEZT W E TMEWRIW, $HEH T BT F N &
B ZUETDREN, MEIWERERYHTRMKEA
#o



K F /NGB B IE D) BV 78S

ANBELL 3R B7 355 38 5 1 S R ST R T A B SR
R RN, KB T RSP IR RS HRANEZ
BRI~ EM, XA EMETEDULS RN ETAY T
i 2 1 B BARA Y, R AR T 5, SRR SR BRI AE
FHEBRBSEIAEZ B KRR —MEEEES P
R TCEARE MBI T, 8 T @ 5 T T 5 2 018 po A 4k , i
P R 0 SR AR 4R SR A HE M ATT BEFEAR B 893S, XA N GE
o

BATAH, RIS R BLGE Z F 7 24 A IREEE,
(B NGE " XA i S AR B TSR PEH G 3, B o Al /b
R ZEETERAR, R RFEYR I &R T RENAR
BT, Tt 20 4% 3R 7 17 b 3o Bl (R s 2 ROR T o 3 Fof 301 481 7
H RIS RIE KR TE MR TR B T 1R e 3 B O, 7E B
ARG OB . R EE B SN E R A .

NRERVER A BE A WAL T 20 BT F R 1y
TR X — SRR B ok Rk B, HRITERM ik
B SRR TS, F A — KRR TR
v, ETARAS T 5%, fEL IR et ¥ 7 B 4B SO SR A AR R
575, T R ETARICALR MU g AR R T A EE AR
BT R LU R LG R — B A B A — B s E R R
TG o XTS5 I R B 32K , 4R B Ja SR “IRAR T R 5
B AR A B, (E RS AR I AT, IR ARA AR
BRAE, WA B IR TR RS RBLAE Z [ A9 7R
PR T RS 2 b Aok SOV & Rt 2 1 12 32 2
LAY o

o 4 .



VEFB LSS R 2 1A 20 18] 55 151 A - 57 (045 S 4 3 1 3% 55
FT R B RNRRE B, LA S S A D SE 4 7 B3 ) AR R 3R IR —
BN A 3 IR B 2T, B AR AR S B A
FETE =1, BTV IR XA BN 4 8 IEE AT, il
ANEEE AN EEBUN R R TR EEREE, E), EAL
SERE LR THAE REE: —, AXTEE AR RA INE
W AR AP IR —, A— DR RS E A SR B k[ SR 2
LY —Z BN EERBULREIBE, FFHAE - EE
B ER ST AEB A NHR B AR AT B B R 2 1, DR T .k 3 2 R
BIRIC 3R, ETIFWRG RO L —& BLMEE AL
— A — DAL/ RS E R, R A LB R AR
FIRE T L ESE b RS T 2 AR IE SCRE, B T
RE AR ERER Y EE PHEAZ L, BREWA,
R E R TOIE LI



EFEANYM—AR

Danial Westcott: fFRAR-REFH4, “WFELEET" DR
George Bartholemew: i -EEHE “UFELEE"FH
James Lawrence: A8 %408, “WFELEE" MK
Nathaniel Lawton: FERR-HH,“WEL T EE Ri &
P.B.V. Broke: M F 3%, XM P RF"MK

Quentin Forsythe: BT -# &%, “MWFEL T E"EEHEH 4
Tom Duncan: ##-S&,“WFELE ST S KE



Nate Lawton’s War of 1812

THE KEY TO
HONOR

by
Ron Wanttaja

Royal Fireworks Press

Unionville, New York



CHAPTER ONE

Boston, 1813

“Where’s your earring, boy?”

Nate Lawton paused, Confu.sed. “Huh?”

“Your earring. Ain’cha gonna get one, afore you go aboard?” (1)
The speaker sat atop one of the dozens of bales stacked along Boston's
Long Wharf. The brown beard ringing his jaw was flecked with
gray. (2)Gray, too, were his eyes, nestled deeply in wrinkled skin.
Blue smo}{e trailed from his thin ivory pipe. Beyond the tattered sleeves
of his shirt, tattoos chased each other across hairy arms. [3)

Merchant ship’s masts towered overhead, casting short shadows in
the May sun. Nate's heavy blue broadcloth uniform wrapped his body
like a steaming blanket. He lifted his cocked hat and wiped sweat from
his forehead. He absently smoothed his close-cropped black hair before
restoring his hat to its position.

“Why do I need an earring?” he asked.

The man pointed the pipe stem at Nate. “T’ pay for (4)a Chris-
tian burial, when your body washes ashore.” The sailor slid down from
the bale. “You be looking for Chesapeake, 1 wager (5] Brand new
midshipman. ” He leered at Nate. “Brand new officer. What are you,

thirteen?”

