
Making Honey 
 

 

Every morning when the sun comes up – down at the hive there is such a buzz 

We take a little nip and head out to the clover field 

 

Flying around for hours and hours - collecting the nectar out of all those flowers 

Pack up a load of pollen take it back to the hive 

 

 Well I don’t call it work ‘cause I love it you see - it’s just what I do and it comes naturally 

 So don’t anybody got to worry ‘bout me – I love what I do and I do what I please 

 

  Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Honey for the hive 

 

When I was younger I worked around the hive - bringing jelly to the queen bee keeping her alive 

Looking after the eggs and tending to the honey comb 

 

When the flight crew came in there was so much to do - unloading all the pollen and the nectar too 

We would make a batch of honey – and store it away 

 

 (Well) I don’t call it work ‘cause I love it you see - it’s just what I do and it comes naturally 

 So don’t anybody got to worry ‘bout me - I love what I do and I do what I please 

 

  Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Honey for the hive 

 

    (Instrumental break) 

 

 I don’t call it work ‘cause I love it you see - it’s just what I do and it comes naturally 

 So don’t anybody got to worry ‘bout me – I love what I do and I do what I please 

 

  Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Honey for the hive 

 

 

When I got old enough to use my wings - I joined the flight crew the very next spring 

Now when the days are warm we go out and fly 

 

I’ve seen all the dances and I know the routes - from the clover to the buckwheat and the orchard too 

I’ll be buzzing blossoms ‘til the day I die 

 

 I don’t call it work ‘cause I love it you see - it’s just what I do and it comes naturally 

 So don’t anybody got to worry ‘bout me – I love what I do and I do what I please 

 

  Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Honey for the hive 

  

We don’t call it work ‘cause we love it you see We don’t call it work ‘cause we love it you see 

It’s just what we do and it comes naturally   It’s just what we do and it comes naturally 

So don’t anybody got to worry ‘bout the bees So don’t anybody got to worry ‘bout the bees 

We love what we do and we do what we please We love what we do and we do what we please 

    

Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Making honey . . . Honey for the hive 
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