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I, NAPPY the Great, in my proud usurp'd state,  

 Decree by this here Proclamation,  

And strictly ordain, that the people of Spain,  

 Shall submit to our JOE's usurpation. 

  But if they refuse  

  To accord with my views, 

  And with regeneration comply; 

  Then I'd have them know, 

  Instead of King JOE, 

  They shall have no King, d--- me! but I.  

   

 

When arriv'd at the Crown, I'll vengeance pour down, 

 And o'erwhelm them in torrents of evil, 

For, by "I the King," all the Patriots shall swing, 

 And the people shall find me a devil. 

  That scoundrel CEVALLOS, 

  Shall go to the gallows, 

   For exposing my plottings so sly; 

  And their Nobles, God wot, 

  When caught, shall be shot, 

   For rejecting our JOEY and I. 
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Those curs'd British Clans, that mar all my plans, 

 And thwart e'en my deepest inventions, 

From Spain soon shall vanish, then I'll touch the Spanish, 

 And punish them for their contentions. 

  My wrath I will lease, 

  On the vile Portuguese, 

   For crossing my purposes high; 

  And my object to gain, 

  Make a desert of Spain, 

   For despising our JOEY and I. 

 