(1) = Aren’t you going to get one, before you go aboard? W& i - 1% Bk
R EOHEF  RHRIEREIE, FORAANDCRUER, REAZ
%, —BAFEY, aboard: AMERIRNAR, B LB "SEMH/ L.

(2) EHREHMBEA o fleck: [H AN EHRS,

(3) FFEERBENIETLINIECH to chase: ()M,

(4) = Topay for ... RIS HFFH,

(5] = beto



Nate reddened. “Fifteen,” he snapped. People were always think-
ing he was younger. Treating him like a kid, too. He wasn’t small.
Far from it, he was taller than other boys his age. Just something
about his face. (1]

The man looked him up and down with a knowing wink. (2]
“Aye, | suppose you are. But you're obviously new to the sea. You
don’t know your way around a harbor. I could take you to the ship, for
five cents. I'm an old man-of-war’s man . (3)I'll make sure you know
what to do when you get there. With old Tom Grimm and his
boat, [4)you’ll be on a fine start towards fame and glory.”

The old rage burst free before Nate could think. (5] “I'm not af-
ter fame and glory. I want to kill the British. ”

Grimm tilted his head back and laughed. “Sure you do, lad,” he
finally said, with his eyes still crinkled shut with mirth. “Qther than
the fact that we’re at war, {6) what do you have against England?
You'd ...” _

The old sailor stopped. He’d finally looked at the face of the boy
before him. Instead of the flushed face of an embarrassed boy, he found
tight-set lips below narrowed dark-brown eyes. Eyes that whispered of
pain but screamed with hate. [ 7]

Tom Grimm swallowed. “Beggin’ your pardon, sir. I didn’t
mean nothin’ by ir.” (8]

Nate lifted his chin. “I don’t need your boat,” he said curtly.
“The Chesapeake is a square-rigged frigate. Thirty-eight guns, three

masts. Black hull, white stripe around the gunports.” He scanned far-

(1) UXE B (4R LN T ERER).

(2) &SBHET TR,

(33 ZEMEMEKTF man-of-war: i, .

(4) AREWEBADMGRRE XBEHE-HEGHABZARHTFAD,
(57) MHRRRER FANES—TFTFRERET HXK,

(6) BRTIRITEMIEEZRIXHFELZ I other than: BRT - Z 5k,
(73 ABFUEREEE SR R, HEEZHEBRIANR.

(8] = Ididn’t mean anything by it.
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ther up the wharf. (11 A cluster of tall white masts stood out from
the stumpy brown ones of the merchant ships. “Those masts are hers,
I bet. She’s tied to the wharf. I don’t know why I should hire your
boat when I can just walk.”

Grimm gulped air. “I — I'm sorry, sir. I didn’t know you was an
old hand. Most of the young gen’lemen who come by [2] need some
help, an’ ...” He took an awkward step backward.

An odd scrape on the wooden wharf made Nate glance down. A
cracked and peeling black shoe covered the old sailor’s left foot, but on-
ly a wooden peg showed underneath the fraying cuff of his right trouser
leg. Anger fled Nate's face. Faint red spots surfaced high on his
cheeks . (3 He cleared his throat. “It’s all right. Don’t worry about it. ”

The man’s face relaxed. He lifted the knuckles of his right hand to
his forehead in salute. “Thank’ee, sir.”

Nate grunted an acknowledgment (4) and turned away. He
started walking towards the tall white masts.

But his eyes and his mind were far away. “What did he have
against England?” the old sailor had asked. His hatred of the British
had begun seven years earlier. Elias Lawton, his father, had been sec-
ond mate aboard a merchant brig bound for (3)Cuba.

On the way, the brig had been boarded by a Royal Navy frigate.
A British lieutenant declared that Elias Lawton and four other Ameri-
cans were Englishmen and forcibly impressed 6] them into the Royal
Navy. Since then, there had been no word. The American government
had filed a strong protest, but the seaman-hungry {71 Royal Navy had

swallowed Nate’s father.

(1) fEMELRERR SRR,

(2) B, &,

(3) BEMRFREEERT , BBIZ MR AN o surface: BFE, 23,
(4) BT—FEERELE,

(5] (FA&E)FFeE-H,

(6) 3&if.---BRAE,BBIE - A,

(73 RERMEEHY,
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Elias Lawton hadn’t been the first American seaman pressed by
the British, nor would he be the last. England was locked in a desper-
ate struggle with=Napoleon . [ 1) The Royal Navy was England’s only
bulwark against invasion, and a seagoing fort needed men the way a
land-variety fort needed sandbags . (2]

Nate was eight when they took his father. Elias Lawton could be
dead. He could just as well be alive. But in seven years, there'd been
no word.

