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The Ant and the Grasshopper                                                                                    Purple Hippo 
 
Part I 
Grassy Hopper spent his long summer days 
Come rain or shine or smoggy heat haze 
Perfecting his play on his old violin 
Perfecting his Bach and his Beethoven 
And other composers, eclectic and various 
He nailed them all down on his old Stradivarius 
 
They say Grassy Hopper was at one with his bow 
And his beautiful music filled up the meadow 
He played for the lilies and the flowers of the field 
The marching band, confused, did they yield 
Everyone heard as they went on, enraptured 
Everyone’s ears and souls had been captured 
All except one, who muttered and grumbled 
As he sweated and laboured and dragged and he stumbled 
All except one, who would pant and would rant 
The one, Mr Anthony Laborious Ant 
 
He had no time for music or song 
Anty worked hard the whole summer long 
Summer was no time for playing or rest 
Summer was prime time for filling his nest 
With anything edible, for these words he said 
Get working! An incredible winter’s ahead! 
This field that you see will be all rain and ice 
There won’t be a leaf or one small grain of rice 
If I had some bones I would feel it in them 
It’s boiling right now, but will be minus ten! 
 
But Grassy was one who just would not listen 
Grassy played on with his musical mission 
He just did not see when the crowns of the trees 
Had yellows and reds and browns in their leaves 
He just did not hear when down from the hill 
The north wind came whistling down with a chill 
He just did not notice when he played a lament 
That the field had grown empty, grey and silent 
 

 
 
Till a November day when it started to snow 
And the flakes made a crust on the top of his bow 
And the ice crept in lines between his long fingers 
He finally saw there was no time to linger 
 
It was time to be out of the ice and the snow 
But where on that earth could a cold Hopper go? 
He also then noticed that his stomach was aching 
And from down in a hole came the wafting of baking 
Yes, someone down there was making pie and panini 
 
I wonder if they’ll trade for a wry Paganini? 
Perhaps my delightful Caprice Number 5 
Might be the ticket to keep me alive 
If I play them my Number 24 
I think they will surely open the door! 
 
Alas, a blast on his old violin 
Was not the key to find his way in 
It was Anthony’s door and I’m sure you have guessed 
He had little welcome for an unwelcome guest 
 
All summer I warned you, every damned morning 
All summer you ignored my every warning! 
Each hot, sticky day when I slaved away 
You stayed in the shade and you sat and you played 
You lazed and you made your screech and your din 
Well, I’m here to teach you that sloth is a sin 
You’ve been a fool and you’ve made your bed 
Now go lie in it and lay down your head 
You’ve been very lazy, now you’ll pay the price 
Go lie yourself down in a bed made of ice! 
 

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



The Ant and the Grasshopper                                                                                    Purple Hippo 
Part II 
And Grassy crawled off through the ice and the snow 
Knowing he had just one place to go 
To the nearest train station, to get some wi-fi 
There’s one thing to do before I do die 
The end is now near, death by exposure 
Alas, I have had a dearth of exposure 
My ending is near, my pockets are bare 
The one thing I have, my work, I will share 
 
His smartphone was dying, his battery low 
He played one last time, alone in the snow 
Vivaldi’s Four Seasons (Winter), of course 
Such perfect control, such delicate force! 
 
You know, I read my Gladwell’s ‘Outliers’ 
And I truly put in my ten thousand hours 
I worked like an ant to get this mastery 
And so I will share, then become history 
 
He went on to Youtube and clicked to upload 
And crawled into a drain at the side of the road 
He lay hypothermic, but didn’t quite go 
The warmth of a sewer seeped up from below 
 
His shivers awoke him at quarter to six 
His fingers were shaking as he checked on his hits 
His eyes nearly popped off when they saw the news 
His insect Vivaldi had one million views! 
 
Ringing Google headquarters, down San Jose way 
He said, Look, I need quarters, could you send right 
away? 
My account’s nearly red, at best it’s the minimum 
Could you help me right now, I’m near Western Union? 
 
They said, ‘Yes, Mr Hopper we can send right away! 
If you can wait half an hour, you will surely be paid! 
 

