
Donald egged his morons on with a Q-Anon con.
Got his peeps to beat up cops with his lying tweets.
His gang planned to hang his second-in-command.
What the bleep, Mister Veep? You finally quit that creep?
He's Alt-Right, he's Alt-Right. That Donny Boy’s Alt-Right, you see. Yeah!

Fox’s dream team creamed when he won in sixteen.
Anointed the MAGA Messiah of the White Supremes.
Charlottesville kicked off the start of the neo-Nazi farts. 
Your good pals Vlad and Epstein, slimy serpentine fiends.
He's Alt-Right, he's Alt-Right. That Donny Boy’s Alt-Right, you see. Yeah!

Spewing more fake news than all the Kremlin crews.
He stole secret docs and put them in a box with his socks.
It's balmy talking calmly about the storming of our Capitol.
Donald sees J6ers kissing on a channel I must be missing.
He's Alt-Right, he's Alt-Right. That Donny Boy’s Alt-Right, you see. Yeah!

This MAGA king is full of con games, grifts, and jive. 
We’re stuck with his crime spree; thanks, Project Twenty-five. 
He dared to call us Veterans both losers and suckers.
While he’s a five-time Vietnam War mother ducker.
He’s Alt-Right, he's Alt-Right. That Donny Boy’s Alt-Right, you see. Yeah!
Hey, hey, hey, hey. He’s a super creep, super creep,
He's super creepy, super creep, super creep