The British would pay.

Nate became aware of a tap-tap-tap following behind him. He
glanced over his shoulder. (3]

The old sailor had followed him. The tapping was the iron thimble
on the end of his wooden leg. Grimm smiled and nodded. “Mind you,
sir, bein’ an experienced officer and all, you’d probably know the lay
o’ the land . (41Tl just walk with you a spell, (3)an’ you can pay me
as you find it worth it.” 6]

Nate rolled his eyes and kept moving.

Grimm gestured to the merchant ships tied to the wharf on either
side. “Not much trade out of here, since the British set the blockade.
Before the war started, you could hardly take a breath, with all the
loadin’ and unloadin’.”

The war. A year earlier, America had finally had enough of (7]
British bullying. When Congress declared war, Nate immediately
joined the Navy as a ship’s boy, the lowest rank in the service. Two
months at sea, a quick flurry of action ... and now, eight months later,

he was joining the Chesapeake as a midshipman.

(1) REFSEHCHETE—HHKILAIRF . to be locked in = to become rigid-
ly fixed ino

(2) BEHNEA2TEKERGR LNELFEDE—HF,

(3] faEEk—F,

(4] #P.
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Midshipman. Him, an officer. He shook his head at the wonder of
it, and fumbled uncertainly with the hilt of the dirk hanging at his side.
The Baltimore tailor had insisted Nate would need the long knife; had
pressed him to purchase the rather crude-looking blade with its coarse
wood hilt. “Part of the uniform ,” (1Jthe man had said.

“’Course, not that {2)the Navy hasn’t been busy,” Grimm con-
tinued, unabashed by (3)Nate’s lack of response. “Chesapeake hasn’t
had much luck, though. But Cap’n Decatur zock (4] HMS Macedo-
nian, and Old Ironsides sank Guerriere and Java.”

Nate set his mouth in a thin smile. (3“1 know. T was aboard
when the Constitution took Guerriere.” Guilt knotted his stom-
ach . (6]

Grimm grabbed Nate’s arm, stopping him. “ You're not just
throwin’ the lead ?” {7 JHis eyes lit up. “Why, we're practically ship-
mates! I sailed in her, back in ‘04 when we knackered the Tripoli pi-
rates!”

Nate tried to pull away from the man’s iron grip.

A stricken look crossed Grimm’s face. (8 JHe dropped Nate’s arm
as if it wereon fire. “Sorry, mortal sorry, sir. Dunno what came over
me.” (91 His fingertips brushed and smoothed the wrinkles on the
midshipman’s blue sleeve.

“Fine, fine,” muttered Nate. He stepped forward, trying to keep

from grinning at the man’s appalled reaction.

(1) (R&VE)EMRB—E5.

(2] FFREB, k.
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The tap-tap of Grimm’s wooden leg followed. “I didn’t know you
was a fightin’ sailor, sir. I’'m mortal sorry for bein’ a bother. But ol’
Tom Grimm’ll do anything for a shipmate. Just give me a hail anytime,
sir.”

As they walked, the white masts of their destination rose higher.
Exertion flushed Grimm’s face. (1] “Just around these bales, sir.”

They stepped though (2)a gap into a cleared area. There she lay.
The United States Ship Chesapeake. The blackpainted hull towered
above the wharf. A long white stripe gave her side a dashing look, if
one ignored the black gunport lids.

Nate tilted his head to study the masts and rigging. The three
masts stood like a military forest. Her mainmast soared a hundred feet
high; the foremast and mizzenmast slightly smaller echoes fore and
aft. The yards were crossed ; the spars spaced at intervals on each
mast. The sturdy, tarred, standing rigging and the hempen running
rigging formed a delicate but disciplined web overhead . (3]

It was all so familiar, yet different. Homesickness stirred. In his
short time aboard Constitution he’d come to deeply love the stout
frigate. He’d be a stranger here. Friendless. Why had he accepted pro-
motion? He'd be happier with his shipmates aboard Old Ironsides.
What did he know about being an officer?

And the odds against them ! (4)When Nate originally joined the
Navy, he hadn’t realized the power of the enemy. Against Great
Britain’s three hundred great battleships, the United States Navy mus-
tered its entire fleet — all seventeen ships. More than a hundred British

ships were larger than Old Tronsides, and she was the biggest the U.S.
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