 
Oh, joy! Oh, joy! This will keep me alive! 
I think I will thank them, I think I’ll play live 
I can’t believe that I am not dreaming! 
I’m here alive and California streaming!  
On such a winter’s day! 
‘Ode to joy’ is the one I will play 
 
And half an hour later, he got his greenbacks 
Two thousand or more, stacked on his green back 
He hopped off with care and said with a grin 
When the next batch arrives, call The Holiday Inn! 
I’ve already called them, they’ll serve any fauna 
Breakfast buffet for one on a plate in the sauna 
 
And that’s where he stayed, from November to April 
Recording new clips that all became viral 
The public adored him, they just could not believe 
This green jumping insect and his take on ‘Greensleeves’ 
His Bach and his Mozart, he knew every tune 
They took him to heart and they made his fortune 
 
He played the Royal Albert and they made him a Lord 
They flew him to New York when he topped the Billboard 
He hopped on to Zurich to watch his best team 
His half-time concerto became his next meme 
For I’m a Grasshopper and believe this if you can 
I’m your greatest supporter, but not a big fan 
 
And the snows slowly melted and the sun did return 
The glamour was nice but really he yearned 
To play once again on his famous home turf 
The place he loved most upon the round Earth 
He went back to play in his own field of dreams 
To be the soundtrack in that bucolic scene 

 
 

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



The Ant and the Grasshopper                                                                                    Purple Hippo 
Part III 
He arrived on a tour bus, it had to be large 
There was a film crew and his own entourage 
When the word got around, he drew quite a crowd 
And the buzz of excitement grew rather loud 
With volume sufficient to wake an old ant 
Who hated the noise and started to rant 
And he really started to holler and shout 
When he realised what it was all about 
His mouth turned down, his eyes burned green 
He muttered something quite obscene 
 
And, What is this fuss, oh, what can it be! 
That lazy bones is much richer than me!! 
I thought that he had paid his price 
I thought that he had died in ice 
But now he’s right here, so rich and so famous 
It just is not fair, there just is no justice! 
 
You know, I read my Gladwell’s ‘Outliers’ 
And I truly put in my ten thousand hours 
I am the master of transportation 
I am the one who deserves an ovation! 
 
The hoi polloi are, Oh, so, so gullible! 
For it is I who is The One, most incredible! 
I’m smaller than him, but I can carry two bricks 
That Hopper is no match for me and my tricks 
Now I’ll make some clips and get them uploaded 
I’ll show them what I can do when I am loaded 
Just wait till they see me, I’m beyond belief 
I can carry two twigs, a wand and a leaf 
I can’t wait to see when he’s knocked off his perch 
When the public see me, he’ll be left in the lurch 
For I am the doozer, I’m the go-getter 
‘Cos anything he can do, I can do better 
I can do anything better than him! 
I’ll go on Youtube and I’m going to win! 
 
His first little clip upon his smartphone 
Was entitled ‘Great Ant and Small Stone’ 
He carried the stone about half a mile 
Uploaded the vid and gave it a while 
He watched it once, he watched it twice 
It had two views, so he got some rice 
He piled it up three grains high 
A tower up ricing up to the sky  
He carried that about a yard 
But getting views was rather hard 

 
For his clips of transportation 
And hauling rocks or vegetation 
His biggest score was merely ten 
It was clearly time to think again 
Aha! He said, I have now realised, 
Looking through the public’s own eyes, 
That they are most truly smittened 
When a Youtube clip has been kittened! 
My backgrounds need a cute tabby cat 
To watch my amazing carrying acts! 
 
He called up central casting 
And they sent right away 
A couple of cute wee catsies 
In a crate from Zimbabwe  
He wanted them to just lie still 
And draw the viewer in 
To the place upon the hill 
Where he would do his thing 
This task performed with all his power 
Involved a pebble and a flower 
 
Alas, a dancing dandelion 
Will entrance an infant lion 
Its strangely moving magic motion 
(Made by hidden ant propulsion) 
Is actually a guarantee 
Of catty curiosity  
 
First a southpaw  
Then a north  
The cub swiped his new toy 
And no one heard 
The ant’s last word 
A little plaintiff, ‘Oi!’ 
 
That was the end of Anthony 
I read in his obituary 
His last post got a thousand views 
And he made the evening news 
When Grassy helped to send him off 
With Number 2, Rachmaninoff 

 

	


