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A            Bm7                 E                  E7

Kougniohou you put an apple in my hand but

        A                      F#m             Bm7        E7

You took it away before I had a chance to taste it

     A           Bm7       E                       E7

Because of you, it's rolled off in the sand

           A                         F#m      Bm7        E7       

But it doesn't mean my evening plan was wasted

            A           A7               D              Dm

Cause now I remember the color of its skin and

              A                         E7

what it feels like, what it feels like

       A      A7        D                  Dm

But do I want to taste it once again

                     A                E7

Or just let it go by, let it go by

Instrumental

Kougniohou we've got to try again before I let the memory

Slip on behind me

It'll soon be June, don't let it be the end

Cause something inside says I'm more than ready

Yes, I want to taste it once again

Don't let it go by, don't let it go by

Cause now I remember the color of its skin

And what it feels like, what it feels like

