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· The planes were enroute to Iraq to bomb the devil out of chemical and biological sites when Saddam Hussein sent a note to the UN saying, in effect, this time he means it:  he will no longer cheat on the weapons inspections.  Sandy Berger, the National Security Advisor to the President of these United States, flummoxed as usual, believed Saddam Hussein and ordered the attack aborted.

· The President of these United States, who snookered Newt Gingrich on every agreement for four straight years, has met his match in Saddam.  Clinton’s response to Saddam was in the secret international code of Clintonian diplomacy:  Kumbayah.

· Clinton, at a news conference on Sunday, rhetorically wagged his finger at Saddam and said, “Now, listen to me.  I’m going to say this one more time. . .”

· The UN inspection teams will now haul back into Baghdad, set up shop, and spend the next eight months being harassed, misled, and denied access to the very sites they need to investigate.

· How did Saddam know the exact hour to send his letter?  Is there a mole in the UN?  Is there a traitor in the U.S. military?  Or did Saddam simply turn on TV and watch the launch of the planes?

· A local station here in DC, had a reporter at one of the major Air Force bases reporting how many technical specialists had been deployed to the Middle East the previous evening, and that some of the remaining specialists were told to stand down for twelve hours.  Don’t military bases still have guys with guns at the front gate? 

· Scrappin’ Al Gore was alleged to have been involved in the discussions.  Sandy Berger and Al Gore. Now, THERE are two intellects you want working on thorny problems.  The most complex thought formulated between them was, “Duh.”

· There is no known footage of Saddam Hussein smoking a cigar and playing the bongos in celebration. 

· Speaking of Cigars and Bongos, all this forced the settlement of the Paula Jones/Bill Clinton sexual harassment case off the front pages.  In the interests in keeping the story alive, however, I will remind you that Clinton agreed to pay Jones $850,000 to settle a case he had already won, for an event which never occurred.  Right.

· As further punishment for the outcome of the elections two weeks ago, I went to the Opera Saturday night.  The Opera was “Fedora” which was not, to my chagrin, a Dashiell Hammett mystery set to music, but a Russian tragedy sung in Italian. 

· Here is the synopsis:  A guy is murdered in the first act.  Two fat people pledge eternal love to one another throughout the most to the next two acts.  The fat woman dies in a seven-and-a-half minute paroxysm of swooning and staggering at the end of the third and final act.  Bravo.  Brava.  Bravi.

· Placido Domingo (one of the ubiquitous Three Tenors) was the male lead.  He’s very talented, but I can’t get past the fact that he once recorded an album of – this is true – John Denver songs.  “You feel up-a my sennnnnn-seeez . . .”
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