So they haven't had an outbreak of Covid then. Ah well. I started this recording bloody ages ago and they're only just coming out now. 

Should be in the supermarket, when its nice and quiet. Never anyone in there when a game's on, just a few women usually, escaping the roar and carry on. No traffic, no hold ups at the checkout.

They're all lining up now, like a row of red onions and a row of white onions. Tidy. Press mute. Play music. Ah, that's nice anyway. Doesn't go with their mouths though, quite funny! I often get that when I'm watching something normally, to do with the satellite signal I think. I've got my list in my head now damnit. Garlic. Spuds, organic . Right out of those. They're rocking, their feet are, as if they're trying to plant themselves. Digging in. D'you know I reckon you can tell the ones on home ground. They look like they're rooted somehow, the red onions. They've buried their heads now, not a good idea. Scrum, that's the word, they might ban that, and heading the ball in footie. Since Covid I've been tipping all my veg out on the counter and binning the bags, the carrots get all mixed up with the parsnips and then you have to sort them all out again. The  onions are all muddled up now on the field. I don't mind them being all in together though. God knows what going on, the camera's panned out so they look more like radishes and garlic cloves. Add radishes. Haven't had any since last summer. Salad time now, on a nice day. There's an annoying bloke in bright green luminous trainers, what's that all about. Add salad peppers. Suppose he gets paid a lot to wear them. Nike or some such. I wouldn't even be seen in Aldi in those. The music's sort of soporific. Have a cup of tea. No nibbles in the house. Add nuts. Wine. It's Saturday!

Something's happened while I've been in the kitchen. Did a radish score? 

