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* As letras apresentadas neste volume foram 
extraídas de gravações específicas do cantor. Elas não 
necessariamente correspondem com letras de outros 
trabalhos deste ou de qualquer outro artista. 
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ALL I’M MISSING IS YOU 
(Wayland D Holyfield) 

 

I go to places we like to go 

I do the things we like to do 

Familiar faces we both know 

All I’m missin’ is you. 

 

Don’t ask me how I’m gettin’ along 

‘Cause there’s really nothin’ new 

Everything’s about the same since you’ve gone 

All I’m missin’ is you. 

 

The same old mem’ries are just as strong 

Same ole dreams don’t come true 

That same ole feelin’ goes on and on 

All I’m missing is you. 

 

Don’t ask me how I’m gettin’ along 

‘Cause there’s really nothin’ new 

Everything’s about the same since you’ve gone 

All I’m missin’ is you. 

 

Don’t ask me how I’m gettin’ along 

‘Cause there’s really nothin’ new 

Everything’s about the same since you’ve gone 

All I’m missin’ is you. 
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AMANDA 
(Don Williams) 

 

I’ve held it all inward 

Lord knows I’ve tried 

It’s an awful awakenin’ 

In a country boy’s life 

When you look in the mirror 

In total surprise 

At the hair on your shoulders 

And the age in your eyes. 

 

Amanda light of my life 

Fate should have made you a gentle man’s wife 

Amanda light of my life 

Fate should have made you a gentle man’s wife. 

 

Well the measure of people 

Don’t understand 

The pleasures of life 

In a hillbilly band 

I got my first guitar 

When I was fourteen 

Now I’m crowding thirty 

And still wearin’ jeans. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


